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IS NATALIE WOOD
FIT FOR MARRIAGE?

BERGMAN'S BREAKUP
BRANDO'S MIXUP

on the spot reports and pictures



DISCOVERED BY PROCTER & GAMBLE

First and only permanent with
pin curl rod curl strength

PIN CURLS FOR THE CROWN
"Top hair" needs this softer

wave... and Lotion plus new

Liquifix give longer lasting

quality to these pin curls.

ROD CURLERS FOR SIDES,

back, top front give added

curl-strength to harder-working

areas . . . now doubly reinforced

by Lotion and new Liquifix.

Wonderful new soft waves that last and last!

Awonderful new method, wonderful new Liquifix

It's here! The first, the only all-over permanent with

the ease and the lasting quality you've asked for. ..yet

it's so unbelievably soft and natural. That's because

new PIN-IT gives the right kind of waves for the differ-

ent areas of your hair. . .then locks in your permanent

with special lotion and new Liquifix neutralizer. Best of

all, this new Twice-a-Year PIN-IT keeps your hair just

the way you like it, from the first day to months later.

new twice-a-year

Apply Lotion and Liquifix with New Target Point Squeeze Bottle
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SCREEN PLAY BY JOHN TWIST, MARTIN RACKIN and HARRY BROWN • a JAGUAR production- produced by MARTIN RACKIN • directed by R. MATE



I

CAN'T
using

anything

but

Tampiax

"Tampax®was invented by a doc-

tor for the benefit of all women . .

.

No wonder I feel so confident about
using it! It's based on the well-known
and accepted principle of internal ab-

sorption. But that's not all!

"Tarnpax takes the problems out

of 'problem days' . . .

Puts an end to chafing and discomfort

... to embarrassing odor ... to disposal

and carrying problems! With Tampax,
nothing can show— no one can know
your secret! You feel free, poised— as on
any day of the month!

"Millions of other Tampax-users

bear me out—It's the modern way!
Do try it this month. Why put off gain-

ing the freedom, the confidence Tampax
brings. Get your choice of 3 absorbencies

(Regular, Super, Junior) wherever drug
products are sold." Tampax Incorpo-

rated, Palmer, Mass.

FEBRUARY, 1958 AMERICA'S GREATEST MOVIE MAGAZINE

Invented by a doctoi—
now used by millions ofwomen

modern screen
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29

30
32
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Bing Went The Strings Of My Heart (Bing Crosby-Kathy Gront)

by Louella Parsons

I Ain't Goin' Steady No More! (Tommy Sands) by Bill Tusher

A Bedtime Story For Liza (Liz Taylor)

You Can Make It Baby, If . . . (Natalie Wood-Bob Wagner)

Why Rock Walked Out (Rock Hudson) by Linda Matthews

Esther—Don't Throw Away 11 Years! (Esther Williams)

The Longest Night Of My Life (Tony Curtis-Janet Leigh)

Meet Ricky (Ricky Nelson) by Marcia Borie

Bergman Talks! (Ingrid Bergman) by Beverly Ott

Her First Date (Sal Mineo) by Ed DeBlasio

Hold It, George (George Nader) by Nancy Streebeck

"I'm Glad I Was A Teenage Bride," says Jill St. John to Helen Weller

The Truth About Marlon's Wife (Anna Kashfi-Marlon Brando) by Doug Brewer

'Wait 'Til You See Your Brother (Debbie Reynolds-Eddie Fisher)

by Linda Carole Post

FEATURES
10 Privacy Has Its Points—But So Does Recognition (Anne Baxter)

19 Dolores Michaels Cried, "I'm All Wet."

20 Mansfield—No "Plain Jayne" (Jayne Mansfield)

22 Home Was Never Like This (William Holden)

23 So Who's A Dude? (Glenn Ford-Jack Lemmon)

24 Tom Tryon—He Had One Year To Make Good!

25 When Joan Crawford Laid An Egg

26 "Actresses Need Muscles," Says Terry Moore
58 Why Elvis Signed His Last Name To A Valentine Card For His Darling

74 "Join The Navy And Eat Steak!" Says Dean Jones

DEPARTMENTS
11 Louella Parsons In Hollywood

4 The Inside Story

6 New Movies

21 $100 For You

24 February Birthdays

56 Modern Screen Beauty

Color portrait of Liz Taylor, Mike Todd and baby Liza by l'oni Frissell. You can see Liz
in MGM's Raintree County now and she'll soon be in MGM's Cat On A Hot Tin Roof.

Other photographers' credits on page 72.
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The golden-voiced star

of 'The Great Caruso" in

his best musical romance!

MARIO LANZA
introduces a

GORGEOUS NEW GIRL!

It's an entertainment

delight filmed in

Rome . . . city

of sunshine,

song and

sweethearts.

And you'll

meet a delectable

continental

beauty, Marisa

Allasio. Don't

miss it!

M-G-M presents

MARIO LANZA
IN

THE SEVEN HILLS
OF ROME"

co-starring

RENATO RASCEL
MARISA ALLASIO

PEGGIE CASTLE

Screen Play by ART COHN and GIORGIO PROSPERI • Based On a story by Giuseppi Amato

Filmed in technirama®— a Product ot technicolor® • Produced by LESTER WELCH
Directed by ROY ROWLAND • A Le Cloud Production



Want the real truth? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen,

10 West 33rd Street, New York 1. The most interesting

letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies.

9 Isn't the Lucille Ball-Desi Arnaz
marriage just about over?

—N.Y., Newark, NJ.
A Touch and go at this point.

9 Didn't an ex-boyfriend of Kim
Novak once try to blackmail her?

—G.Y., Chicago, III.

A No, just ruin her career.

9 Can you tell me how much John
Wayne gets for a picture?

—H.Y., N.Y.C.
A $666,666.

9 How old is Jack Benny?
—R.Y., NY.C.

A 63.

9 Isn't the reason the Rod Steiger re-

conciliation did not take because of an

English actress Rod is interested in ?

—N.T., Hartford, Conn.
A No. Steiger is merely a difficult man
to live with.

9 I understand that Elvis Presley is

lonely most of the time. Is this true?

—L.Y., Louisville, Ky.
A Elvis says it's true.

9 Is it on the level that Audrey Hep-
burn is now the highest-priced actress

in the world?
—F.Y., New Orleans, La.

A Yes; she gets $350,000 and up per

film.

9 I've been told that Cary Grant has

it in his contract that he will not dance

in movies with any actress who wears

body make-up. Is this true?

—B.T., Richmond, Va.

A True.

9 Suzy Parker, the model who got

such a build-up as an actress—isn't it

true that her voice is so sing-sengy they

have to re-dub all her sound tracks?

—K.T., Los Angeles, Calif.

A Not all her sound tracks; only some.

9 Jennifer Jones and Rock Hudson
in A Farewell to Arms—isn't Jennifer

too old for Rock?
—D.T., Reno, Nev.

A She's older by a few years.

© Elsa Maxwell is going to make her

debut in Las Vegas, one hears. What
can she do?

—L.T., Baltimore, Md.
A Talk.

9 What ever happened to Dale Rob-
ertson?

—Y.O., Oklahoma City, Okla.
A Just finished making Ann of Brook-
lyn with Gina Lollobrigida in Rome.

9 Is Montgomery Clift in love with

Elizabeth Taylor?
—S.T., Eugene, Ore.

A Has been for years, in a friendship

way.

9 Wasn't Mario Lanza confined to a

hospital in Rome because of too much
drinking while he was making Seven

Hills of Rome?
—D.Y., Rome, Italy

A Lanza was hospitalized to lose

weight.

9 Is Debbie Reynolds a good wife to

Eddie Fisher?

—W.L., Philadelphia, Pa.

A The best.

9 Is it true that Rossano Brazzi avoids

tax payments by being incorporated in

Lichtenstein ?

—F.R., Raleigh, N.C.

A Brazzi does have a corporation in

Lichtenstein.

9 Has Joan Crawford ever given any
money to charity?

—H.T., San Francisco, Calif.

A Loads. For years she maintained sev-

eral beds in a clinic, paying all the hos-

pital bills of sick people unknown to her.

9 How old are Henry Fonda's daugh-

ter Jane and Frank Sinatra's daughter

Nancy ?

—J.T., Phoenix, Ariz.

A Jane Fonda 19; Nancy Sinatra 17.

9 Will Errol Flynn play John Barry-

more in the Diana Barrymore movie?
R.D., Newark, N.J.

A Yes.

9 Now that James Dean is dead,

won't anyone tell the truth about him?
Wasn't he really disliked by people who
worked with him?

—A.A., Lafayette, Ind.

A He wasn't disliked; he just wasn't

understood. What people found irritating

was his complete lack of manners.

9 Why did Arthur Fellows haul off

and slug David Selznick during the film-

ing of A Farewell to Arms? Didn't he

have respect for Mr. Selznick's glasses?

—E.R., Chicago, III.

A Selznick slapped Fellows first.

9 Sophia Loren's chest measurements

—aren't they propped up bv falsies?

—E.T., Boston, Mass.

A Sophia has never worn falsies.

9 Is Marlon Brando completely bald?
—H.R., N.Y.C.

A Brando unfortunately is losing most
of his hair.

9 In the movie Jeanne Eagels, there's

a scene in which Kim Novak has to fall

into a tank of water. Did she play it

herself ?

—E.E., Los Angeles,Cal.

A The scene was played by stunt

woman Helen Thurston.

9 Can you tell me if Bob Hope is a

Democrat or a Republican?
—L.Y., Atlanta, Ga.

A Hope keeps his political affiliations

private; he did however contribute

hendsomely to the Republican cam-
paign chest.

9 Is it true that Joanne Dru lost all

her money in an Arizona tennis club?

—D.L., Phoenix Ariz.'

A She lost a good chunk of it.

9 Simone Silva, the girl who disrobed

in front of Bob Mitchum at the Cannes
Film Festival two years ago—what's

happened to her?

—G.L., Baltimore, Md.
A She died recently—from over-diet-

ing, say her friends.

9 How many times has Dale Robert-
son been married ?

—J.U., Tulsa, Okla.

A Three.

9 Who in movies has the real name
David Kuminsky?

—K.T., Nashville, Tenn.

A Comedian Danny Kaye.

9 Did Betty Hutton ever sing on De-
troit street corners for pennies?

—J.F., Detroit, Mich.

A Yes, as a youngster. Her fatherless

family was very poor.

9 Isn't You Can't Run Away From It

a re-make of It Happened One Night?
—D.L., Newark, NJ.

A Yes.

9 Can you tell me how much Richard
Widmark gets per picture?

—S.B., Marion, Ind.

A $200,000, and frequently a percent-

age of the profits.

9 Is it on the level that Leslie Caron
has dyed her hair blonde and insists

upon wearing a man's black hat?

—G.S., Portland, Ore.

A She walked around London a few
' months ago made up like that; said the

make-up was "so chic."

9 Doesn't Gene Kelly wear a hair-

piece ?

—G.D., Johnstown, Pa.

A Only in movies.

9 Does Debra Paget's mother really

weigh 325 pounds?
—H.D., Los Angeles, Cal.

A Your figure is exaggerated by 125

pounds at least.

9 Which paintings did Mike Todd buy
from Aly Khan for Elizabeth Taylor?

How much did he pay for them? Are

the paintings in her name?
—L.U., Miami, Fla.

A Todd paid approximately $30,000 for

The Boats by Carzou, Degas' portrait

of himself, and a Utrillo. They are com-

munity property.



Paramount Presents

ANNA MAGNAN I

ANTHONY QUINN

ANTHONY FRANCIOSA

Coding DOLORES HART • JOSEPH CALLEIA -Directed by George Cukor
Screenplay by Arnold Schulman • Based on a story by Vittorio N,no Novarese Music composed and conducted by Dimitri Tiomkm



WORTH
SEEING

THIS
MONTH

NEW MOVIES

FOR DRAMA
Peyton Place
Old Yeller

Paths Of Glory

FOR ADVENTURE
Lafayette Escadrille

FOR SUSPENSE
Witness For The Prosecution
Stopover, Tokyo
Flood Tide

FOR COMEDY
The Lady Takes A Flyer

FOR LOVE
April Love

PEYTON PLACE J-ana Turner
Lee Philips

small town saga Hope^ange
Betty Field

The novel was a best seller, and the movie

should be, too. Lucky for 20th Cextury-Fox,

who spent two million dollars on it. The
story is about a lot of people and their ca-

pacities to love. Peyton Place is a small town
somewhere in New England. The school, the

factory and the telephone are the sources from

which all things, including vicious gossip, come.

Mildred Dunnock has been a well-loved

teacher and is looking forward to becoming

a well-loved principal, but a new young man
(Lee Philips) is imported for the job. Diane

Varsi, who gives a lovely, graceful perform-

ance as the literary-struck daughter of widow
Lana Turner, is the link that brings Philips

and Lana together. Lana leads an isolated

life—that's her odd preference. She owns a

dress shop, runs it efficiently and takes very

6 good care of her daughter. Russ Tamblyn is

one of those sensitive, insecure adolescents

;

he has good reason—his mother literally

smothers him with what she calls love, and

is horrified even to see him talking to a girl.

Russ and Diane play out some very tender

scenes together. Betty Field keeps house for

Lana ; she's married to the school janitor, a

heavy, abusive drinker (Arthur Kennedy).

Kennedy's bearable when sober, but when he's

drunk he attacks his teen-age stepdaughter

(Hope Lange). The town doctor (Lloyd

Nolan) takes care of him. But a couple of

years later, Kennedy shows up and Hope

—

who is now engaged to a nice boy—kills

him in self-defense. When she goes on trial

all the dirty linen gets washed and all the

loose ends are drawn together in everybody's

life. It's a picture that sprawls through a

few years—around, during and after World

War II—dramatically revealing that the lives

of ordinary people can often be quite com-

plex.

—

CinemaScope, 20th-Fox.

WITNESS FOR THE PROSECUTION
Tyrone Power

Marlene Dietrich
briiiiant puzzle of crime Charles Laughton

Elsa Lanchester
Torin Thatcher

A rich widow who wears crazy hats gets

herself murdered. Tyrone Power used to visit

her once a week or so for a glass of sherry,

and Tyrone's solicitor—this is England, dah-

ling—has a feeling that the police are going

to arrest Power for murder. So he trots Ty
over to Charles Laughton's place, since Laugh-

ton happens to be the foremost criminal lawyer

in the country. Laughton has just had a

severe heart attack and the doctors have

taken away his cigars, replacing them with

nurse Elsa Lanchester whose dedication is

likely to kill Laughton in a week. Sure

enough, the police arrest Ty, and the prosecu-

tor puts Marlene Dietrich on the stand. She's

Ty's wife. Now what do you think of a wife

who testifies against her own husband! A
wife whom he lifted out of war-torn Ger-



many and set down in peaceful old England

;

a wife who announces on the witness stand

that she had another husband all the time?

Don't answer those questions. The climax of

this movie has more twists than a pretzel.

Slick and entertaining, too.

—

United Artists.

WITNESS FOR THE PROSECUTION

PATHS OF GLORY

the real side of war

THE LADY TAKES A FLYER
Lana Turner

Jeff Chandler
down-to-earth comedy Fochard Denning

Andra Martin
Dee J. Thompson

If you can't change a leopard's spots, how
can you change a man like Jeff Chandler?

Well, you know how brides are—they never

say die. When Lana Turner met Jeff Chand-
ler she was as high as he—I mean, they were

always up in the sky. Flying. During the

war she ferried planes. Now it's after the

war and Chandler's still flying because he

can't think of anything else to do. Lana can.

She can think of getting married, and gives

up nice, steady Richard Denning for this

boy with wings. Honeymoon's grand, full of

cute love scenes of which you are spared al-

most nothing. Homecoming is grand, because

by this time Jeff and Denning had established

a very successful ferrying service. But there's

also a pilot working for them (Andra Martin)

who ought to be in moving pictures—and she's

female ! When Lana discovers she's going

to be a mother she rents a beautiful house

to go with it and Jeff gets nervous. It's all

so permanent. That's when the trouble starts.

But don't prepare yourself for tears because

from this point on the movie starts jumping.

Not only with hilarity, but with the delight-

ful fury of a woman like Lana fighting for

domesticity.

—

CinemaScope, U-I.

THE LADY TAKES A FLYER

Kirk Douglas
Ralph Meeker

Adolphe Menjou
Wayne Morris

Richard Anderson
Paths of Glory lead but to the grave;

particularly the glory that comes in war. This

is a movie about French soldiers in the

trenches during World War I. It's brutal,

stunningly realistic and altogether fine. Kirk

Douglas is a Colonel who considers the lives

of his men very valuable. But his command-
ing officer, General George Macready, is more

interested in his own career ; he already has

a palace from which he issues orders of a kind

that sacrifice thousands of his own men. His

superior officer (General Adolphe Menjou) is

a cynical and clever man who believes in

nothing, except comfort. Kirk's company is

ordered to take a hill. The order is insane,

and the soldiers, after making a try, fall back

to the trenches. Three of them (one is Ralph

Meeker) are picked at random to be court-

martialled as an example. Unlike most Holly-

wood movies, nothing, not even Kirk's de-

fense, saves them from the firing squad. How-
ever, Kirk's commanding officer is dishonored

and Menjou offers him his job. Menjou is

genuinely surprised to discover that Kirk

hadn't been planning to get it—and now
angrily refuses it. This would be a totally

depressing film if it were not for its honesty,

and for the realization Kirk has. He dis-

covers that despite all corruption it is still

possible and necessary to keep one's faith in

men.

—

United Artists.

PATHS OF GLORY

APRIL LOVE

sunny romance

Pat Boone
Shirley Jones

Dolores Michaels
Arthur O'Connell
Jeanette Nolan

Who doesn't like an old-fashioned, warm-
hearted love story? Here it is. Pat Boone ran

around with a bad crowd in Chicago. He was
arrested for being a passenger in a stolen car.

Put on parole, he's sent to his uncle's farm.

His aunt (Jeanette Nolan) welcomes him; his

uncle (Arthur O'Connell) is not so cordial.

Ever since his son was killed in the war he's

been withdrawn, and the farm has nearly

gone to seed. The neighboring farm is much
better off; it's thriving. It's also the home of

sisters Shirley Jones and Dolores Michaels.

Shirley drives a sulky better than anyone

;

Dolores does likewise with a red convertible.

The problem is: Pat's driver's license has been

revoked and he knows absolutely nothing

about horses. Needless to say both situa-

tions are righted. He tames a fierce stallion

on his uncle's farm, and he wins a sulky race.

But before that he's involved in an auto

accident which threatens to lose him his parole.

Go see April Love—CinemaScope, 20th-Fox.

APRIL LOVE

OLD YELLER

a dog's life

Dorothy McGuire
Fess Parker

Jeff York
Tommy Kirk

Kevin Corcoran
If you love dogs you'll love Old Yeller.

Even if you hate dogs, you'll love them after

you see this picture. Texas in the 1860's didn't

have as many oil wells as it had frontier

families and donkeys and pigs and cows and

corn. One morning papa (Fess Parker) goes

off on a cattle drive to Kansas, leaving his

homestead in the charge of his adolescent son

Tommy Kirk. Tommy has to protect his

mother, Dorothy McGuire, and his frisky kid

brother, Kevin Corcoran, as well as hunt deer

and tend the corn patch. This big old yellow

stray dog starts hanging around. He's use-

ful—saves Kevin from the wrath of a mother

bear, saves Tommy from being mauled by wild

hogs and finally saves himself from a life

without love. Then dread hydrophobia spreads

across the land—first it drives you mad, then

it kills you—and a crazed wolf attacks the

family. Old Yeller leaps to fhe rescue—and

to his doom. A very nice tribute to man's

best friend.

—

Technicolor, Walt Disney.

OLD YELLER



LAFAYETTE ESCADRILLE

ihe Foreign Legion

Tab Hunter
Etchika Choureau

Marcel Dalio
David Janssen

Bill Wellman. Jr.

Tab Hunter is a headstrong boy whose only

solution is to leave his home in New England

and join the French Foreign Legion. At this

time, the French are fighting Germany in

World War I. and it's a wonder that the

Germans didn't win, considering the flying

equipment at Tab's disposal. But even before

he can get up in the air he knocks down a

irill ir.j-.r.:::.- i~d if he'.i ::ur:-— irtii'.

He deserts and flees to Paris where Etchika

Choureau waits for him. She is a girl of shady

reputation but he loves her. even wants to

marry her. This is difficult since he's afraid

to be seen in the street- To while away the

time he teaches her English and she teaches

him French. When life gets unbearable. Tab
takes a job bringing customers to a house of

ill-repute. The TLS. enters the war and he

finally persuades an American General to

help him. By the time Tab leaves Paris, he's

a flying hero, a husband and a pretty good

man with the parlez-vous.

—

Waexeks.

STOPOVER, TOKYO

cloak and dagger thriller

Robert Wagner
Joan Collins

Edmond O'Brien
Ken Scott

Larry Keating

Something terrible's going to happen in

Tokyo. Somebody is going to be assassinated.

Probably the U. S. High Commissioner (Larry

Keating) ;
probably when he lights the torch

of international brotherhood at a dedication

ceremony—because little does he know that

heU be lighting a grenade instead. If anyone

can save him it will be Robert Wagner mas-

querading as a draftsman; he's a Fed. Mean-
while there is much to delight the eye—Joan

Collins for one. who works at the desk of

an airline terminal. Wagner is apparently

on his way to Korea, but is delayed in Tokyo.

You get the feeling that spies are everywhere,

and they are. One day Wagner meets a

Japanese man on a golf course, switches bap
with him Next day the Japanese man is mur-

dered. Wagner and Joan practically adopt

his adorable eight-year-old daughter. One

night Wagner sees Joan with another young

American (Ken Scott) and pretends not to

recognize him Ken is a Fed. too. but he

seems to be in the wrong country. Wherever

Wagner goes. Edmond O'Brien is not far be-

hind

—

this includes Turkish baths. O'Brien

supposedly owns a coal and iron company,

but don't let that fool you. There's a lot of

suspense, a lot of beautiful scenery and

plenty of that cloak and dagger routine.

—

Cr>m£A5cc?z. ;."tk-F:x

FLOOD TIDE

a new xtcist on murder

George Nader
Cornell Borchers

Michael Ray
Judson Pratt

Joanne Moore
Murder takes place on a beach and a man

who is prepared to shout his innocence to the

end is tossed into the death house. That would

be that if it weren't for George Nader, who
returns from one of his jaunts—he's a rich

engineer—to help free this man who was con-

victed on the testimony of ten-year-old Michel

Ray. Michel is a cripple due to a spinal injury

he got in an auto accident, and Michel is as

nutty as a fruitcake. No. that's being too hard

on Michel. The truth is, he is insanely jealous

of anv man who so much as looks at his

widowed mother, Cornell Borchers. Cornell

is very easy to look at. When she lived next

door to George's beachhouse he looked at his

bachelor status, looked at Cornell and prompt-
ly decided to switch his status. But Michel

would have none of that and succeeded in

breaking up the romance. Naturally, every-

thing that Michel does is not Michel's fault;

it's Cornell's fault because she's over-protec-

tive and indulgent. Nader finally wins Michel's

confidence, which certainly is a triumph. YouH
learn a little about psychology in this one.

—

CixemaScope, U-I.

RECOMMENDED FILMS NOW PLAYING

SAYONARA

.
•

••

nicer Ricarc

Technicolor, Warners) : Jet Ace Mar-
ercomes his intermarriage prejudices

ow strong the love is between pal Red
is Japanese bride. Marlon's erstwhile

i Owens, becomes enchanted by Kabuki
Montalban, and Marlon with the love-

[iiko Taka. But society and the Air
ire their liberal views. Exotically beau-

MY MAN GODFREY (CinemaScope, T_"-I): Young
and wealthy June Allyson picks up English butler

David Xiven in a scavenger hunt and decides she

wants to marry him. Her scatter-brained mother, Jes-

sie Royce Landis. and femme fatale older sister, Mar-
tha Hyer. have their own designs for him.

PAL JOEY (Technicolor, Columbia) : Frank Sinatra

as the heel all women adore—rich widow Rita Hay-
worth and small-town-type singer Kim Xovak, for

instance. Showgirl Barbara Nichols is about the only

one who can see through him. Gay. extravagant music

S risers ini Hart.

KISS THEM FOR ME ( CinemaScope, 20th-Fox)

:

Jayne Mansfield's boyfriend once told her—out of

gratitude to all his buddies
—"Kiss them for me."

Cary Grant and Leif Ericson are among the many,
many who get kissed. The beautiful high-fashion

model Suzy Parker is in this romp too, which all

takes place in the presidential suite of a swanky hotel.

* LAFAYETTE ESCADRILLE * STOPOVER, TOKYO
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CLEARASIL PERSONALITY of the MONTH
LYN BEHRENS, Freshman, Bradford Junior College, Bradford, Mass.

Read what Lyn did: "Skin blemishes often embarrassed me and took a lot of

fun out of the activities I enjoyed. Nothing seemed to help until I found
Clearasil. Clearasil really worked for

me. I'm happy to say my skin problem
is a thing of the past."

Academy Hall, Bradford, Mass.

10

Millions of young people have proved . . .

SCIENTIFIC CLEARASIL MEDICATION

'STARVES' PIMPLES

Skin-Colored . . . hides pimples while it works!

clearasil can help you, too, gain clear skin

and a more appealing personality. Now you

can get clearasil as a smooth Lotion in handy
squeeze bottle, as well as in the famous Tube.

Why Clearasil Works Fast: clearasil's 'kera-

tolytic' action penetrates pimples. Antiseptic

action stops growth of bacteria that can cause

pimples. And clearasil 'starves' pimples,

helps remove excess oil that 'feeds' pimples.

Proved by Skin Specialists! In tests on
over 300 patients, 9 out of 10 cases

were cleared up or definitely improved
while using clearasil (Lotion or Tube)

.

Long-lasting Lotion only $1.25

(no fed. tax) or Tube,

69£ and 980. Money- ^^^S^r-
back guarantee. At
all drug counters.

You, too, may have had skin

problems and found Clearasil

helped end them. When you think of

the wonderful relief that effective

treatment can bring, you may want

to help others. You can, by writing

us a letter about your experience

with Clearasil. Attach a recent

photograph of yourself (a good

close-up snapshot will do). You may
be the next CLEARASIL PERSONALITY

of the MONTH. Write: Clearasil,

Dept. N, 180 Mamaroneck Ave.,

White Plains, N. Y.

SPECIAL OFFER: For 2 weeks' supply
of clearasil send name, address
and 15f to Box 260-AC (for Tube) or

Box260-AD(forLotion),Eastco,Inc.,
New York 46, N. Y. Expires 2/28/58.

Largest-Selling Pimple Medication

In America (Including Canada)

Privacy has its points

—

but so does Recognition!

When you're a movie star, you get used

to never having any privacy. But you don't

always like it. Anne Baxter didn't like it.

But then something happened to change

her mind . . .

It was while Anne and the cast of Chase

A Crooked Shadow were staying at an

elegant hotel in Spain during the filming.

The staff took pride in knowing the names
of all the visiting Americanos from Holly-

wood. And it was Good morning, Miss

Baxter, from the elevator boy; Beautiful

day, Miss Baxter, from the doorman ; Trust

you enjoyed dinner, Miss Baxter, from

the headwaiter—from morning to night.

It was just like when strangers on the

street turn around to stare and taxi drivers

know you even in the disguise of kerchief

and dark glasses—sometimes she felt she

couldn't call her soul her own. And as

Anne said, "I have no wish to be successful

as a personality, only as an actress."

Anne insists she is 'a simple person with

simple tastes,' and she liked to get away
from the formality of the hotel. Every

evening she took a walk by herself, under

the stars, enjoying the beautiful Spanish

countryside. It was so peaceful, and it

relaxed her for tomorrow's long workday

One night, she walked longer and farther

than usual. As she strolled slowly, drink

ing in the splendor, she began to realize

that splendor wasn't all she was drinking

in—it had begun to rain! In a moment the

rain turned into a downpour. There was

no shelter of any kind, not a house, not

tree close enough to do any good.

She finally squished her sorry way bac

to the hotel, completely bedraggled, an

looked forward to a hot bath and a ho

drink.

And when she saw the doorman, sh

expected all kinds of sympathy from him

But instead, he gestured violently: Ge

away from here! You cannot come in!

He didn't know who she was!

And there was nothing she could do.

—Not until Richard Todd came out and

identified her.

Now, when Anne Baxter sometimes

wishes she could enjoy a more private life,

like ordinary people, she remembers tha

one time when she wasn't recognized-

and makes no complaint!

Watch for Anne in Warners' Chase
Crooked Shadow.
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-fc A ball for sweet charity . . . and a party for me

* Three 'perfect' marriages come to an end . . ,

Marilyn Monroe stops by to chat with me... 11



ABOVE We had an extra-special orchestra to entertain us at
the WAIF benefit affair—Tennessee Ernie Ford, Jackie Coop-
er, Peter Graves, Fred MacMurray. And the music was good!

LEFT An infected eye almost kept Joanna Moore from coming
to the ball. But we should have known this jolly little Miss
would make it! Her snazzy eye-patch intrigued us all—and
especially her escort for the evening, handsome Bob Neal.

TWO WONDERFUL PARTIES
Sometimes these big charity balls can be

the most uncharitable bores. But I can truth-

fully say I can't remember having more fun

ihan at the WAIF Ball at which close to

3100,000 was raised for Jane Russell's
beloved project—finding good American
homes for refugee children.

From the moment we walked into the

Grande Ballroom of the Beverly Hilton
Hotel the feeling of a good time seemed to

fill the air. Jane, looking like a dream walk-

ing in a bright red satin Don Loper gown, had
no more than greeted us and we had found

our table, than Tennessee Ernie Ford came
up to my escort, Jimmy McHugh, and said

they were assembling an international band
on the spur of the moment and for him to

come and play the piano.

Sure enough, in a private room near the

party—and all dressed up to the teeth be-

cause they thought they were just to be guests

—were Fred MacMurray, saxophone in

hand; Gene Nelson, with bongo drums in

front of him; Mickey Rooney, about half

the size of the bass viol he was thumping;

12 George Gobel, guitar slung over his

shoulder; Jackie Cooper at the drums;

Jerry Colonna rolling his eyes back of a
trombone; Peter Graves, clarinet—and
when Jimmy sat down to the piano, Tennessee

Ernie waved the baton and this orchestra

lined up in about ten minutes was off to the

hottest rehearsal!

When they later came on to play for the

party, the place went crazy—that's how good
they were. No one wanted them to stop, ex-

cept their wives, who wanted to dance.

Perle Mesta, the hostess with the mostest,

who had flown out from Washington to be

co-hostess with Jane, said she'd seldom seen

such a fun party.

As for the rest of the show, it was just

tops. Lauritz Melchior sang, followed by
Carol Charming, Ethel Waters and
Art Baker.
Among those having the time of their lives

were the Gary Coopers—Rocky in a bright

green dress; the Gabor girls, Rhonda
Fleming, Greta Thyssen and many more

—including newcomer Joanna Moore.
This Miss stole considerable publicity. She

had an injured eye before the party and

rather than stay home and miss the fun, she

had the U-I make-up department make her a
}

black velvet patch on which was painted in

seguins—a very cute wink!

I HAD SO LITTLE TIME in the big

town—yes, since my last column here, I

slipped off for a short trip to New York to see

the new shows and some old friends—that,

my good friends Jimmy McHugh and Ed
Wynn, guiding light of the famed Harwyn
Club, decided to give a big party in my honor
and invite all my pals! What a gay and
warm affair it turned out to be! If another

guest had shown up I think the Harwyn Club
would have burst at the seams.

Of course, Rosalind Russell, who is the

darling of New York in Aunfie Mame, at-,

tracted much attention when she arrived

dressed in the height of fashion—as alwaysj;

And redheaded Greer Garson, who was
soon to replace Roz in that stage play, was

. holding court too. While we are on the sub-

ject of the well-dressed, Patti Page looked-

like she had just stepped out of Harper's,)

Bazaar. The sleek-looking blonde singer is



GOOD NEWS

It's the party season

and the days are filled

with news of love . . .

and marriage . . .

and a few broken

dreams . . .

One of the big highlights of my New York visit was seeing Kirk Douglas
and his pretty wife, and Gloria Swanson—at a party thrown just for me

!

Patti Page came to the party too, and held hands with her handsome
husband, dance director Charles O'Curran. She's so wonderful on TV!

certainly one of the best-dressed women in

tv, and when I told her that—Patti said her

husband Charlie O'Curran deserved a lot of

credit for her good taste.

I had interviewed Kirk Douglas the day
before for my newspaper and I knew how
glad he and Anne were to be back in the USA
after eight long months of picture making in

the most horrible weather in Europe. He was
beaming from ear to ear as he, too, greeted

old friends at my party.

It would take up the rest o* this department

to list everyone who came to make this event

so happy for me—but among the dear friends

I saw were Anna Maria Alberghetti,
I Polly Bergen, Ethel Merman, Fer-

I

nando Lamas and Arlene Dahl—they are

I
so happy about the expected baby, Benay

' Venuta, Irene Dunne—such a credit to

I
Hollywood as President Eisenhower's ap-

I
pointed delegate to the U.N., George Dela-

|

corte, publisher of Modern Screen and editor

J
David Myers and his pretty wife Astrid, Elsa

Maxwell—and oh, well, I give up. All in all,

it was a party I shall not soon forget.

And sitting together were those two sensations from Sayonara, Red Buttons and Miiko Taka.
That's pretty Mrs. Red Buttons sitting with them at the Harwyn, where the party was held.
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I NOMINATE
FOR STARDOM . . . DIANE VARSI

. . . the nineteen-year-old girl who had
never set foot before a movie camera until

she tested to play Lana Turner's daughter
in Peyfon Place—and is now on her way to

stardom in a performance already touted for

a Best Supporting Actress Oscar.

Here is no rock 'n' roll teenager. In her

private life she has had enough emotional

experience for a woman of thirty-five or

older. Married at sixteen, she has a baby boy,

Shawn, born in 1956, soon after the marriage

was annulled. Later that same year, she

married independent movie producer James
Dickson, but this marriage too has just gone
on the rocks.

Certainly there is nothing in Diane's ap-

pearance that marks her as a femme fatale

to have so much experience so early in life.

She's five-feet-seven inches, 120 pounds, has
ash-blonde hair and blue eyes—and looks

exactly like what she is: a school girl with

a movie crush. Far from being an outstand-

ing beauty, her chief claim to attention is

an alertness and aliveness to her expression.

A native of San Francisco—her father is

a florist there and her parents are divorced

—Diane exhibited dramatic talent as far back

as when she was a grade school student

at St. Mary's Grade School, and later when
she attended San Mateo High School, Junior

College and Jeff Corey's Drama School.

Through the efforts of Jeff Corey, Diane

appeared in her first and only stage play, the

production of Gigi in Los Angeles. Now and
then she got a modeling job, but she was
just one among the army of hopeful wishers

until she was taken to Mark Robson at 20th

for an interview for Peyfon Place.

He says, "This girl was born knowing how
to act—she's that rare thing, a natural."

20th Century-Fox believes so, too. She now
has a long term contract, and her new pic-

ture is with Don Murray.
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MARLON'S HAPPY AT LAST . .

.

14

What a difference love and marriage and

the joy of an expected baby have made
in the personality of Marlon Brando.
He is a really happy man—for just about

the first time in Hollywood, perhaps in his

entire life.

He is very deeply in love with Anna
Kashfi.
A good friend of mine who knows them,

and is one of the few guests invited to their

home, tells me that "Marlon is content to

just sit and look at Anna.
"His love is fiercely protective, perhaps be-

cause she has had much serious illness in her

life.

"He told me, after the news was out that

he and Anna would have a baby in July,

The only thing in life that matters—is lov-

ing and being loved.' It's about time the boy

was happy, at last."



For Esther Williams and her

little boy—and the other

two children—the future is a

life without Ben, without
Daddy. But things have not
been going well with
Esther and Ben for a long,

long time. . . .

A blaze of scandal surrounded
Ingrid's marriage seven years

ago—and a blaze of scandal
heralded the end of her life with

Roberto Rossellini. But in

my opinion, their separation

had little to do with Sonali . . .

For too many months, Rock and his Phyllis were separated—his work kept them apart; her illness kept them
apart. But it takes more than a few months of separation—
and a wife's little extravagances—to break a marriage
apart at the seams. And only Rock and Phyllis know the real tragedy

THE DREAMS COME TO AN END . .

.

If you ask me, the thing that broke up
Ingrid Bergman and the man she gave
up everything for, Roberto Rossellini, is his

sheer unadulterated, unbearable jealousy that

she is again a successful actress winning the

plaudits of the world for her talents! He
couldn't take it.

Arrogant and blustering, convinced in his

own mind at least that he is one of the few
genius directors of all time, he seemed a good
enough husband to Ingrid during those few

|

years in Italy when both their careers were
I on the skids. He directed her in two pictures,

j

both flops—and privately blamed her for the

! failures.

Even before she left him, Ingrid had said in

I despair, "He is so hard to work for, with no
sympathy for anything short of perfection."

So when their waning finances made it

imperative for Ingrid to seek work with other

directors—those who were making pictures;

Rossellini wasn't—and she won the Academy
Award for finest performance in Anasrasia,

it was more than he could take.

Like many men who are hurt in the ego,
1 Rossellini soon found another woman to adore
I him and build up his self esteem, an East

I
Indian beauty, married and the mother of

|

children, named Sonali Das Gupta. Their

I

romance was conducted so openly that it was
soon a major scandal in India, and the talk

I about them spread to Europe and Paris where

|

Ingrid was appearing on the stage in Tea
' and Sympathy.

As humiliated and hurt as she must have
been, Ingrid tried to keep her chin and her

courage high, denying any trouble with her

Italian husband.
But the bitter show-down had to come—and

the ill-fated saga of Ingrid Bergman and
Roberto Rossellini came to an end on a rainy

day in Rome when they both appeared in

court and signed a separation paper. That's

as close as they could come to a divorce in

Italy.

And so ends a great mistaken love story

in the life of a great star. There's more about

Ingrid on Page 44.

By the time Esther Williams and Ben
Gage admitted their eleven-year marriage
was at an end late in November, I'd arrived

at the point of thinking What next? in the line

of movie news this year.

1957 will go down as a time of startlingly

big news out of Hollywood. It's a case not of

what has happened—but what hasn't hap-

pened!!—as you well know if you read my
review of the year in Modern Screen's Holly-
wood Yearbook.
Speaking of Esther and Ben, I can't hon-

estly label their parting a surprise. I have
reason to know that things have not been
going well with them for three years, ever

since Ben started taking an active manage-
ment in Esther's career. He was the impre-

sario of her Aquacade in London and pro-

ducer of one of her tv shows.

When she stayed in Europe long after she

had completed her movie with Jeff Chandler

—

Raw Wind In Eden was shot on location in

Rome—and Ben stayed here in their Brent-

wood home, I suspected something was amiss.

After five months, when she finally arrived in

New York and was met by Ben, I called her

long distance and told her I heard her mar-
riage was shaky. She said it wasn't true,

that Ben was right there with her—but she

didn't say it with a great deal of conviction.

I'll say for Esther, I think she tried very
hard to hold her marriage together because of

the children, Susan 4, Kimmie 7, and Benjy 8.

She is very much a family-type girl and she

loves her home and children. She and Ben
are in many business projects together outside

of pictures.

But once again, as it so often happens, it

is very hard to keep a marriage together in

this town when the woman's career is so far

out in front of the man's. Page 38 carries a

more complete story about this unhappy
woman.
Only Rock Hudson and Phyllis know

what really broke up their marriage. But I

can tell you one thing which did not bring on
the rift, although it is being loudly circulated.

It isn't true that Rock felt Phyllis was far

too extravagant. You heard on every side

that when Rock returned from five months of

making A Farewell To Arms in Italy he
was shocked that Phyllis had taken a long

lease on an expensive home in Malibu, in

addition to the new home they had bought in

Beverly Hills, and had spent a small fortune

furnishing the beach place. This is one of the

things you heard about the Hudsons.

To the contrary. Rock has always been
more than generous with his wife. The same
saleslady who waits on me in a swank Be- 15
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verly Hills store frequently served Rock when
he was buying gifts for Phyllis.

The saleslady told me, "Sometimes Mr.

Hudson would buy four or five complete out-

fits for his wife. Last Christmas, he bought

her a beautiful evening gown complete even

to the white mink shrug to wear with it. He
also bought several sports outfits, including

matching Cashmere coats. Mrs. Hudson, her-

self, told me he was far too extravagant with

her."

Rock also bought beautiful jewelry for

Phyllis. There isn't a pinch-penny bone in

his body.

Nor do I believe that her long illness with

hepatitis, which prevented her from joining

him in Europe, is the cause of their trouble.

If you ask me, Rock is fundamentally a lone

wolf, a man who goes best alone. He is

completely absorbed in his work. Right now
he is tired to the point of exhaustion after

two strenuous location trips, Twilight For The

Gods in Honolulu, and A Farewell To Aims.

Recently he and Phyllis had dinner together

and seemed to enjoy their date on the town

—

but most of their close friends do not expect

a reconciliation, even after Rock has had a

chance to rest. You can read more of the

details of this unhappy story on Page 36.

RITA HAYWORTH'S
IN LOVE AGAIN!

"I'm very much in love with Jim Hill, and
of course I'm going to marry him," Rita
Hayworth told me cheerfully over the

'phone when I called to check that she and
Jim, who's a partner with Burt Lancaster in

Hecht-Hill-Lancaster, were marrying over

the holidays.

If ever there was a girl who believed that

Love And Marriage go together, as the song

has it, it's my friend Rita. When she falls

she falls and she always marries the guy.

Hill will be Number 5 in her life—but she

is just as excitedly and ardently in love with

him as though he were Number 1.

I've known red-headed Rita through all her

marriages and I would class them as follows:

Ed Judson—bossed her and kept her under

his thumb as long as he could.

Orson Welles—dazzled her with his intel-

ligence and fathered her daughter Rebecca.

Prince Aly Khan—the most exciting and
romantic of Rita's husbands. It was glorious

while it lasted. But she couldn't take his

custom of paying attention to other beauties

while married to her. The father of adorable

Princess Yasmin.

Dick Haymes, the singer—the most dreary

and unhappy of her marriages. Every kind

of trouble beset them, including financial.

Now for Jim Hill—he's never been married

although he is most popular with the ladies.

He's taught Rita to play golf and take long

drives in his sporty car. They go to movies,

not premieres, and hold hands. They window
shop along fashionable Wilshire Boulevard

in Beverly Hills. They'll have dinner at four

o'clock in the afternoon or two o'clock in

the morning, whenever the mood moves them.

Jim's successful and he's a good guy. Maybe
16 he'll be Rita's happiest.

.0*

FOR THE
MAN

WHO HAS
EVERYTHING

Jayne Mansfield, Christmas shopping
for boy-friend Mickey Hargitay—and
ablaze with that huge diamond Mickey gave

\

her—pulled the funniest line of the holiday

season.

"I'm looking for something for 'The Man
Who Has Everything—ME," " quipped the ir-

repressible Jaynie.

V

Rita Hayworth, who has married and shed jour husbands, is holding hands these days wity
producer Jim Hill—and I'd say he'll be her fifth husband. But perhaps, this

time, Rita has found the right man for her—and Jim will be her last kusband as well.

She's gone through a lot of heart-break, this girl; she deserves a little happiness. . . .



MARILYN DROPPED BY TO VISIT ME
It was raining cats and dogs the day

Marilyn Monroe came to see me in New
York.

I'd like to say right here, there is one

particular thing I've always noticed about my
I friendship with Marilyn. We may not see

one another tor a long, long time. Yet each
time we meet it's as though there had been
no interruption in our intimacy.

Because I knew she had been so ill at the

time she lost the baby she and Arthur Miller

wanted so much, I was really surprised at

how pretty and glowingly healthy she looked.

She was wearing a wool print of various

shades of green under a full-length mink

|

coat and, despite the pouring rain, no hat

; covered her blonde hair.

|

When I enthused on how wonderful she

I
looked, Marilyn laughed, "Well, I'm a coun-

try girl now. Lots of sleep and fresh air at

our home in Connecticut—if you can imagine

me an early-to-bed girl! Remember how I

used to love to stay up till all hours and sleep

late—when I wasn't working, of course?"

That, I could. Marilyn didn't go to many Holly-

wood parties.

But when she did—she was certainly the

last to leave.

"Arthur and I live such a simple life in the

country," she went on happily. "We have
had his two children with us through most

of the summer, plus the fact that he is work-

ing hard on a new play.

"There's very little time, really, to get even
as far as New York."

She told me she had ventured in on this

very wet day because she had an appoint-

ment with her doctor—yes, she's still under

his care. Besides, she had to shop for some
furniture for the new apartment they have
leased for the winter season. "Also, the big

thing was I wanted to see you," she said very

sweetly. 'You are my good friend."

Do you wonder I am so fond of this girl?

We talked of many things and many peo-

ple—some sad, some happy in Marilyn's life.

She said, "I want you to know that I have
never known such happiness as I have with
Arthur. My life is so rich and contented I

can hardly believe it has happened to me."
"Don't let it become so contented that

you'll stay in Connecticut and forget all about
your work," I laughingly warned. "We can't

spare you."

"Oh, I have been keeping busy studying at

the Actor's Studio," she answered quickly,

"and of course you know I return to Holly-

wood to start The Blue Angel, a new musical
version of Marlene Dietrich's picture, as soon

as the script is ready. Arthur wants me to

have my career."

She also told me she is makin.j some
recordings for RCA.

"But most of all," my girl friend said, "we
hope for children." And I second that wish
for you, Marilyn. You are a wonderful girl.

IS NATALIE BURNING! . . . and I mean burning at Joan Collins!
Natalie thinks Joan insulted her in front of

30,000,000 people—or whatever number was
tuned in on a recent Ed Sullivan tv show
when loan and Bob Wagner—Nat's heart

—were appearing to plug their Stopover
Tokyo movie. It happened this way:
Ed Sullivan (to Bob Wagner): "I hear that

you and Natalie Wood will soon be married."

Bob: "That's right— I hope."

Ed: "Well, I want to wish you both much
happiness and good luck."

Joan Collins: "And I want to wish you
good luck, too, Bob. You'll need it!"

That did it! The show wasn't even off the

air before Natalie was calling from the coast

to ask Bob what in the world that girl had
meant? It was the most malicious, etc., etc.,

etc., thing she had ever heard—and on and
on.

Later, Joan—seemingly surprised over the

hubbub—made a half-hearted stab at ex-

plaining that she just meant that anybody
who gets married needs a fair share of luck

and that nothing personal was meant about
Natalie and Bob.

But the fat was in the fire—to coin a
phrase—and no one listened much to Joan.

Particularly Natalie. \J
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Remember Errol Flynn when he

swashbuckled across the screen

in the old days? Well, it's a

new Errol that you'll be seeing

soon! Incidentally—these days

Errol's date is . . . his lovely

ten-year-old daughter!

Lana was so nice to one of her

fans recently. And he wrote me
to tell me all about the special

interview she found time for . .

One of Piper Laurie's fans

writes in to tell me what he

thinks Piper shoidd do the

next time a producer offers

her a big, fat movie role . .

Lots of us were pretty sur-

prised when little Mitzi Gaynor
got that plum role in South

Pacific. But wait till you see

her in it—before you decide she

wasn't the right choice. She is!

18 And I know you'll all agree with me.

THE
LETTER BOX:

"I'm glad, Glad, GLAD Piper Laurie ii

having the last laugh on Hollywood. She'i

proving herself a great actress on TV anc

I hope she sticks hei tongue out when filn

producers who wasted her so woefully come
running," snaps Ginger McDonnell, Dallas

Hold on, lady. Did you see Piper in Untii

They Sail? . . .

Evie Adams, Milwaukee, postcards: "Wil

you please send me a list of all movie ac

tresses who are older than their husbands.' 1

Are you kidding? . . .

"/ dare you to deny that Marlon Brandt
is (he greatest actor in the world alter Say
onara," writes Phoebe, of Riverside, Cali

fornia. "His greaf picture was sneak pre

viewed here and even people I know wh^
had not liked the 'uncouth' Brando brokt

down and agree he is the finest in the busi> 'j

ness." A great many fans like you believi

Marlon may win another Oscar, Phoebe. . .

An interesting letter from Daniel Caminc
Miraflores, Lima. Peru, S.A., who has ha<!l

the chance of meeting many movie personal

ities in Lima and thinks American fans migh

be interested in his reactions:

"First, Peru's most popular actor is Amen
can Rock Hudson.
"The star who personally was the nices

to me was Lana Turner, who granted mi

an interview at her hotel suite when I wroth

her a letter asking her to. She spoke to mti an

as though / were an old friend, even to mak
ing some jokes about herself.

"On the other hand, Joanne Gilbert
seemed to me to be conceited.

|

"Van Heflin's wife, Frances, is the nic

est movie wife I've met. Both of these peopl

are line representatives of Hollywood.

"Yul Brynner is, of course, a sheer joy'

Such a continental charmer, and he know
it. Who cares? And Jarma Lewis is tU

finest lady I have ever met." Thank yov|( 1

Daniel, for your colorful comments.

"I still say Iflitzi Gaynor isn't the rigfi,

star for South Pacific/' argues Mrs. Leo

Agillo, Brooklyn. Wait and see, wait and sec^

say I. Joey Vinnetti, also of Brooklyn, says h

nearly died laughing when he learned Erro
Flynn was back going strong in Hollywooc

"Who's kiddin' who about the movies wan
ing new faces?" cracks Pal Joey. But Errc

is doing an entirely different thing from hi 1

old swashbuckling roles. He's gone into cha:

acter portrayals in Too Much Too Soon an
The Sun Also Rises. . . .

'Tony Franciosa should win the Oscar tc

the best supporting actor for his wonderfi

portrayal in Hatful Of Rain," opines Mr:

Veronica Callighan, Baltimore. Don't worry

he'll be well up in the running. I'm sur f

Shelley Winters agrees with you. ... ^
Peggy Potter, Tucson, Arizona, writes:

hope Natalie Wood and Bob Wagner don

marry. Not yet. They are too young. If
,

is really love, it will last for many yean

I know what I'm talking about because

too, fell madly in Jove and married in m
teens. It was a big mistake." Every exper

ence is different, Peggy, my girl.

That's all for now. See you next month.

<7V
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OLORES MICHAELS

ried, "I'M ALL WET!"

Dolores was nervous. She tried to hide

r trembling while the hairdresser put the

ishing touches to the glamorous coiffure

leated for her first screen test.

She had just been discovered at the

rectors' Workshop by 20th Centtjry-

)X. Sure, she had toured with Brigadoon,

d been on television, and even modeled

but a screen test, that was the most

portant step in her career so far!

^And, to put it mildly, she was nervous!
r 'The make-up man tried to distract her

explaining how he was highlighting her

i-blonde hair and putting sparkle into

r blue eyes. The wardrobe girl kept

,ling her how well she wore her clothes,

[1 the hairdresser was so proud of her

i?cial styling.

But was Dolores listening? No, all she

Id think of was would she fluff her

es and could she understand the director.

had heard that he was French. Sup-

e she couldn't understand what he said?

^hen suddenly there was no more time

supposing. She was ready.

'You look lovely," the hairdresser said.

ahead, now, we're all rooting for you."

>he looked at herself in the mirror. She

look sort of pretty, she decided. Well,

imfj felt more confident now. And Dolores

Is determined to succeed. She walked on-
31

\
jthe set, poised and smiling.

he waited to hear Lights! Action! Let

roll!

Suddenly a prop man ran up to her with

iucket
of water—and soaked her from

d to toe! The special hairdo, the careful

ceup, the gown, all soaked!

she heard the director saying—a French
yem lent, all right, but this was very clear

—

I pis scene calls for realism, Miss Mich-
II

I; you're playing a wet angry woman!"
Lights ! Camera ! Action !

"

yo« I

deili

Mi i|

tioiti

sw

expel

Dolores is appearing in Time Limit, a

ith Production, United Artists release,

o in April Love and Fraulein for 20th

yury-Fox.

THE EXCITING 3 OF
"WRITTEN ON THE WIND"

in the story they

said would
never be

filmed!

rockHUDSON

ROBERTSTACK

DOROTHYMALONE
mint 1

JACKCARSON

co-starring ROBERT MIDDLETON* ROBERT J. WILKE

Directed by DOUGLAS SIRK • Screenplay by GEORGE ZUCKERMAN • Produced by ALBERT ZUGSMITH

A UNIVERSAL-INTERNATIONAL PICTURE 19



On clothesline, Curity Pin Check diaper

DIAPERS
DRY FASTER

Indoors or out

WASH EASIER
Stains disappear like magic

MORE ABSORBENT
Thirsty surgical weave works wonders

LONGER WEAR
Last entire diaper period — and more

Curity diapers are softer and smoother, even
after countless launderings, when washed in

quality products like Ivory Snow or Ivory

Flakes. Don't forget Curity dress up diapers

and double duty night diapers, too. At lead-

ing stores and diaper services, ^jgjjjs..

™-KEXDALL eoi«w»v
Kendall Mills Division, Wolpole, Mass., Dept. C28

Enclosed is (indicate choice):

50c for Curity PIN CHECK Diaper
25c for full size Curity Regular Diaper
75c for both

Name —.—
; __

City- -State-
Good in Continental United States and Hawaii

MANSFIELD
-NO "PLAIN

JAYNE"

If you want to meet Jayne Mansfield, it's a standard joke in Hollywood that you need
only attend the next opening of a super market, movie theater, restaurant or shoeshine
stand. There you will find Jayne in her glory—being photographed by a barrage of
cameramen and answering questions just as fast as they are fired at her.
For instance:

Q—What's your real name?
A—Jayne Palmer. Legal name is Vera Jayne Mansfield.
Q—When and where were you born?
A—April 19th, in Bryn Mawr, Pa.
Q—Where did you go to school?
A

—

University Park Grammar School. Highland Park High School in Dallas,
Texas. Also Southern Methodist University in Dallas, the University of Texas in
Austin, and the University of California at Los Angeles.
Q—Children?
A—One daughter, Jaynie Marie, born November 8, 1950.
Q—How about a self description?

A—Blonde hair, hazel eyes, S'S 1̂ " tall, 115 pounds, and 40-18
;
35.

Q—What are your hobbies?
A—Playing with my pets, swimming, horseback riding, playing tennis, working out

with weights and studying Shakespeare.
Q—Favorite all-time movies?
A

—

Gone With The Wind and A Streetcar Named Desire.

Q—Favorite foods

A—Well-done steaks, combination salad, fresh vegetables and fruit.

Q—Favorite flowers?

A—Gardenias and roses.

Q—Favorite colors?

A—Pink, aqua and white.

Q—Have you ever considered any other career besides acting?

A—Yes, prima ballerina, but I've wanted to be a movie star since earliest childhood.
Q—Do you like signing autographs?
A—Yes, very much.
Q—Posing for pictures?

A—Even more so!

Q—Any amusing or interesting incident with a fan you would like to share with the

readers of Modern Screen?
A—I signed my first autograph nearly three years ago when I was shooting Female

Jungle down on Olvera Street in Los Angeles. The streets were filled with policemen
holding back youngsters from infant age to nearly twenty years of age. Around three

o'clock in the morning a little seven-year-old boy named Richard Mendoza came up to

me and said, "You're really Jayne Mansfield, aren't you? Please give me your autograph.

I've waited all night to get a look at you. Please sign this for me." And he took out a

picture of me from a pin-up magazine. I was just a starlet then and didn't think anyone

had even heard of me. Tears came to my eyes, because this was my first recognition.

Q—What kind of a house do you live in?

A—A modern five-room home, built on three levels, in the Benedict Canyon section of

Beverly Hills. The house is made of redwood and glass, and has a red brick patio in the

backyard with a barbecue pit. On the patio is a pink and blue pool. A fifty-foot dog

pen is immediately above the pool. Nearly everything in my house is pink. I bathe in

pink champagne and use my old pink coats as my bathrobes. I sleep between black silk

sheets and have a pink mirrored headboard above my bed.

Q—Do you have a fan club?

A—Yes, the President is Susan Sturies, Spirit Lake, Iowa. Anyone interested in join-

ing may write to her for complete information.

Q—Where may the readers write to you?
A—In care of 20th Century-Fox Studios, Beverly Hills, California. And my very

best wishes to all of them!

Jayne's appearing in Kiss Them For Me for 20th Century-Fox.



ANNOUNCING NEW

ro|l<)ii
LOTION DEODORANT
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$100 for you!
Fill in the form below as soon as you've read all the stories in this issue. Then mail it

to us right away because each of the following readers will get $10—the one who
sends us the first questionnaire we open; the 1 00th; the 200th; the 400th; the 600th;

the 800th; the 1 000th; the 1500th; the 2000th; the 3000th. Mail your ballot to:

MODERN SCREEN POLL, BOX 125. MURRAY HILL STATION. N.Y. 16. N.Y.

Please check the space left of the one phrase which best answers each question:

1. I LIKE BING CROSBY:
more than almost any star a lot

B fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I LIKE KATHY GRANT:
more than almost any star a lot

n fairly well n very little not at all

don't know ner well enough to say
I READ: Gall of their story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely f~l completely fairly well

[~l very little not at all

2. I LIKE TOMMY SANDS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't- know him well enough to say
I READ: Hall of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely n completely fairly well

very little not at all

3. I LIKE LIZ TAYLOR:
more than almost any star a lot

B fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
I READ: nail of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely n completely fairly well

very little not at all

4. I LIKE NATALIE WOOD:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
I LIKE BOB WAGNER:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: DalloftheirstorynpartDnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: Q super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

5. I LIKE TONY CURTIS:
more than almost any star a lot

D fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I LIKE JANET LEIGH:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
I READ: alloftheirstorynpartDnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely n completely fairly well

very little not at all

6. I LIKE ESTHER WILLIAMS:
more than almost any star a lot

PI fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
I READ: all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely n completely fairly well

very little not at all

7. I LIKE ROCK HUDSON:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

8. I LIKE RICKY NELSON:
very little not at all

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

9. I LIKE INGRID BERGMAN:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
I READ: all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely n completely fairly well

very little not at all

10. I LIKE GEORGE NADER:
niore than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

P don't know him well enough to say
READ: all of his story part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely n completely fairly well

very little not at all

11. I LIKE DEBBIE REYNOLDS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
I LIKE EDDIE FISHER:
more than almost any star Q a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
1 READ: alloftheirstoryripartnnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

12. I LIKE MARLON BRANDO:
rnore than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: nail of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely n completely fairly well

very little not at all

13. I LIKE SAL MINEO:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: Gall of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely n completely fairly well

very little not at all

14. The stars I most want to read about are:

(1) (l)
MALE

(2) (2)
MALE

(3) (3).

AGE

ADDRESS

.

NAME .

STREET

citW state"

Here are the poll prize winners for October: Cecil Batsford, Verdun, Quebec, Canada;
Mary Mannino, Cicero, Illinois; Judy Phelps, Minnerosa, Manitoba, Canada; Susan
Cook, Holley, New York; Judy Reed, Alderwood Manor, Washington; Carol McSherry,
Oakland, California; Mrs. Dale B. Mullins, Huntsville, Alabama; Hazel Hawkins, Seneca,
S. C.J Gail Gardiner, Winter Park, Florida; Mrs. Bill Granger, Jr., West Union, Iowa.

Now, with a touch, you roll your deodor-

ant on. Immediately, you're dry underarm;

all day long you're free from perspiration

worries. And always, delicately scented with

a lingering, romantic fragrance. Why not

treat yourself today— be lovelier tonight!

CREATED IN FRANCE BY BOURJOIS. MADE IN U.S.A. 21



For the mother-to-be

51aauae
ALL ELASTICSTOCKINGS

by Bauer & Black

Guard against varicose veins

this fashion-right way

Pregnancy frequently increases
the possibility of swollen legs and
varicose veins. Don't take a
chance— see your doctor.
Chances are he'll recommend the
sheer, new 51 gauge elastic stock-
ings by Bauer & Black.

Sheer yet all-elastic

These are the only full-fashioned,

full-foot hose that employ the
famous Bauer & Black principle

of all-elastic support (with rubber
in every supporting thread).

You get the support part-elas-

tic stockings fail to give, and you
get the sheer look of regular
nylons, too. Ask for Bauer &
Black stockings at drug, depart-
ment, surgical stores.

BlackBauer &
Division of The Kendall Company

MAIL COUPON FOR COMPLETE INFORMATION

Bauer & Black, Dept. DM-2, 309 W. Jackson Blvd.,

Chicago 6, III.

Send free booklet on the complete wardrobe of

Bauer & Black all-elastic stockings for new leg beauty
and comfort (from $6.90 to $16.95).

Name

22

Address .

City _State_

HOME
WAS

NEVER
LIKE
THIS

When William Holden is in residence in his Beverly Hills home he simply takes it

for granted, as do most men, that the house will be clean and that he will find every-

thing, including his cuff links, exactly where they should be. It never occurs to him

to inquire as to how these miracles have been brought about. Therefore, when he found

himself having to share a bathroom with producer Carl Foreman when they were on

location for Stella, Bill bathed, shaved, brushed his teeth and went whistling off to

return to his room and dress.

A few minutes later, there was a loud and furious pounding on his door and he

opened it to confront an indignant Carl Foreman, towel draped over his arm, shaving

kit in hand, obviously en route to that same bathroom Holden had just left.

"Can't you find it?" Bill said helpfully. "Here, I'll show you where it is. Right downi

this hall and—

"

"Oh," interrupted Foreman bitterly, "I found it all right! Just ask me how I found

it—a ring around the tub, wet towels on the floor, water slopped all over
—

"

"Well, sure," said Bill, "but isn't there a maid—I mean, it is a hotel, there must"

—

Bill fumbled vaguely
—

"be someone—you know—someone who cleans up the rooms and

all."

But there wasn't anyone who cleaned up the bathroom except the once-a-day cleaning

that the chambermaid gave it at seven in the morning. Beyond that, everyone was on

his own. Bill was horribly embarrassed—and apologetic. He went downstairs and got

some cloths and and a bucket of water. The next thing anyone knew. Bill Holden was

once more whistling cheerfully, this time on his knees, as he scrubbed the tub until it

shone, scrubbed the floor, scrubbed everything in sight. Foreman finally called him

off, pleading, "We'll miss dinner if you don't stop and I still haven't bathed."

The next day, Foreman got to the bathroom first, and. mindful of Holden's example

he, too, slipped downstairs and came up with a bucket of water, cloths and a brush

and now it was Foreman's turn to scrub everything in sight. When Holden came in,

Carl was glowing with pride in his own handiwork.

"There," he announced, "now there's a bathroom that's really clean!" Holden glanced

around. "Why," he said, "look at that mirror above the wash bowl! All splattered

with soap. You ought to be ashamed of yourself. Here, give me that cloth
—

"

And the natives of Weymouth, England, will tell you that there isn't a bathroom in

town whose floor shines like that one, whose nickel trimmings glitter in the sunlight

as though they were made of silver, and whose mirror isn't smudged by so much as s

thumbprint. "Blimey," said the young chambermaid admiringly. "I never seen anything

like it, I didn't. I declare, I'll never get it that clean!"

Bill's in Columbia's The Bridge On The River Kwai, and soon will be in Paramount';-

Career. '
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SO WHO'S
A DUDE?

Jack Lemmon's knowledge of the Old West was pretty much limited to a verse or

I two of Bury Me Not on the Lone Prairie until he ran into a fellow named Glenn Ford

j

who turned out to be something of an authority on the subject and who gave Lemmon
a bit of advice.

"Go Western, young man," Ford is reliably reported to have said when he and the

|

young actor from Harvard met one day at the corner of Gower and Sunset in Hollywood,

j

There have been moments since when Lemmon has wished he had turned a deaf ear

I and continued toward the Naples Cafe and lunch.

|

To press the point, Ford handed Jack a script he happened to be carrying at the time.

The name on it was Cowboy.
Lemmon is a man who recognizes a good script when it's given him and a few days

later he and Ford were standing side by side on a dusty movie location somewhere near

Santa Fe, New Mexico, trying on Stetsons for size.

Lemmon chose a pearl-colored hat and looked at Ford for approval.

"Dude," said Ford.

"Like this," he said. He took the new hat, threw it in the dust, walked on it, tossed

it under an on-coming camera truck which rolled over it. Then he threw it in the air

and shot a couple of holes in it and held it under a water tap.

Now," he said as he handed it back to Lemmon, "after it dries out, it just possibly

may look a mite like a hat."

"Ride much?" he asked Jack, with a sort of gleam in his eye.

"Maybe I'm no Roy Rogers," Jack was a little defensive now—the memory of the new
hat was still sore. "But if I say so myself

—

"

"Do a fast mount?" inquired his new teacher.

Now the trick to a fast mount is to have the horse start before the rider gets on.

Not too tough, but it does take practice.

A couple of hours later, Jack was a bit dirty, more than a bit tired—but if the script

called for a quick get-away by horseback, he wouldn't have to ask for a stunt man.
Jack knew the score.

"Now about guns . .
."

Jack's hand went to his holster. He looked up to see Ford's gun leveled at him. "You,"
said Ford, "are dead. What's more you've been dead about sixty or seventy-five seconds."

Followed a lesson on the fine art of the fast draw.

"Only one thing left for you to learn," Glenn told his weary pupil, "and that you can
jpractice by yourself. You've got to learn to drawl a little, and give a level look. Like

this. Then you'll be ready to become an Honorary Marshal in the Honorary Marshals
»f the Golden West, Columbia Pictures Chapter."

Our call," he added, "is for five a.m. tomorrow and all you do is sit on the top rail

of the corral. What you learned today may not help you tomorrow—but it's a long

picture and these things may come in handy later. Okay?"
Lemmon gave him a level look and walked away.
"Hey," Ford yelled, "that walk—it's too Harvard."
Lemmon turned slowly, leveled another look, spat into the dust, gave a hitch to his

|2iun belt, and whistling I'm an Old Cowhand, walked on toward the sunset.

What do you make of that," Ford said aloud to himself. "The dude had the drop
t>n me."

He leveled a look at no one in particular, and Glenn Ford, the old cowhand, walked
oward the sunset, too.

The dinner tent was in that direction.

noun'
1 '

Jack's in Columbia's Operation Mad Ball; Glenn's scheduled for MGM's The
Sheepman and The Tunnel Of Love. And Jack and Glenn are together in Columbia's

Cowboy.

Stay SWEET!

Vinegar can't do

what "LYSOL" can!

Vinegar is tart. Sour.

Every housewife knows that.

How can it help you stay

sweet and nice inside when you

use it in your douche?

Use "Lysol" instead. "Lysol"

is just right for douching.

44Lysol" stops odor. It kills the

very germs that cause the odor

— kills them on contact.

Yet "Lysol" brand disinfect-

ant is mild. Can't hurt you. Use

it regularly

—

- you'll know you

can't offend!

Send for free book-

let on how to douche

as recommended by

doctors. (Mailed in a

plain envelope. ) Write

to "Lysol." Bloomfield,

N. J., Dept. MS2-58

BRAND DISINFECTANT
A Lehn & Fink Produce
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TOM TRYON —

HE HAD ONE YEAR

TO MAKE GOOD!

"Five minutes, Mr. Tryon," the page boy called, ducking his head into the dressing-

room which Tom shared with three other bit players.

"Five minutes," Tom repeated to himself, "and now it's too late to call. I'd never get

through in time."

And then he looked back into the mirror, applying his make-up, and thought of the

call he should have made, and wouldn't make, and how he'd let his folks down.

It had all begun just about a year ago. He was about to leave his home town.

Wethersfield. Connecticut, to track down fame and fortune on the New York stage. His

folks had wanted him to be a scientist or banker, something secure with a future, but

he had his heart set on being an actor. Finally he won out. He would go to New York;

he would try his luck, and if he didn't get a break within one year, he'd come back home,

settle down and forget about acting forever.

He still remembered the scene at the station when he parted from his folks. His Ma
had cried and couldn't seem to let him go. His Dad had taken him aside, pressed some

money into his hand, and said. "Remember, son. one year—if you don't get a part by

then, we'll expect you back. Good luck."

And in the months that had passed since, the long, hard discouraging months, they

hadn't once mentioned his promise to them. They had sent him cheery, chatty letters.

At Christmas he had talked to them for more than an hour on the phone. But not a

word about his career; not a word about his homecoming.

Of course they knew he was doing badly, but they never interfered. And the year

of trial, the year of pounding the pavements, hounding producers, trying everything

and anything to get a part—just one break—was coming to an end. and he had gotten

absolutely nowhere.

Then it had happened, two weeks ago. Out of the blue a television casting agent had

called him, said there was a part for him on a dramatic show. It wasn't big—maybe

twenty lines to speak—but it was a start. He had wired his folks, told them to be sure

to watch the show. And they had wired back that the whole town of Wethersfield would

be tuned in the night he was going to appear.

In the rehearsals that followed, his part began to shrink. The program was running

too long, cuts had to be made somewhere. And every time they had to lop off a minute

or two, it was Tom's actions that were eliminated, Tom's lines that were discarded. In

dress rehearsal they took his last line away. All that was left for him to do was walk

across a room for ten seconds—no words, no emotions, no "business."

Tom meant to call his parents to tell them not to bother to tune in. But he postponed

it and postponed it and now it was too late.

The show went on. Tom walked across the room, and then, out of camera range,

walked off the set and into his dressing room where he sat with his head in his hands

until the show was over. Then—"Call for you, Mr. Tryon." the page boy said.

Tom went into the hall and picked up the phone. He heard his Mother's excited

voice on the other end of the wire. "Tommy." she said. "Tommy, you were wonderful!"

He tried to interrupt her but she hurried on. words spilling out one after another:

"We're all so excited. The Reynolds and Mr. and Mrs. Williams are here—they

send their congratulations. And Betty says hello. And . . . and . . . Tommy, I love you."

Then another voice came on the phone, his Dad's voice. It was higher than he re-

membered and kind of choked up. "Son. I'm proud of you. That's all I have to say. I'm

proud of you." And then the operator cut in and there was a babble of good-byes and

Tom was suddenly alone, with only the dial tone breaking the silence.

He didn't know whether to laugh or cry. Congratulations from his family—for what?

For nothing. Then suddenly it hit him. "They didn't know it was nothing. They saw me

and that's all that mattered to them.

"But what would they do if I really got a big part? I guess there's only one thing to

do—get one and find out."

And he did . . .

Tom's latest is The Unholy Wife for U-I.

FEBRUARY
BIRTHDAYS

If your birthday falls in February, your
birthstone is an amethyst and your flower

is a violet. And here are some of the stars

you share your birthday with:

February 3—Peggy Ann Garner

February 4—James Craig
Ida Lupino

February 6—Zsa Zsa Gabor
John Lund
Gigi Perreau
Ronald Reagan
Mamie Van Doren

February 7—Keefe Brasselle

February 8—Jack Lemmon
Lana Turner

February 9—Kathryn Grayson

February 10—Jimmy Durante
Robert Keith
Robert Wagner

February 11—Leslie Nielsen

February 12— Forrest Tucker

February 13— Lyle Bettger
Kim Novak

February 14—Thelma Ritter

February 15—Kevin McCarthy

February 16—Vera-Ellen
Peggy King

February 17—Arthur Kennedy
Wayne Morris

February Adolphe Menjou
Jack Palance

February 21—Dane Clark
Zachary Scott
Ann Sheridan

February 22—Guy Mitchell
Robert Young

February 23—Race Gentry

February 24—Barbara Lawrence
Marjorie Main

February 26—Betty Hutton
Peter Lorre

February 27—Reginald Gardiner
Elizabeth Taylor

February 29— Arthur Franz

Clark Gable

February 1

Cesar Romero

February 15

Betty Hutton

February 26

Joan Bennett

February 27



When JOAN CRAWFORD
laid an egg

In a town where parties are anything

but ordinary affairs, Joan Crawford has

the reputation of being "a hostess with the

niostest on the ball."

That's because Joan is a perfectionist

and she always plans everything down
to the last detail. But on one unforget-

j

table occasion her party turned out to

I
be a complete failure, planning or no

I
planning!

|

It was just nine Easters ago. Joan had
' read that the White House was giving its

annual shindig for the kiddies and since

her own youngsters were at an age to

appreciate the traditional egg hunt, she

decided they'd have one. too.

Christina. Christopher, and the twins.

Cathy and Cynthia, were delighted when
Joan told them there was to be an egg

hunt in their Bel Air garden.

It promised to be almost as festive as

Christmas!

The night before Easter Joan set to work
with a will.

After the kids were asleep, she boiled

dozens of eggs and tinted them in all the

lovely shades of the rainbow.

Then, early Easter morning before the

children were up, Joan slipped out of the

house and carefully hid each one of the

colored eggs about the garden.

When she gave the signal, the kids,

whooping with excitement, set off on their

hunt. But after awhile their laughter died

down and they grew awfully quiet. Came
the moment when they trooped into the

house, hot and tired, and very down in the

jmouth.

"Gee, Mom. we looked everywhere." said

Christopher.

"If this is some kind of joke. I don't

get it." sniffed young Christina.

Completely stumped. Joan hurried out

to the hiding places to see for herself, the

children tagging at her heels. Sure enough,

jthere wasn't a single egg in sight. Finally,

fihe peered behind the last shrub—and the

pystery was solved.

There—looking as ashamed as a dog
an look—sat her pet pooch, surrounded
v heaps of egg shells!

'Daggone you, Cliquot!" exclaimed

loan. "Looks like you've won the egg
Hint!"

Joan is appearing in The Story Of
sther Costello for Columbia.

there's a

bit of

Satan in..
1

SATIN FIN I

the new Evening in Paris lipstick

It's absolutely wicked of Evening in Paris to make a lipstick so

alluring! Satin Finish clings as scandalously as satin . . . smooths

your lips to satiny softness . . . makes them templing as the

devil. In a bewitching spectrum of pinks, corals, reds . . .

each sheathed in a tall golden swivel case. Now only 49c

INFERNO RED, ONE OF THE NEW SATIN FINISH SHADES



ANITA EKBERG, beautiful Lustre-Creme Girl says: "I started using Lustre-Creme

Shampoo when I first came to Hollywood and I love what it does for my hair. Now#I
wouldn't be without it!" Lustre-Creme is used by the world's most glamorous women
—shouldn't you use it, too?

For the most beautiful hair

in the world

/j^ out of
f~)

top movie stars

use Lustre-Creme Shampoo
When Anita Ekberg says

—
"I use Lustre-

Creme Shampoo" . . . you're listening to a

glamorous movie star whose beautiful hair is

part of the charm that enchants millions.

Your hair can have that Hollywood-lovely

look with Lustre-Creme Shampoo. Under the

spell of its lanolin-blessed lather, your hair

will sparkle with highlights, shine like the

stars! Yet it's so easy-to-manage— behaves

like an angel—even right after shampooing.

Waves are smooth— curls springy.

You'll see—and he will, too—how much
lovelier your hair can look when you change

to Lustre-Creme, the shampoo of the stars!

Lanolin-blessed

creme or lotion

never dries . . .

it beautifies

SHAMPOO

"Actresses need muscles"
—says TERRY MOORE

To all prospective actresses, Terry
Moore has this message:

"Spend as much time in the athletic

department as in dramatic classes!"

If you want to be a movie star, you'll

have to know swimming, dancing, and
other sports—and you need muscles!

Remember that scene in Bernardine

where Terry had to walk back to town
after a date? Since each scene in a movie

is shot six or seven times for lighting ef-

fects and from different angles, she spent

almost the whole day walking. She ad-

mitted being tired but would have felt

worse if she hadn't been used to it.

"Dancing lessons are a must for any

actress." Terry advises.

If Terry hadn't known or liked ball-

room dancing, the college prom in Daddy
Long-Legs would have proven almost un-

bearable. Being perfectionists, co-stars

Fred Astaire and Leslie Caron kept the

cast repeating the spirited Slue Foot

routine over and over until it was perfect.

All the while, the weary dancers had to

keep smiling as they sang and danced

—

giving the illusion it was fun and easy.

Ability to ride horseback can help win a

role; it did for Terry Moore in King of

the Khyber Rifles. Luckily, she had

learned as a girl on her grandfather's

ranch. But even then, she had to practice '

riding every morning for several weeks be-
|

fore production, since as a Victorian Lady,

she had to ride side-saddle.

Terry and Bob Wagner spent several

hours in a swimming pool filming one I

scene for Between Heaven And Hell, where

they kissed under water. The sequence was
completed quicker, because both stars had
been swimming since childhood and had

learned how to hold their breath under
|

water. Even then they were exhausted.

Incidentally, Terry's swimming ability

saved her life during Barefoot Mailman.

When the stunt girl refused, Terry her-

self had to fall out of a rowboat into a

river full of alligators.

One crocodile came so close it had to

be shot from shore. But she kept swim-

ming until she reached the safety of the

shore, and was pulled out. This scene had
to be done perfectly—and in one take.

It was. thanks to her athletic ability.

Terry's next is Peyton Place for 20th

Century-Fox.
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"I almost broke up
this marriage."
Louella tells how she—
unwittingly— may
have stopped the first

wedding plans of Bing
and Kathy . . . and
how she may have
helped bring them
together again.



went the
strings

of my
heart

Next to the bride and groom, I'm sure that no one

Was happier when Bing Crosby and Kathy Grant were
married in that headline surprise elopement to

Las Vegas than I.

I say this in all seriousness because ever since their

romance broke off in the Fall of 1956, I have been

suffering from what may be called a case of columnist

conscience.

In other words, I had heard and had reason to

believe that a scoop I had written—which was head-

lined in the Hearst newspapers everywhere, to the effect

that Kathy had flown up to Hayden Lake taking along

a wedding dress and that she and Bing would be

married over the weekend—had stirred up so much
fuss and feathers in many quarters that the wedding
that had been planned, even to posting the wedding
bans, did not come off!

From an intimate source, I had heard that when
Bing, a lovable but privacy-loving critter if there ever

was one, had read in cold print that he at the age
of fifty-two was about to take unto himself a Texas
bride of twenty-two—they were a year younger then—
and that his eldest son Gary was a year older than
the bride-to-be, he developed a case of cold feet that

just couldn't be warmed in the direction of the

marriage license bureau.

I also suspected that the 'advance warning' had given
the four Crosby sons, who have watched their father
very jealously since the death of their mother,
a chance to long-distance What goes, Dad?
Whatever the cause, the fact remained that Bing

and pretty Kathy had split up and I knew that she
was a broken-hearted girl.

So eleven months later, when the wires started

buzzing out of Las Vegas that a certain Harry Lillis

Crosby and one Olive Kathryn Grandstaff had taken
out a marriage license and were that moment being
married in the little Catholic Church I have myself
attended so often in Las Vegas, it was all I could do
to keep from performing a little jig of joy right in

the swank 21 Club in New York. (Continued on page 70)

LEFT Kathy's folks—hen married sister Frances Ruth Meyer and husband Leonard;
Kathy's uncle and aunt, the Edgar Stokeleys; Aunt Frances Sullivan; Kathy herself;
her Ma and Pa; brother D. E. Grandstaff, Jr., and her cute niece and nephews on the floor.CENTER Kathy, in a pre-Bing pose, at the time when her heart was breaking over Bing.
RIGHT The "I do" kiss of Mr. and Mrs. Bing Crosby, right after their wedding in Vegas.
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by Bill Tusher

Tommy Sands

/ went with

a girl named

HRBu

Molly Bee,

the sweetest gal

you ever

did see, but...

I ain't

goin' ste

Not going steady? That's a big switch for

Tommy Sands ! Where most fellows start by dating

up a storm in their teens, then start going steady

after a few years—Tommy did it the other way
around. All his life, he's been a steady dater. And
just now he's started playing the field.

How come?
It was not that he suddenly cared less—or not

at all—about Molly Bee, whom everyone had as-

sumed was his best girl. It's just that now there's

Molly—and Babby Greene, and Chris Callos, and
Diane Jergens and Kathy Reid. And there would
be others.

And there's a reason for it ... a big reason . . .

It all started when conductor Emil Newman
came over to Tommy's table at Mike Lyman's
restaurant on Vine Street and introduced his lovely

daughter Arleen, a very sharp lass in tan shorts

and a corduroy jacket.

"I dig those shorts," Tommy almost whistled.

"Isn't she pretty? Boy, she's beautiful. She's very

nice, too. I think I'm going to ask her for a date

the next time I see her."

And then he stopped short. He had never
thought this way • before, never thought of more
than just one girl at a time. . . .

Did this mean he didn't want Molly any more?
"No," he says, slowly, thinking it out. "I'm dating

other girls now, sure. And it's not a thing of

Molly and Tommy, like it was. But we're still good
friends and we'll still date, but she's only one of

the girls I see, and I'm {Continued on page 77)

no more!





Should Liza ever ask, "Mommy, is it true

I almost wasn't born?"-Liz would have to

answer, "They told us not to have a baby,

but we'd never never listen." "Who told

you, Mommy?" "Well, it happened long ago

and far away..." and Liz would probably

leave the rest of the story up to us:

ynce upon a time, dear baby Liza, three
]

thousand miles away in a kingdom by the

sea, a little girl was born. She was not of
!

royal blood, but we will call her princess,

because her beauty was to bring her the
!

tribute of kings. The Princess Liz had black,
j

black hair, blacker than a witch's heart,
i

softer than an April day. The Princess Liz

had wondering, wondering eyes, and they

(continued on page 64)
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scared, Natalie,

you're not fit

ror marriage but

if "Kisses sweeter than wine".

aren't all you can offer t

. . . if, first of all, yon remember you're a
woman, not Mother's little girl . . .

For nineteen and a half years, the most
important person in your life—like in most
people's lives—has been your mother ; and

you'd be the first to agree that Mom has

been someone who did a heck of a lot to

make life easy for you, the first to acknowl-

edge your dependence on Mom.
The relationship between you two was,

and still is, much closer than between most
mothers and daughters. Whereas the

average girl sooner or later resents her

mother's interference, and tries to live her

own life and make her own decisions, you've

never reached that point. The rumors a

few months ago about disagreements with

your family and your threats to move out

were phony. Maybe because you know your

mother has always been solidly in your cor-

ner

—

even if it meant siding against your

father. And Natalie, you've never had any

secrets from her. In a way you two were

—and are—more like girl friends than

mother and daughter.

Your mother has (Continued on page 82)





All you've got to do is love each other, thought Rock
and Phyllis, and all the rest takes care of

itself. Just one problem. It wasn't to prove true.

WHY
ROCK WALKED

OUT
by Linda Matthews

The tall young man sitting on the bed put his head in his hands.

"I don't know, Ma," he said softly. "Ma, I just don't know."

Across the room, the grey-haired woman stared at him. Then she

got up and walked to the window. Outside traffic roared, voices drifted

faintly up. Below her a sign flashed : Beverly Hills Hotel. She sighed.

"I don't understand you, Roy," she said finally. "We're talking

different languages maybe. You tell me you're getting a divorce.

You tell me you're—you're through with Phyllis. You sit here in a hotel

room; you've moved out of your house—and I ask you why—and you
tell me you don't know." Suddenly, with surprising force, she crossed

to him. She pulled his hands down from his face. "Look at me !" she

ordered. "I'm your mother. Look at me. Tell me why!"
In the silence, a clock ticked. Defeated, the woman dropped

her son's hands. She went back to the chair and picked up a

jacket and a purse. She walked to the door and opened it.

Then with her back to Rock, she said softly, "I'm going

home. If the neighbors ask me why you left your wife,

I'll tell them what I used to read in the magazines. You like

your steak rare, she likes it well-done. So you're getting a

divorce. I'll tell them that. Maybe I'll even tell it to

myself." She turned her head. Her tired (Continued on page 58)i



When we received this unusual
story we worried and called

Linda Matthews . . . "Are you
sure your facts are right,

((

Linda?" "Yes," said Linda.
"But how could you have gotten

them?" "That," said Linda,
"is indeed the secret . . . but

just ask this: have I ever sent
you a false story?" Since the

answer was "no," we print it

with full faith that it is correct.

THE EDITORS



Esther-
don't

throw away

A lot of living is packed

into eleven years of marriage . . . home,

children, and Ben's steady love.

Dear Esther :

There was quite a crowd at the dock the day you came home
from Europe. September 27, 1957, to be exact. A sticky

day that felt more like August than September—
I remember that. The girl next to me in the crowd was
mopping her forehead with a hanky when suddenly her

hand dropped and her head jerked up. "There it is!"

she cried out. "There it comes!"

And the lie de France steamed majestically into sight.

Every head swiveled around. Hands pointed, voices rose,

shrill and excited. It must have been quite a sight. But I

wasn't watching the ship come in. I was watching a face.

If anyone had noticed me, I suppose they'd have thought I

was an idiot, because by movie-star standards, it wasn't

much of a face. Square-cut, a little heavy, like the rest

of the man. Not young, really—a fortyish face, and not

ashamed to show it. A good, durable, unglamorous face—with

a look in the eyes that made me want to cry. Have you ever

seen fear and hope and pain and love all mixed up together,

Esther? It can tear the heart out of you.

The man was Ben Gage, and he was waiting for you to

come home. He's your husband, the man you decided to

divorce . . .

A minute ago, he'd been surrounded by reporters. He
had been fanning himself with his hat, and his voice was

light, and he was laughing. The way he had laughed a few

weeks before when he told Louella Parsons, "Go ahead and

say Esther and I are having trouble. It makes us more

interesting. But the truth is, the only thing wrong with us

is that my wife's been gone three months, two weeks, one day

and three hours— and I miss her." (Continued on page 75)
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I couldn't

even tell

Janet . .

.

/just said

"goodnight darling,

and began . .

.

MY LI

40



The hotel room was dark, except for
the soft patch of sunlight that sifted
through the drawn drapes. And it was
quiet. So quiet that you could almost hear
a man breathe. Tony Curtis was alone in
the room. He sat on the edge of the big
chair, sat with his head in his hands and his
heart in his throat. He sat there praying.
He was scared. He'd been scared before,

but not like this. He'd known poverty,
and the uncertainty and fear that came
with it. You could work your way out of
poverty, escape it. He knew. He'd man-
aged. He'd known the fear of failure.
He'd licked it. And the lost feeling of
emotions gone haywire. He'd put them
back in order. He'd known physical pain.
Eventually it had passed. Not without help
. . . none of it without help. And now.

After a while, a long while, he got up
and walked over to the bed table. He
picked up the telephone, put it down, then
picked it up again. "Would you get me
the Dinard Hospital. Dr. Loriel's clinic . .

."

There were clicks and buzzes and purrs
on the line and, finally, a low, steady voice
"Hello. ..."

"Dr. Loriel? Tony Curtis. Look, I hate
to bother you, but I've been wondering
if. ..." He stopped {Continued on page 61)
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by Marcia Borie

First of all, you're aware of Ricky Nelson's startling good
looks. He's six feet tall, has dark brown hair, deep

blue eyes—and a smile which makes him a heartbreaker

!

He's the nation's newest singing sensation; he's been in show
business since the age of nine. But sitting in front of you, his feet

propped up on a coffee table, he might be any teen-ager in any living room—
until he starts talking about his music. . . .

"It's funny, I keep wondering why it took me so long to realize

how important singing is to me. I've been singing around the

house since I was a little kid, and I also played drums, picked

out tunes on the piano and fooled around on the clarinet and
saxophone. I can't read music and I never really took any

lessons except for a month on drums and three or four

clarinet lessons. So music always seemed to just naturally be a

part of me, but I didn't think much about it until a

couple of years ago. Then suddenly something came over

me and I just knew I wanted to concentrate on it.

I kept thinking about how I'd like to make a record,

but I never really asked anybody about it. Then last

year, on one of our TV shows, I did a two-minute imitation

of Elvis Presley.

"Things seemed to happen as a result of that show.

It was then that I asked my folks if I could make a record.

We talked about it for a while. At first, Dad was a little

skeptical. But when he thought it over and said okay, he and Mom
went overboard. Since I made my first record they've been

behind me, encouraging me one hundred percent. {Continued on page 66)

"I'm not exactly

going steady with

Marianna, but ..."

meet

The main thing my folks

have taught me is

how to act natural.

.



BERGMAN
I

Ingrid

gives

Modern Screen

the first

magazine interview

since

the break-up

by BEVERLY OTT

I was in London when the world's headlines splashed

the Bergman-Rossellini break-up. David Myers phoned me from New
York to get that story, the first magazine story, at any cost.

I said no at first. I just felt so sorry for Ingrid, felt that

she had gone through so much prying into her private tragedy

already, that I hated to add to her unhappiness. Besides that,

I thought I knew what she would say. David reminded me, however,

that a reporter's first duty is to her readers, and I took

the assignment.

But when I hung up I wasn't so sure I'd be able to fill it.

Poor hounded Ingrid . . . was I going to join the wolves

and help tear her to pieces? But there was nothing to do but pick

up the phone again and call Ingrid Bergman.
She was on the set of Indiscreet—and there was a title change

I didn't like. The film's title was Kind Sir, and I couldn't help

wondering whether the title change to Indiscreet wasn't an attempt

on someone's part to sell tickets by pinning another scarlet

letter on Ingrid. "Hello," her voice was as calm, low, and warm
as I remembered it. "Bev? It's been a long time, hasn't it . . .

An interview? Well, why not?"

I could have thought of a few good reasons. . . .

"In fact, why don't you come over now?"
"Right now?"
She laughed, "Right now."

As my old taxi crawled through the foggy London streets on

the way to the movie set, I thought of what I would say

to her. / won't mention Sonali, I thought, not at first. I'll ask her

about the children. That always brings a smile from her,

but afterwards, what will I say?

When I saw Ingrid, I was shocked.

(Continued on page 81)
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Sal straightens out

And what about costume
jewelry? Well, a little goes
a long way . . .

Sarina about—

It was a few minutes before midnight when Sal
heard the front door open. "Sarina?" he called

t

out putting down the script he'd been reading.
Yes, Sal,

'
his sister called back as she hung up

her coat in the foyer closet of the big Mineo house in
The Bronx; New York, then walked into the

living room, quietly, knowing that the folks were
upstairs and asleep already. She plopped

herself on the couch alongside Sal and took hold of
his hand. She was glad to see her brother. He'dflown m from Hollywood the day before and he
was going to be home for a few days before takingoff on a publicity tour. And it was always

good, always wonderful to see him

J"4 s
^.

co»ldn't hide the fact now that therewas something she wasn't feeling so good or

denthT^f
ab
,°
Ut "B°y'" She Sighed

'
with «U thedepths-of-hfe sighing a fifteen-year-old can muster

so easily.

"What's the matter?" Sal asked. "Didn't you eniovyour date tonight?" J y

"Date?" Sarina asked, being very sophisticated fora moment-laughing the (Continued on page 68)

But most of all, says Sal, don't just hang
around waiting for the phone to ring.
He'll call back!



I

hold it

Just stay

where you

are - we've

got a

few questions



George Nader, who was your first date?
A very cute red-headed girl used to live near me
at the beach. She was just about my age awrf

after watching her walk up and down the beach
for several days I mustered up enough courage
to ask her if she'd like to visit the amusement
pier with me. I was a very poor escort, since I
had no money—so we just walked about the pier
taking in all the sights. I guess she was some-
what disappointed, because most nine-year-old
girls like to go on rides at an amusement park.

Do you get lonely living alone?
, Not at all.

Do you do all of your own housework?
No. I have a man who comes in to clean on
Mondays and Fridays—but he doesn't always
show up!

What type of woman do you like to date?
One with a sense of humor, please!

What do you first notice about a woman?
From a distance, her figure. Close-up, her mouth
and eyes.

How do you usually meet the women you date?
Usually at a party, or at the studio while I'm
working on a picture.

Who are some of your favorite
Hollywood dates?

Martha Hyer and Ingrid Goude.
What qualities do you like best in a woman?

Honesty, intelligence and a sense of humor.
Do you like perfume on women?
Lots of make-up?

Yes, but not the heavy types of perfume. I don't
think any woman should wear so much make-up
that it is obvious. I think clever women know
how to conceal their make-up.

Where do you like to go on a date?
/ prefer inviting a few couples to the house for
dinner . . . casual affairs where we listen to
records and sit around and talk. I don't care
for night clubs unless the entertainment is really
fabulous.

Do you believe in long or short engagements?
Never having been engaged, I don't know!

Would you like a church wedding, home
wedding or a fast trip to Las Vegas?

/ haven't really thought about it. Anyway,
doesn't the girl usually decide?

What size family would you like to have?
A large one.

Do you date while working on a picture?
Not often.

What particular feminine habits annoy you?
Are there any annoying feminine habits ?

Do you like filming love scenes?
It depends who I'm working with. The crew

(continued on page 76)



Jill was only sixteen when she married the man she
loves. But she knew she was a mature sixteen—old
enough to know her own heart, level-headed enough to
run a whole household, and good wife enough to get
a hearty breakfast into Neil before he leaves for work!

50

Of course, sometimes it's

a little hard to figure
out how some of those
kitchen 'helps' are sup-
posed to operate . . .

And there are times that
Jill wouldn't exactly
swear that having Neil
around to cue her is

really such a time-saver—
what with all the inter-
ruptions like a little

kiss now and then . . .

But as she sits in her own
home—knowing that she
is surrounded by love,

knowing she has taken
the first steps on the road
of adulthood—Jill knows
that she was ready for
marriage . . . for a couple
of reasons . . .



Is a girl of 16

ready for marriage ?

'I'm glad

I was a

TEENAGE
BEIDE"

SAYS JILL ST. JOHN
TO HELEN WELLER

A few months ago, on the pages of Modern
Screen, Luana Patten told of the bitter regrets she

had because she had run away and eloped
when she was sixteen.

Here's the other side of the teenage marriage
question . .

.

"Not all teenage marriages are mistakes," protests
tall, beautiful, red-haired Jill St. John. "I

ran off and got married when I was sixteen. I

didn't wait-not even till I finished the
picture I was making with Johnny Saxon," Jill grins.

"I'm glad we didn't wait. My happy marriage
to Neil is proof that we were right."

Of course, the circumstances under which Jill

married were entirely different from those sur-
rounding the ill-fated marriage of Luana

Patten. Both marriages were elopements, but there
the resemblance ends.

"First of all, I never believed in going steady
. just for the sake of going steady," said Jill.

I always felt that if I really fell in love

and was serious about a boy,

then I would go exclusively with him. But
going steady with a boy whom I didn't really

love, just because it's convenient to have a steady
boyfriend-no, thanks. {Continued on page 80)



Who is Anna Kashfi? What is

the mystery of her birth .

what is the mystery of her name?

My name is Doug Brewer. I'm the European correspondent for

Modern Screen. I used to be a detective story writer. But
when MS hired me, I thought it was goodbye mysteries, hello Ava,

Sophia and the rest of you beautiful babes over here.

I was wrong.

I'd been in London and on the job exactly two weeks when I got an

assignment from the home office in New York that sent me
plunging into the mystery field again.

The case?

The case of Mrs. Marlon Brando. . . .

The assignment seemed routine enough at first. Marlon Brando
had just married Anna Kashfi. Our Hollywood people had been unable

to come up with much information on her other than that she was
an actress, had made two movies, was born and bred in India

and had thirty-five saris in her bedroom closet. And that she'd lived

in London for a year before being discovered.

That's where I came in. Find out, I was told, anything you can

about her when she was in London.

I read the studio publicity release on her for a start. It was dull as

a dress without a dame in it. Anna Kashfi, it said, had been

born in an Indian city named Darjeeling, was the daughter of a wealthy

engineer, came to London in 1952 with the family, was spotted

almost immediately by a talent scout and rushed into the movie

The Mountain. Also, it said, she was studying hard to remove any trace

of accent from her speech—and she was (Continued on page 72)

I

Here are the documented facts.

a. b. c.

A. The address of this house is 100 Newfoundland Road, Cardiff, Wales. In it live William and
Phoebe O'Callaghan. They claim they are Anna Kashfi's parents—her true, natural parents.

B. And this is the baptismal certificate that would seem to prove they are telling the truth.
C. "Is my daughter ashamed of me?" asks Mr. O'Callaghan. "I'm a poor man; is she ashamed?"
D. Anna worked here once. The name on the door is the name Anna claims is her mother's—'Ghose.'
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by Linda Carole Post

Upstairs in the yellow and white

nursery of the spacious Beverly Hills

home, the tiny young girl wearing tailored

slacks and shirt, and the dark-haired

young man, in casual corduroys, were

playing with their laughing baby. When
the young man lifted the baby in his

arms and sang a little song to her, the

baby flicked a dimple and chortled the tune

with him. Debbie Reynolds broke into

a contented smile; here, before her eyes,

was her whole world.

When the little duet was over, she took

the baby from him and held her close.

"Eddie," she said slowly, "there's

going to be another."

"Another?" he said. "Another what,

darling?"

Debbie's eyes twinkled. "Another Carrie

—or maybe a David," she replied impishly.

Eddie was heading in the direction

of the door, but he whirled around suddenly.

"Another BABY!" he said. "Do you
mean it?"

Debbie's face was lit up with a soft,

serene smile.

"Hooray," yelled Eddie. "Here, let me
hold the baby. You're not allowed to lift,

you understand. Sit down. Take it easy.

Gosh, this is great."

Debbie laughed softly. "Don't worry,

darling. I'm not going to have the baby
tomorrow. I don't feel one bit feeble.

I'm just fine."

"When did you find out?" Eddie
demanded.

"I Was at the doctor's this afternoon.

And I have a confession to make, darling.

Remember that day we were with Liz

and Mike at the Villa Fiorentia—and
I told you I'd rather not go on to Morocco
with you? I suspected then, but I didn't

want to tell you, because I was afraid

you'd worry and make a big fuss about it."

Eddie remembered. He and Debbie had
spent a delightful summer day visiting

their good friends, Mike Todd and Liz

Taylor, at their villa overlooking the

Mediterranean.

Wherever he'd gone during his tour

abroad—to the Palladium to perform or to

some obscure village to hunt for TV

talent for his new TV show, Debbie

had happily (Continued on page 79)

"He'll have

my eyes,

Daddy's

smile .

.
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Wait till you see

your little brother. .

.

Debbie knows exactly

what she wants but

she doesn't like

to talk about it

except to

Carrie Frances.

rr

but I

won't love

you any

less • • •

55 L



Hollywood

changes the

Terry Moore gives you the
do's and don't's about the correct
use of cosmetics in public.

rules for

There is big—and good—beauty news in the report

that the controversial discussions and beliefs

over the use of cosmetics in public have ended. The
movie stars now decree that it is not only good
taste to touch the tip of your nose with a dash of

powder and freshen your lipstick in public—but,
they also believe that the performance of these

dainty little feminine touches of beauty are

intriguing, alluring, and completely captivating to

men ! The more so now that powder and lipstick

products are skillfully and artfully packaged in

jewel-like compacts and lipstick cases. Previously
these exquisite cases were separate items and only

available at jewelry stores and counters and then,

only to an envied few (Continued on opposite page)

beauty

etiquette

Terry's dress is by Marian Ross of Junior First

Terry's photo by Roger Prigent
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whose budget could stand these luxuriesWe asked movie star and socialite Terrv
Moore (Mrs. Gene McGrath), to give us
her views on the rules for cosmetic eti-
quette—the do's and don'ts.
Playing the varied roles of wife actress

student, career girl, social leader and wel-
fare worker, Terry's expert advice on the
importance of being beautiful at all times
and correct in the social customs as far as
they pertain to the little beauty duties that
must be done in public, is a help to us all

Terry's first bit of advice, "Of course do
all you have to do and do it well—but
above all keep yourself glamorous and
beautiful always."
Terry has given a lot of time to the

study of what should and should not be
done in public. As a career girl her many
pressing duties have demanded that she
perform some of her beauty chores en
route to appointments, to public appear-
ances, traveling to foreign countries
For instance, Terry often has to add

touches of make-up en route to her ap-
pointments. Sometimes she finds she must
re-do her make-up at the point of her des-
tination. This, of course, she does in the
privacy of the dressing room or ladies'
room.
"Whenever I am going to luncheon or

dinner I always carry a lovely compact
and lipstick from one of my favorite man-
ufacturers. After I have finished eating I
always touch my nose with powder and
check on my lipstick for perfection," says
Terry. J

Terry feels that these little beauty cares
accomplished in public are accepted cus-
toms today not only in Hollywood but the
world over—not unbecoming or embar-
rassing to anyone.
On the subject of combing one's curls in

public—Terry has this to say, "It is most
unpleasant and most embarrassing to

everyone."
Terry goes on, "If your hair becomes

wind-blown in transit you should always
go to the dressing room and re-arrange
your hair in privacy."
"This same rule goes for putting on your

eye make-up. The make-up of the eyes is
very important, not alone to professional
people but also to every girl. Correct eye
make-up makes the eyes more outstanding
and more appealing. Of course, all career
girls do—or should—a pretty good and
complete eye make-up job in the morning
(it should not be too dramatic for business
and daily wear) . When evening comes and
that special date, the eyes do need more
accentuation and therefore, more make-
up. This makes it a definite must that
every girl always carry eye make-up
in her bag. This- eye make-up retouching
job should be done in privacy. If you have
to—or want to—do a completely new
make-up before your evening date, the
same applies—and, be sure you carry yourown make-up with you. Never borrow
make-up—it may not be your kind or
color—and, it isn't tidy to ask for or use
other girls' personal things."
Terry believes that retouching your lip-

stick in public is necessary and very much
in order and very correct. But, she does
give a word of warning, "Touching up lip-
stick in public means just that! It does
not imply that a girl should wipe off all
lipstick and proceed to create an entirely
new hphne. This comes under the head-
ing of cosmetic make-up which should, of
course, be accomplished only in privacy
Never do any basic beauty chores in
public.

Terry brought out another important
beauty note, "Beautiful hands," says Terry
"are as important as a beautiful face!A weekly manicure is not enough. Touch-
up jobs should be done throughout the

week to- keep your nails in perfect condi-
tion. A change of polish, not only to keep
your nails always bright and shining, but
to change color for various costumes—

I

always match my fingertips to my lips. Re-
member, when you are adding the dash of
powder and lipstick at the table.it is your
hands—and nails—that reach to your face
and that they become the immediate object
of attention. Keep them beautifully
groomed just as you do your face and your
hair. Use a hand lotion to keep them soft
and smooth—don't give all attention to
your nails alone."
Terry dislikes to talk about make-up or

retouching of make-up without stressing
the importance of basic skin care. She
says, "In order to put on a lovely make-up
a girl must have a lovely well cared for
skin so don't forget to cleanse your face
thoroughly each night and morning. There
are wonderful preparations on the market
that do a cleansing and softening job all
at once. These preparations are not only
easy to use, but they are exciting to use
in that they stimulate circulation, cleanse
deeply, and smell divinely."

"I like to use a night cream, too. There
are those that are not sticky or greasy and
that work while you sleep for extra soft-
ening and refining. Every girl no matter
what age will do well to nourish her skin
with a night cream."
And now for a wonderful tip and one of

the sweetest closing lines for any story.
Terry says, "Every girl should carry a

perfume purser (they, too, now come in
jewel type containers). There is nothing so
breathtaking and alluring to a man as
perfume. So, after a dash of powder and
a touch of lipstick—always add a splash
of perfume. This will be okay with the
public and more than okay with the guys."
Be sure and see Terry in 20th's new

film, Peyton Place. end

See softer, smoother
skin within 5 days...
or money back

It's so rewarding to have radiantly lovely skin. For
sensational results get the full treatment.
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why rock walked out

Now this isn't just a Valentine's card to

any old gal

—

Because Anita Wood not only got a card

from El—she's also sporting a friendship

ring of eighteen sapphires around a dia-

mond that El gave Anita way back in

September.

And, asked if Anita was his No. 1 girl,

Elvis answered, "She sure is! Strictly tops
!

"

Furthermore, they know each well

enough to fight about this and that—like

Anita wanting to be alone with Elvis and

not surrounded by his buddies all the time

. . . even though Elvis explained he needed

them around for protection in case he got

mobbed by fans. And they fight about how
come he gets so mad if he thinks anybody
is flirting with Anita—can she help it if

fellows look three times when she's

around? And—this was a big one—what
did he mean dating that lady wrestler,

Penny Banner?

So how come Elvis signs his last name
to his Valentine card to her?

Who knows! Unless maybe it's to get

her real familiar with the name he's

planning on making her last name, too

!
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See Elvis in MGM's Jailhouse Rock
now. He'll soon be in Sing, You Sinners

for Paramount and Enough Rope for 20th

Century-Fox.

(Continued from page 36) eyes gleamed
suddenly with tears. "Only I tell you this.

While you sit here, you ask yourself some-
thing. You ask yourself why you and a
nice girl couldn't get along. Why two
people with everything in the world
should make themselves suffer so. Why
love dies out like this. Other people fight

sometimes. They don't get divorced. So
why you? Ask that. And if you really

don't have an answer—you go home again,

Roy. You hear me? You go home again."

The door shut.
"All right, Ma," Rock Hudson whispered

into the empty room.
And for the hundredth time he began

again the slow, painfuL search for an
answer. Why two nice people, two people
in love, couldn't make it work.
And there had been love—so very much.

Alone in the room he could still remember
those first weeks of dating Phyllis—the
heady excitement of picking her up, being
with her.

"I'm crazy about you," he told Phyl one
night. "I guess you know that. But we're
so different, you and me."

"That's what makes it fun," she had
said then. "That's why we'll never bore
each other."

He had laughed and drawn her closer.

"If I believed that, I might—just possibly

—

ask you to marry me."
Suddenly the laughter was gone. They

regarded each other with serious eyes.

Whenever a producer buys a prop-
erty, he announces that he's going
to get Marlon Brando, Frank Sin-

atra, Cary Grant or William Hol-

den. The other day, a producer,
who just bought a story, told Mac
Benoff, "in this one I'm going to use

an unknown, like Alan Ladd."

Sidney Skolsky in the N. Y. Post

"Ask me," Phyllis said softly. "Go ahead
and ask me."
And believing that love was enough,

they were married.
Other people fight, his mother had said.

They don't get a divorce. But do other

people fight as much? he asked himself

suddenly. The way we do. Over—over
nothing. Over anything—
That fatal dress

The first one had happened six weeks
after they were married. There had been
the honeymoon, and then Rock was back
to work. Evenings he would walk into the

house exhausted, ready for dinner. One
night, dinner wasn't ready for him.

"We'll eat in half an hour, sweetie,"

Phyllis had called from the kitchen. "I'm

awfully sorry—but wait till you see what
I've got

—

"

Rock sank down in a chair in the living

room; "What?"
"The most beautiful—the most heavenly

—the most luscious evening gown. It's

black chiffon with a train—it's the most
stunning

—

"

"Wait a minute." Rock sat up, raised

his hand. "Look. You bought an evening
gown last week. Five hundred dollars;

worth of gauze or something. You haven't

even worn it yet. And now today—

"

The smile faded from Phyl's eyes.
J

"Honey, you don't understand. Sooner or

later I'll wear the one I bought last week, i

And there's sure to be some photographer
around to take my picture in it. And you

j

don't want them to get the same gown
again the next time we go out—I mean,]



what would your public say?" The grin
reappeared.

"I don't think that's funny," Rock said
He didn't mean it to sound so abrupt, so
cold. But he was tired and hungry and he
wanted his dinner. "Anyway, I've told you
and told you—I don't want us to start
dragging around to nightclubs and pre-
mieres and junk all of a sudden."

Never go out

Phyl stared at him. She let the kitchen
door swing shut behind her. "Rock, I

thought we agreed we'd go out a little

more. I thought you promised—

"

"All right. I said we'd go out. I didn't
say we were going to burn up the town,
did I?" He got up from the chair. "Listen,
I come home tired at night. If you think
I'm going to sit back while you spend a
fortune on clothes to ,wear to formals and
then make me take you to formals so you
can wear the damn clothes

—

"

"A fortune!" Phyl shouted. "A fortune.
Oh, that's funny. That's a riot! Do you
know what you're making a week? Why,
if I spent twice as much a day as I spend
in a month I couldn't start spending it all.

I couldn't—"
"Well, you don't have to try!" Rock

bellowed. "What'd this little shopping trip
cost me today? Five hundred dollars—

a

thousand?"
Phyl drew herself up. "It cost three

hundred and seventy-five—

"

"Oh, my Lord," Rock moaned. "Three
hundred—for a piece of nothing—for a
hunk of cloth you'll never even get to
wear—a—

"

Suddenly Phyl's voice was very soft.

Elaine Stewart, who bought a Palm
Springs house, has two swimming
pools—one for herself and one for
her French poodle.

Sidney Skolsky in the N. Y. Post

"No," she said. "The dress cost a hundred
and fifty. I also spent twenty-five on a
cashmere sweater. With the rest I got you
that new snorkel outfit you saw. I got you
a sweater. I got you a—" the soft voice
broke. With tears streaming down her
pretty face, Phyl turned and ran from
the room. "B-but don't worry," her voice
floated back to Rock. "I'll take it all back.
I'll give you back all your precious money!"

Who was right?

He had sat alone for twenty minutes in
the living room, listening to his wife cry
upstairs. Then he got up and climbed the
steps to the bedroom. With his arm around
Phyl's shoulder, with her sobs muffled on
his chest, he had tried to explain.

I

"Phyl, it isn't that I don't want you to
have nice things. I do, baby, honest. But
I was brought up to—to be careful with
money. It goes against my grain, to see
you throw it out on stuff you don't need."
And Phyl had said slowly, "Rock, if you

were still delivering mail, making prac-
tically nothing—why, I'd love you and
marry you, and I'd scrimp and save and
make my own clothes and never mind or
say a word. I swear it. But we do have
the money. It's the one thing we do have,
because heaven knows we haven't got
privacy or time together or—anyway

—

we have money. So why can't I spend it?
I'm not bankrupting us, not by a long
shot. And it isn't just the clothes. It's
that I—I love to shop. Like you love to
swim. It makes me feel good. So isn't that
doing something useful with it? Isn't it?"

In her arms, Rock nodded, bewildered.
But the next week, when Phyl bought a
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coat, and the week after—something else,

the fights got worse and worse.
But when you're the country's biggest

box-office draw, when your yearly income
runs into six or even seven figures—how
can you go to your mother and say: Ma—
we fought about money.

What's the reason?

You like your steak rare. She likes

hers done. So you're getting a divorce,
his mother had said. A bitter joke, she
thought that was. But it was more bitter

than she knew. For there were so many
things just as trivial—and just as dan-
gerous—as those silly steaks.

"I've got a week off," Rock had an-
nounced one day. "There's a hold-up on
the schedule and they've given me a week
off!" He swept Phyllis into his arms jubi-

lantly. "We can go away. Take a vaca-
tion. Do anything

—

"

Phyl crowed with delight. "Oh, honey—
that's fabulous. I can get us packed in no
time. There's a flight at noon tomorrow—

"

"Hold on," Rock grinned. "We haven't
decided where we're going yet."

Phyl's eyes opened wide. "But—we've
been talking for weeks about going to

New York. Seeing the shows—really doing
the town. And there are people there I

haven't seen in months."
Rock shrugged cheerfully. "Aw, honey,

you don't want to go to New York. That
was just a lot of talk—I mean, just kicking
the idea around. I thought we'd take off

for Hawaii or somewhere. Do some swim-
ming—really relax

—

"

Phyl stepped away from him. Her voice
was tight. "Rock, you know I hate the
ocean."
"Yeah. Yeah, I know." He brightened.

"But look, Phyl, this time will be differ-

ent. I'll get you a snorkel outfit and teach
you to swim. You'll be crazy about it

once you get over being scared. I'll show
you—"

The smile is forced

"That's what you said before we went
on our honeymoon," Phyl said carefully.

"Don't you think it's my turn to—to pick
the place?"
"Phyl, you don't seem to understand.

This isn't just our first time for a vaca-
tion. It's my first rest in a year. I need to

relax. What—what kind of a rest would
it be if we went to New York. Running
around, seeing a bunch of people I don't
give a hang about

—

"

"You'd rather look at a bunch of

fish. You think it's fun for me, sitting on
a beach waiting for you to drag yourself
out of the water and remember I'm there?
You think I like living in this house like

a hermit, never going out, never seeing
people?"
"We do see people! We have friends

in
—

"

"Your friends," Phyllis wept. "Not mine."

A case for separate vacations

They ended up going nowhere. Angry-
eyed and silent, they waited out Rock's
precious seven days. When they were
over, Rock went, with a feeling of sick

relief, back to the studio. And Phyllis, her
tremendous energy bottled up, ready to

explode, thought that perhaps if they
moved out of this tiny house, to some-
place new, some bigger house that she
could enjoy decorating and give parties

in—maybe things would be better.

And so, for months, they fought over
whether they needed a new house.
But you can't tell your mother: We're

getting a divorce because Phyllis doesn't

like to swim and I don't like nightclubs.

She'd think you had a hole in your head.
Ask yourself, his mother had said,

why love dies. Ask that. Lying on his

back on the hotel-room bed, his eyes
staring, unseeing, at the ceiling, Rock
almost laughed. Love—dead? Not quite,

Ma, he thought. Not quite.

For how many nights had there been
when, after one of their stormy scenes,

Phyllis had come into their room, into

his arms. "Rock—oh honey, I do love you
so much. What's the matter with us?
What's wrong?"
And how many times had he stalked

out of the house in fury, driven wildly
into town—and found himself pulling over
to the curb in front of a florist's window.
And half an hour later Phyllis, at home,
would answer the door to receive roses
and a scrawled card—"Believe it or not, I

love you, love you, love you—

"

And for an hour, for a day or a week,
they would tell themselves that love was
enough, that two people who loved each
other had to come out right in the end.

Maybe this will work
And then Rock went to Europe to make

Farewell To Arms. In a few weeks,
Phyllis was to join him. They both looked
forward to it immensely. It would be a
second honeymoon—better than the first.

A time to relax and take stock of their

lives—a time away from home to make
plans for a better life.

And . then, three weeks or so before
Phyllis was due to leave for Europe, a
letter arrived from her. "Rock, I've just
rented the most lovely house in Malibu
Beach for us. Once you've lived there a
while, you'll love it. It's near the beach
so you can be in and out of the water
all day while I'm fixing it up—

"

There's a good line in Sweet Smell
Of Success, the Burt Lancaster-
Tony Curtis picture, when Barbara
Nichols, toasting a gossip writer,
says, "Well, here's mud in your
column!"

Earl Wilson in the N. Y. Post

An hour later Rock was on the trans-

atlantic phone, his mouth set.

"Phyllis. It's me. Now, look, Phyl

—

what is this, you renting a house without
even consulting me?"
"Honey, wait a minute. I would have

written you and asked, only I had to take
it in a hurry or not at all. Someone else

wanted it too. And it's so perfect, Rock.
Besides, this way it can be all painted by
the time we get home, we can move right

in
—

"

Rock's voice was grim. "I'm not moving
into any house I haven't ever seen. I

don't know that I want to move at all.

We didn't decide definitely, Phyllis. And I

have a right to be consulted. I'm the man
in this family."

Phyl's voice rose, tense. "And I'm a
grown woman. I'm not a child, going to

her father for permission. I have a right

to make decisions in this family, too. A

—

house is a woman's business. Everyone
knows that. All I did was—

"

"All you did was sneak around behind
my back! All you did was try to take over
my life! A house is my business and you've
got no right

—

"

They hung up on each other. And a few
days later Rock had word that Phyllis

was in the hospital with acute hepatitus.

Did I do this?

On the phone again, frantic with worry,
accusing himself, he spoke to her doctor.

When he hung up, his face was grey with
pain. A friend standing by said, "Well?
Listen, you could take off from here on
Saturday night, and be home Sunday
night and then leave again on Monday.
It's rough traveling and you'd miss a day

and a half of shooting, but you could see
her for an hour."

In a dead voice, Rock said, "No. I'm not
going." He walked past his friend to the
car, got in, started the motor. Then he
said: "They tell me hepatitus is always
serious. But they can lick it. But in Phyl's
case—there's a complication." He turned
anguished eyes on the other man. "Phyl

—

Phyl doesn't want to live. She isn't trying.

She doesn't care." One hand gripped the
steering wheel, turning the knuckles
white. "She used to be so full of—energy
and fight and craziness and now—" With
his head bent forward, Rock Hudson wept
and hardly knew it. "I did that to her,"
he said. "I did that to her—

"

And knew for the first time, that love
was not enough.
And knew, too, that when a husband

could bring not comfort and healing but
only more pain, more danger to the bed-
side of his sick wife—that marriage was
over.

He planned to tell her in Hawaii. He
went there directly from Italy, to work
on Twilight For the Gods. When Phyllis

was well enough, he had arranged, she
would join him there, to bask in the sun
and regain her strength. And he would
tell her.

The truth is out

But as it happened, there was no need.
For Phyllis had had the long weeks of

illness and recovery to think. Weeks
away from Rock, away from the sudden
bursts of love that had given her hope
before. And when she came to Hawaii,
she too already knew.
They waited just long enough to go home

together, settle a few things, tell a few
close friends. They had no fights in those
last quiet days together. They hardly
spoke lest one of them slip and say sud-
denly—"We can't do this. I love you—

"

They were very careful. And on a sunny
October day, Rock Hudson closed the door
of his home behind him and moved into

the Beverly Hills Hotel.

And now he lay on his back, staring at

the ceiling, remembering his mother's
words—and searching.

In the darkened room, the telephone
rang. Rock reached out a long arm and
picked it up. He had registered in the
hotel as Roy Fitzgerald, but he knew it

wouldn't work for long.

"Hello?"
"Hello, Mr. Hudson. Sorry to bother you,

but I'm calling for the News. Could you
tell me, sir, just very briefly—why you and
Mrs. Hudson are calling it quits?"

Rock let the receiver slip down to his

shoulder. Now was the time. Now was the
time to say: Because we never should
have gotten married. Because it isn't

enough to love somebody—there must be
other things, other loves and wants and a
way of life to share. Because if there are
not, two people who love each other can
destroy each other. Now was the time to

say that, for the reporter, for his mother,
for everyone who would ask why?
"Hello?" the voice said. "Hello—er, Mr.

Hudson? Excuse me sir. I asked why you
broke up. I wanted to know—is there any
chance, of your gettmg together again?"
"No," he answered, "no, there's no

chance." He took a firmer grip on the
phone. "As to your last question," he said,

feeling what no man expects to feel—the
slow warmth of tears forming behind his

eyes—"as to why we broke up—I'm sorry.

I don't really know the answer to that. I

just—don't know." END

Rock will appear in A Farewell To
Arms for 20th Century-Fox, and in Twi-
light For The Gods and The Tarnished
Angels for U-l.



the longest night of my life

(Continued from page 41) and started

again. "Is there any possible way you can

tell about my eye . . . before tomorrow. .
.?"

For a moment the doctor said nothing.

Then, "No, there's no way. We'll have to

wait. . .
."

He thanked the doctor, said good bye,

and replaced the receiver, feeling like a

fool. Of course, there was no way. But he
was alone, he was human, he wanted
reassurance. He wanted to hear someone
say, "Your eye's going to be all right. You
won't lose your sight." Or someone there

to share the hours, to help him face,

to accept, whatever might happen. He
wanted Janet. . . .

And then he began to think of the

things he hadn't told her, couldn't tell her.

The first secret he'd ever kept from her. . .

.

It was Thursday, a July Thursday, in

Dinard, France, and the day had promised
to be like any other day. He and Kirk had
gone out to The Viking location for the

invasion scenes. They weren't in the shots.

They weren't scheduled to work until the

following week. But when you got all

wrapped up in a picture you wanted to

watch everything that was going on.

It was the day for the storming of the

castle, a 10th Century fortress on the
Brittany coast. It was to be quite a scene.

"How does it feel to be the producer of a

spectacular spectacular?" he'd kidded
Kirk.
"Talk to me when we've wrapped it up,"

Douglas grinned.

Bob Hope knocked on wood at
TOOTS SHOR'S, remembering the
luck he's had flying and recalled
how his late little pal, Barney
Dean, always scared, got panicky
on one flight, and said, "I'll settle

for a concussion right now."

Earl Wilson in the New York Post

Walking around the location, they saw
soldiers standing on the walls with their
bows and arrows. The Vikings stood be-
low, ready for the attack. Then Curtis
had gotten his bright idea. "Let's help
them take the castle!" With the enthusi-
asm of a couple of kids, he and Kirk had
picked up bows and arrows.
Tony was starting to reload his bow

when he happened to glance up. He saw
something coming. Fast.

When he came to, he was on the
ground. There was a crowd around him.
He'd never seen a more anxious expression
than the one on Kirk's face. He heard,
"Where's the doctor?"
He put his hand to his eye—his left

eye, but he took it away again when
someone said, "Better not touch it." The
hand was wet and sticky. He saw that it

was covered with blood. Blood was
streaming down his face. He could taste
it. He closed his right eye. The faces dis-
appeared. There was only a dark haze.
"Must be the blood," he thought. "When
it stops bleeding I'll be able to see. . .

."

The company doctor arrived. Gently, he
cleaned the wound. He put a cold com-
press on the eye. He said, "There's a good
eye man at the province hospital. We'd
better take him there."
The still man moved in with his rollei.

"I guess I'd better get a picture," he said,
almost apologetically.

"I'll do anything for publicity," Tony
made a joke. But nobody laughed.
They helped him to his feet. He swayed

a little. He lifted the covering from his
left eye for a moment and closed his
right eye again. There was only the haze.
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A car pulled up and he got in. "How far to

the hospital?" Kirk asked the doctor.

"About twenty minutes."
"How does it feel, Tony?"
"Numb. . .

."

Anything for a dare

No one said much during the ride. "How
bad is it?" he wondered dazedly. "How
bad?" He thought of all the risks he'd
taken, all his life. Crazy risks. Like the
time when he was a kid and someone dared
him to jump off the roof of a six-story
building to the four-story building next
door. There was a fifteen-foot alley in

between. But that hadn't bothered him.
Much.
He'd gone home and taken the mattress

off his bed, carried it to the rooftop, to the
spot where he figured he'd land. Then he'd
rejoined his pals on the roof of the six-
story building and calmly downed a bottle

of pop. After that he'd said good bye and
taken a running jump. And missed the
mattress. He could have broken his neck.
But when he came to, he was still in one
piece. . . .

There were the stunts he'd done in

pictures. Leaping around as if he were
Fairbanks. The sword fights. He'd refused
a double. He'd gotten by, until Houdini.
On that one, he'd torn a ligament in his

foot and hadn't been able to walk properly
for eight or nine months. But that was
nothing. Not when you compared it to . . .

"How bad is it?" he wondered.
He put his hand to his head. The numb-

ness was wearing off. He was getting a
headache. And the eye was beginning to

throb, as if someone had socked him. Hard.
He started to talk. He ought to say

something. Poor Kirk and his weather
and his budget. "Good thing I don't work
until Thursday," he said. "If I have a black
eye it won't show, what with the helmet.
I won't hold up shooting."
"Never mind the shooting," Kirk said

grimly.
The car rolled into the hospital drive-

way. "It's not like an American hospital,"

he thought vaguely. It was an old stucco
building, drab, close to shabby. They went
inside. It was dimly lit and the floors were
tile. He could hear the footsteps echoing
as they walked down the hall. Eerie. A
good effect for a Hitchcock movie.

Nurse in pigtails

They reached the clinic door. A very
pretty girl opened it for them. She wore a

white smock and her hair was in long
black braids. At heme, he might have
kidded her . . dubbed her Hiawatha.
She said, in French, that there had been
a call from the set. The doctor was ex-
pecting them.
A few moments later, the doctor came.

Dr. Loriel. He was a man of about forty,

with a friendly competent look. He spoke
a little English and his voice was sooth-
ing as he began to examine the eye.
"May I take a look?" Tony asked.
The doctor hesitated, then handed him a

mirror. There was a gash where his eye-
brow should be and the eyelid had been
torn. The pupil was twice the normal
size. Tony winced. It was an ugly mess.
The assistant brought a machine and the

doctor explained that it would enable him
to examine the inside of the eye. "Guess
I'll have a heck of a shiner," Tony said.

"A what?"
"A black eye," Tony smiled.
"Oh," said the doctor. That was all he

said.

Tony tried to read the expression on his

face. He wanted an answer. He wanted it

straight. But he was afraid to ask the
question. He asked another one first. "Do
you have any colodium?" He knew that
prize fighters used colodium to close

wounds. It was supposed to be good stuff.

The doctor nodded and the assistant
went over to a cabinet. She returned with
the medicine and the doctor applied it to
the eyebrow. "Will I lose the sight of the
eye, doctor?" There, he'd said it. . . . But
why wasn't the doctor saying anything?

"I don't know," Dr. Loriel sad, finally.

"I won't be able to tell until tomorrow."
"Is there ... is there anything I can

do?"
"You can go back to your hotel and try

and get some rest. When you return in

the morning. . .
." Dr. Loriel's voice trailed

away as he reached for some gauze.
"Make it a small patch, will you, doc-

tor?" He mustn't frighten Janet. "Make it

as small as you can."

Janet must be protected

The ride back to the hotel took ten
minutes. It wasn't long enough. He needed
time to think. How would he break the
news to Jan? How could he tell her? He
wasn't sure how much more she could
take. She'd had a rough enough time al-

ready. First, there'd been the job of pack-
ing for the trip. She'd insisted on doing
it all, to make certain that everything was
right. You couldn't just throw things into
one trunk when you were going to be gone
for four or five months.
Then there'd been the decision to leave

Kelly in London during the Norway loca-
tioning. They'd found out that they would
be living on yachts near a remote Nor-
wegian village . . . two hours by speedboat
from the nearest doctor. "Tony, we'll be so
far away from her. What if something
should go wrong?"

"She'll be better off in England, Jan."
They both knew it. The nurse would be

with her . . . Joan, their English secretary,

could stop by the hotel to check every day
or so . . . their agency had a London office.

"I suppose it isn't as if we were leaving
her in a city full of strangers, but I'll miss
her so, Tony."

In Norway, they'd gotten a call ... on
the one telephone in the village. Kelly
was sick, the nurse said. She was running
a temperature. Janet heard the baby cry-
ing. After that, they called Joan. They
called the agency. Between scenes, they
sat by the telephone, waiting to hear. Then
the telephone rang. It was Joan. The doc-
tor had been there, she told them. Kelly
had the sniffles, a little fever. "Can you
stay there?" Janet asked. "Can you stay
with her, too?"
"We're going to have a suite full," Joan

laughed. "The agency sent someone over.

But I'll send him along back to the office."

She added, "Don't worry."
But parents are for worrying. And what

with worrying, working, and the location

hardships, Janet's nerves were all but
worn through, by the time they reached
Dinard. Joan had brought Kelly to them
there ... a Kelly who'd become dependent
on others, who had to adjust to her own
family again. "The next time we have to

leave her," Janet vowed, "we just won't
go." And Tony remembered how close

she'd been to tears.

How could he walk in and say, "Darling,
I may lose an eye"? She'd taken enough.
One more thing and she'd fall apart.

He glanced at Kirk. "I want to get some
dark glasses before I go upstairs. I don't

want Janet to know . . . not everything."

Going Hollywood

He bought the glasses. The largest pair

he could find. When he reached the door
of their suite, he stopped. It was like

standing in the wings, waiting to make
an entrance on stage. "You laugh it up in

this scene, Curtis," he told himself. "Keep
it light."

He walked in. Janet was busy brushing
|

Kelly's hair, getting her ready to take for
|

a walk. She glanced up and smiled. "Hi,



darling." But she didn't glance down again.

She just stared at him. He held his breath.

She began to laugh. "Tony . . . dark
glasses! Of all places to go Hollywood . . .

in Dinard, France!"
"It had to happen some time," he said

modestly He sat down in the big chair.

"Oh, Tony . . . guess what Kelly learned
today." Joan taught her something new
each day. "Dance, Kelly. Dance for your
daddy."
Kelly only looked bewildered. "Dance

for daddy," Tony urged.
Kelly just stood there. "Joan," Janet

wailed. "She couldn't have forgotten. She
never forgets anything."
Joan appeared in the doorway. "Of

course she hasn't forgotten. Dawnce,
Kelly," she said with her crisp British

accent.

Kelly began to smile. "Kelly dawnce,"
she announced, as if she'd just come
from a ball at Buckingham Palace but
would be delighted to have another waltz.

She began to whirl around the room.
"We're going to have to acquire English

accents to communicate with our daugh-
ter," Tony grinned. "Dawnce to daddy,
Kelly." She did and he picked her up in

his arms. "Hey, by the way, what are our
plans for tonight?"
"We don't have any."
"Why don't we go someplace special?

Live it up."
"You're feeling pretty good today, aren't

you? Want to come walking with us ... or
meet us for lunch?"
"Sure . . . I'll meet you. Around two?"
Janet put the finishing touches on her

makeup. Then she turned around and
looked at him. Hard. She saw the corner
of the bandage. "Tony . . . Tony, what
hapoened to you?"
"Oh, the arrows were flying today and

I forgot to duck. It's nothing. Just a
scratch."

"Here I've been prattling away like an
idiot and never noticed."
He took off the glasses, pulled down the

bandage so that she could see the eye-
brow . . . the eyebrow only. "Tony, it came
so close. Think what could have hap-
pened."
"Hmmmm," he said.

"Are you sure it's all right? Should I

leave you?"
"If you think you can tear yourself

away," he kidded. "I'll meet you later."

Tony didn't go

But he didn't meet her. As he lay there
in the darkness, somehow the time slipped
by. He didn't want to spend it thinking,
but he couldn't help himself. Tomorrow.
. . . Jan . . . and there were his folks. He'd
call them. Manny had had two heart
attacks already. If they picked up the
papers and saw his name and the acci-
dent in headlines. . . . He'd call. Tell them
not to worry.
He'd do the worrying. What if ... ? Half

blind. . . . Funny how you took things
for granted . . . health, sight. . . . Career
... a glass-eyed leading man. That would
be different all right. Or a patch over the
eye. Tony Curtis, man of distinction. . . .

He heard the door open. "Shhhh, daddy's
asleep," Janet whispered.
And Kelly, "Daddy sleep . . . shhhh."
Janet was covering him with a blanket

and as she tucked him in, he felt her hands
on his shoulders. "Tony . . . you're shak-
ing."

And he'd been worrying about Jan fall-
ing apart. "A July chill."

"It's shock setting in." Her voice was
calm. "They say that's what happens. Did
the doctor give you a sedative?"
"Some pills ... in my coat pocket. I'd

forgotten."

She got the pills, disappeared into the
bathroom and came back with a glass of
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water. "Here now, take these. Then get

into your pajamas."
"Jan . . . first we'd better call the folks.

They took pictures on the set. They've sent

out the story. You know how they blow
things up. Mom and Manny might panic."

She brought his pajamas. "Climb into

these. I'll put in the call."

His mother was on the line in record
time. "Bernie, what a nice surprise!" Then
. . . "Are you all right? Janet? Kelly?"
"Sure, we're fine, Mom, I just wanted

to tell you, I got a scratch on the eye-
brow today. An arrow hit me. Everybody
made a lot of it. But it's nothing. No cause
for alarm."

"Bernie . .
." his mother's voice sounded

suspicious. "Let me talk to Janet."
Janet took the phone and reassured

them. Tony was fine, she was fine, Kelly
was fine, everybody was fine. They talked
to Manny and Bobby, caught up on all the
news. Then they said goodbye. "Now the
pills," Janet held them out to him. But the
phone rang. "Tony, it's Dr. Monnier!"

A friend from the ship

They'd met Jean Monnier on the He de
France coming over. He'd given them his

card in case they might need a doctor, or
advice on who to go to. "He just got into

town," Janet was saying. "He heard about
the accident and stopped by. He's in the
lobby."
"Wonderful . . . have him come up."
Wonderful, but still another hurdle. He

might suggest looking at the eye. And if he
examined it. . . .

It was great to see Monnier again. But
the dreaded question came. "Would you
like me to have a look at your eye?"
"Why don't you?" said Janet.

"Jan . . . it's just a scratch. . .
." Tony

said for the hundredth time. As the doctor
lifted the bandage, a glance passed be-

tween him and Tony. From Tony, a plead-
ing glance. And Monnier got the message.
After a while, their friend left. "Thank

you," said Tony, as he said goodbye. "For
everything."
Next morning, he awoke at ten. He

dressed for the trip to the hospital. He felt

better. The ache had gone away. He
could see blurry images through the eye.

"I'll be back in about an hour," he told

Janet, and he left for the clinic.

The ten-minute ride seemed more like

a month, but the wait while the doctor
examined his eyes was every minute of a

year. Then, finally, the doctor smiled.

"You'll have your sight," he said.

"Thank God."
"And well you might," Loriel said soft-

ly. "If the arrow had come one half of one
centimeter closer to the eyeball, you would
have lost the eye permanently."
The doctor began to tell him about the

new drug that Dr. Monnier had men-
tioned. "With this," he said, "it's possible

that you may not even have . . . what do
you call it ... a shiner?"
Tony grinned. He was still grinning

when he got back to the hotel. But he
wasn't thinking very straight. He burst
into the room shouting, "My eye . . . it's

going to be all right!" Then he realized
what he'd said. Jan's face told him.
"What do you mean it's going to be all

right? Tony, wasn't it going to be . .
.?"

She went to him. "Tony. . .

."

"Jan, you're shaking. . .
."

"So are you. . . . Oh, Tony. . .
."

For a long while they stood there, close,

where they belonged. Two very shaky,
very thankful people. END

Tony will be in UA's Kings Go Forth.
Tony and Janet will appear together in

The Vikings for UA and in The Perfect
Furlough for 17-1. 03
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bedtime story for liza

(Continued from page 32) were purple,
like certain flowers found only in a magic
forest half the world from here. The
Princess Liz had skin so white the sun
was afraid to shine on her, lest he stain

her milkiness with his red fingers.

But the Princess Liz had an enemy. A
wicked sorceress. A wicked, jealous sor-
ceress. The sorceress was jealous because
her own eyes were mud-colored, and her
hair was very thin on the top, and no
matter what she put on, her clothes never
looked just right. The sorceress was
wicked, because that is the way such
things go.

The spell

One day, this ugly, mean-tempered en-
chantress found the infant princess alone
in her cradle, and cast a spell on her.
You will be beautiful, she muttered,
(since I cannot help that) but your heart
will be a stone in your breast, a stone you
will try to give away time after time, but
which will always come back to you, a
little drier, a little heavier to bear. You
will be fawned on and flattered and paid
court (since I cannot help that) but your
only true friends will be dumb—the little

animals to whom you will speak, but who
may never answer you. Men will love

you (since I cannot help that) but you
will not know how to love, and you will

During the filming ofJeanne Bagels
director George Sidney briefed Kim
Novak and Jeff Chandler on a love
scene. "At first," the director said,

"Kim's the aggressor. She starts out
by kissing your eyes, your nose, your
lips—but you, Jeff, are very blase
about the whole thing. You ignore
her completely. Understand?" . . .

"Sure," Chandler replied. "Ignore
Kim Novak's advances and kisses.

Wouldn't it be easier if you kill me
first?"

Leonard Lyons
in The New York Post

trust and be betrayed, twice marry and
be twice divorced, weep through long,

grey nights. You will have the body of

a woman (since I cannot help that) and
the emotions of a child.

So spoke the wicked sorceress. The
baby princess stirred, and for one moment
a shaft of pity stabbed its way into the
sorceress' cobweb-covered, uninhabited
heart. The spell will be broken, she said,

when you reach the age of twenty-four,
and meet a man with a cigar. That's the
best I can do for you. But I warn you—
don't try to have his babies; more beauty
in the world is more than we witches can
stand. And she left.

And that is how it all began, dear Liza.

At eight, dear baby Liza, the little

princess had become a movie star, which
is a star as bright as the stars of heaven.
She appeared before her public, and her
public knelt and worshipped. She grew
tall, and had secrets. She fulfilled the
first of the sorceress' prophecies, as she
walked the lonely beaches, sharing her
dreams with a chipmunk she called Nib-
bles, riding a horse named Pi, who could
only listen, but never answer her.

In that tropical land to which she had
been brought, the little princess grew too
fast, like a hot-house orchid forced into

early bloom. The body of a woman, the
emotions of a child, and the prophecy
coming true. The princess searched for

love.
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The first prince to whom she plighted

her troth was young, with a wildness that

called out to her own wild heart. She
gave him that heart, and when she took
it back, she found it a little chipped
around the edges.

One husband gone. One marriage over.

And the spell still lingering.

Next came a mate, older, wiser, one
whom the princess could trust to shield

her, to give her two sons, even to father
that part of the princess herself which was
a child.

Golden days passed, in a great castle on
a green hill, but the princess' curse lay

over her; her wayward heart could not
settle in that place; her spirit was restless

as the rash spring rain; she separated from
her second husband. She stood in her
fabled living-room, among her many
treasures, and wept for a past she had
never understood, and a future she could
not believe in.

"After this I have nothing," sobbed the
princess. "After this I have nothing that
counts." And the two tiny princes, con-
fused by their mother's tears, crept si-

lently from her side.

The princess' 24th birthday came and
went. She journeyed to the legendary
city of New York in search of a charm
which would dry her brimming eyes. And
the prophecy completed itself. The prin-
cess met a man with a cigar.

You, dear baby Liza, might not at once
have recognized this man as a perfect,

gentle knight. He had lived two years to

each of the princess' one; some of the hair
on his head was not his own, and in his

family was a son older than the princess.

But they looked at each other, and the
spell that had bound her was broken.
One week later, the princess, who had

little practice in being coy, told her sub-
jects the news. "I love Mike," she pro-
claimed. "I love him passionately." And
Todd, lusty smoker of countless Corona-
Coronas, admitted he had foregone cigars,

the better to please his lady fair. On the
princess' naked, slender finger there ap-
peared a gem of great price, thirty carats
in weight, and so heavy the lady's hand
hung down under its glittering burden.

Mario Lanza, now making The
Seven Hills Of Rome, maintains his

weight at 180 lbs. "It has always
been my dream," he says, "to be
known as the Sinatra of the opera."

Leonard Lyons
in the New York Post

But at the height of her new happiness,
illness struck the princess. She was taken
to the hospital with a terrible back injury.

The magic potion

Then she was better. (That's what they
thought.) The princess flew with her be-
trothed to the seaside villa in Mexico, and
there they were married, and soon the
princess confirmed the suspicions of her
people—she was going to have a baby.

Ecstatically, the princess planned for
the future; but in private, her lord wor-
ried. "You've had two Caesarians already.
If anything should happen—

"

A woman in control of her woman's
; world, she reassured him. "Nothing will

|

happen—

"

i "But they said we shouldn't have this

|

child—"
She gave him back the strength he had

i
given her. "Only we know what we

I should do. We will have our daughter."
Good King Mike ordered two Rolls

Royces, a black one for himself and a
green one for his princess. Then they
wrapped up her two little sons, and sailed
for Europe.

By the time the entourage reached Lon-
don, the princess' back had begun to hurt
again. Together, they broached their fears
to the medical man. Was their unborn
baby in danger?
The doctor said no. The royal couple

seemed reassured, but a certain tension
was building. It would be hard for you
to understand, baby Liza. Yet this much
is true. Even people who love each other
very much can live through moments of

despair. There were the fears for the im-
pending baby; the pressure of the prin-
cess' recurrent pain. The princess and
her husband, over the first fine flush of

romance, had taken to quarreling in pub-
lic places. She didn't like his gambling
heavily (she remembered her first prince,

and his reckless ways) ; he tried to soothe
her irritations with more and more gifts-
three paintings from the collection of the
Aly Khan, another mink, a diamond ring,

"but not so heavy it will hurt her hand."
The husband suggested chartering a plane
for Paris. "Paris bores me," said Princess
Liz. "I will not go to Paris."

They chartered a plane for Nice, and
made up in the privacy of its cabin. If

undignified squabbles spoil your picture
of a fairy princess, consider for a moment.
Our princess, after all, is a human girl.

Perhaps too human. And she has been
spoiled by too many jewels, too many
cars, too many trunks full of silken stuffs

designed to adorn her loveliness. Too
many men have sighed as she passed by.

If she sometimes acts like a naughty child,

it's because one part of her still is a
naughty child, careless and prodigal as
only royalty can be.

Prodigal. Can the word convey the
splendor of that London party, given to

celebrate the premiere of Around the
World in Eighty Days? King Mike had
taken over an entire amusement park; he

had hired boats to ferry his two thousand
guests across the river Thames; he had
bought two thousand raincoats in case it

should rain.

Early in July, Mike and Liz came home
to America and met the press as they
landed. "We have more fun fighting than
most people do making love," said the prin-
cess, and Mike gasped. "Please, darling,

there are Boy Scouts present."

A few days later, all laughter ceased.
Liz was rushed to the hospital in terrible

pain. There was danger of losing the
baby. A distraught Mike paced the cor-
ridors.

Through his mind must have gone so
much. They told us we shouldn't have this

child. They told us, they told us ... .

All he knew was what the royal physi-
cians, the wizards of this world, had said.

He did not d^eam of an older warning, a

curse that waited to burst into awful
flower.

Nine doctors stood helpless by the bed.
Her hair was black against the sheets, her
skin so pale, the light gone from her eyes.

The baby came, still-born, it seemed.
Too tiny to fight for life. The sorceress'

spirit filled the room.
But magic is not always on the side of

darkness, baby Liza. The power of love
is stronger than the power of death.

One of the nine doctors plucked up the
infant, pressed mouth to mouth, breathed
air from whole strong lungs into lungs
unopened, breathed love, breathed life ....
Fourteen minutes until the baby sighed.

Fourteen minutes, and the victory was
won. Somewhere in that room, if you had
listened closely, you might have heard a

dark moan, a spatter of rage from the lips

of a beaten sorceress.

And so Elizabeth Frances Todd came
into the world, and her coming must
surely be written as a wonderful miracle. 65
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If you were older, baby Liza, you might
guess what I'm going to tell you. You
were that tiny infant, put to bed in an in-
cubator, gaining slowly, growing. You
won't remember, but some day you will

hear of the drama that surrounded your
advent, the seven nurses, the two thousand
wires and letters, the three private police-
men guarding your mother. You were only
a few days old when your father commis-
sioned a famous French artist to paint
your portrait. You weighed a respectable
6 pounds, 5 ounces, when your parents fi-

nally brought you home from the hospital
where you were born, to their new estate
in Connecticut.

A prediction for Liza

Already, you have a trust fund, baby
Liza, and so many gold spoons there's talk
of melting them down to make a small
tiara. You weren't invited to your dad-
dy's big party in Madison Square Garden
in October, but you wouldn't have en-
joyed it anyway. You're used to a quieter
life.

Right now your mother and father are
far from you, bound for Singapore, even
as I speak. They've just left the continent

of Australia. They will tour the mysteri-
ous east, publicizing Around the World in
Eighty Days. In Sydney, at an official

luncheon, your father kissed your mother
while the Premier of New South Wales
was talking. The newspapers had pungent
words to say about this act, but we ap-
plaud it. Your mother and father are in
love, and love is a charm against dark-
ness.

Snug in your cradle, baby Liza, you
don't know your narents are gone; you
don't miss them. But looking at you is

a little frightening, a little like gazing
backward, into a magic pool. Because
you have purple eyes, Liza, like certain
flowers found only in a magic forest half
the world from here. You have black,
black hair, blacker than a witch's heart,
softer than an April day. You have skin
so white the sun is afraid to shine on you.
But let's stop the story here. Let's say
and they all lived happily ever after.

Let's say it, and let's hope that it comes
true.

You can see Liz now in MGM's Raintree
County. Watch for her soon in MGM's
Cat On A Hot Tin Roof.

meet ricky
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(Continued from page 43) I couldn't have
done it without them, without their help.

"After my first record came out, some
people talked to me about my style. They
said I was trying to imitate other singers.

Boy did that make me mad! Honestly, the

thing I'm most individual about is my
singing. It bothers me when people try to

tell me what songs to sing or how to stand

or what I should do on stage. When I sing

I'm being completely myself—I'm not try-

ing to imitate anybody! I guess I can
understand what Jimmy Dean and Marlon
Brando must have gone through when
they first started out and everybody tried

to tell them how to live their lives and
what to wear in public."

Since his success on records, people
meeting Ricky expect a hip rock-and-
roller, who talks in bop language. That
isn't Ricky at all. He's a shy guy—until

he really knows you. A quiet boy—until

you've been around him for a while. Then
all of a sudden he starts talking his head
off, telling you jokes and making you feel

like an old friend. Then you realize you've

made the grade, and Ricky feels relaxed

around you and he's a completely dif-

ferent person. He's down to earth and
loads of fun to be with.

Unspoiled

And the more you see Ricky the more
you also realize that his ability to take

success in stride is almost unbelievable

—

in fact, it's miraculous.
A boy of seventeen who is able to remain

unaffected by the constant glare of the

spotlight, by the screams and cheers of ad-
mirers, by the hero worship that continually

surrounds him—that's really something.

To really know him as he is today, to

understand him, it's necessary to go back

to the beginning ... to see through his

own eyes and through those who know
him best just what it is that makes Ricky

the way he is.

Ricky sums up his childhood this way:
"I've been raised to act natural. My
folks always told me that the most im-
portant thing was to be myself. Dad's

given me a lot of advice, but the one

thing that sticks out most in my mind is

when he said to me, 'Always try to be

polite and to please others. Enjoy yourself.

Try to make living worthwhile, but enjoy

life too.'

"

As he talked, Ricky relaxed on a couch
in the Nelson bungalow at General Service
Studios. The four-room cottage serves as
a home away from home for Ozzie, Har-
riet, his brother David and Ricky cn the
days when they're filming their tv series.

Ricky was finishing his usual lunch, a
hamburger and a thick chocolate malt,
topped off by his major vice, cough drops
—which he consumes by the boxful.

"I've never been treated as anything
special. I've always gone to public school
like anybody else. When Dave and I left

the studio we left the Ozzie and Harriet
show behind and we went about our busi-
ness of just growing up. When we went
out for sports, Dad saw to it that no
publicity was allowed. When I was play-
ing tournament tennis and Dave was play-
ing football, people wanted to take pictures
of us for magazines—but Pop said no. He
felt that if we worked hard and made our
letters in athletics it would be because of

our own ability and not because of, or
through, publicity.

We couldn't get into scraps

"In some ways, as the sons of well-
known parents, we've had a greater re-
sponsibility to our folks than most kids
have. We always knew that if we got into

any kind of kid scrap it would bring dis-

credit to our folks' name—and make head-
lines.

"I'm always asked about the advantages
and disadvantages of being born into a
well-known family. Sure there are advan-
tages, lots of them. One good example
would be with me and my records. I know
it sure helped me getting started in the
recording field because a lot of people
knew my name from the family tv show.
But there are disadvantages, too. We
really haven't had too much spare time
to ourselves. I'm not complaining, only
just stating a fact."

Ricky—Eric Hilliard Nelson, that is

—

was born on May 8, 1940, in Teaneck, New
Jersey. By the time he'd arrived on the
scene, his parents had given up traveling
around the country with the Nelson
orchestra and had established roots in
Hollywood. While Ricky was still in diapers,
Ozzie and Harriet became regulars on the
Red Skelton Show on radio. Three years
later, when Red went into the service,

Ozzie thought of the idea of doing a
family-type radio program. In 1944, The
Adventures of Ozzie and Harriet made its

debut.



In 1949, when the child actors who ap-

peared on the radio show outgrew their

parts, Ricky and Dave were allowed to

audition for the roles of themselves—and

it was perfect casting! Ricky was not

quite nine when he did his first program,

and he was so small that he needed a

specially-constructed short-legged mike!

For three years Ricky worked on radio.

! In 1952, the Nelsons came into tv, creating

a television first which still was un-
matched—they are the first and only

family to be a real family on and off

screen.
This brings us up to date on Ricky

—

|
until last year when he recorded I'm

|

Walkin', and found himself an overnight

I sensation, an idol, as teenagers all over
the country decided Ricky Nelson was their

I new dream-boat.
' That's the past of Ricky Nelson.

I It wouldn't have been at all surprising

[

if Ricky had gone off the deep end a bit.

;The fact is—he hasn't changed at all.

j

Except where one thing is concerned.

! Girls.

Alan Rypenski can tell you about Ricky
and girls.

"Ricky and I sort of grew up together,"

Alan explains. "We've been around each
other a lot. Ricky's Mom—I call her Aunt
Harriet—and my Mom were childhood
friends. In fact, when they were teen-
agers, they were on stage together.

|

"Ricky certainly has changed in the

(past few months," Alan continues. "You
ishould have seen him before he made
|that hit record! My folks have a beach
house and Ricky's spent a lot of time
there. He used to come over and if there
were a group of kids he didn't know, he'd

In the final scene at Avila for The
Pride And The Passion, which Stan-
ley Kramer filmed in Spain, Cary
Grant has to carry the bodies of
Frank Sinatra and Sophia Loren to
the center of the square and lay

them at the feet of a statue of
Saint Teresa. For two days Grant
carried the bodies, alternating be-
tween Sophia and Frank, until the
scene was finally finished. Some-
one, feeling that Sophia probably
weighed as much as Frank, asked
Grant for his opinion.

"Well, maybe she does," replied
Grant, "but she is beautifully coun-
ter-balanced."

Of Sinatra, Grant quipped: "He's
supposed to be a lightweight, but
after a day of toting him around
I figure he must weigh as much as
Sophie Tucker!"
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jst shy away and stay in the house. But
i few week ends ago, Ricky dropped over
jnd one of the girls asked bin if he'd
ing and I thought to myself—this is where
ticky disappears.

he change in Ricky

"I was right. He went into the house,
nd I was all set to explain to the kids
lat Ricky was just shy—when I looked
p and saw him. He'd gone in the house
1 right, but just to get his guitar!
"He came back down to the beach and

jist started in and before long everyone
ras calling out requests and he was sing-
\g his head off. That's what I mean when
Isay he's changed."
I
Alan grinned. "Since he's been making
kords, the girls have really gone wild
/er him—but then they always did, sort

f.
Only now they aren't as subtle! Ricky

jill gets embarrassed when girls make a
bs over him, but he's a typical guy.
[hen he spots a cute looking girl at the
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beach or someplace, you can be sure he
makes sure she notices him!" But if you
ask Ricky about the Casanova bit, you find

out something new. The kind of girl he
likes. Ricky blushes, stammers and an-
swers, "I go for older women—you mow,
about eighteen or nineteen!

"Right now the girl I see most is

Marianna Gaba. Gee, she's cute. She's a
beauty contest winner and a freshman
at the University of Southern California.
We're not exactly going steady, but she's

. . . well . . .

"I've gone steady about four times. But
that was when I was younger. Three of the
four times it didn't last very long, about
a week or two; but the fourth time I

went steady for quite a while—almost six

months!"
What's his biggest problem as a teen-

ager? "Well, right now, I have two prob-
lems," says Ricky, "my hail and sleep-

ing. Pop thinks my hair is too long in

front and he wants me to have it cut.

He also doesn't think I get enough sleep

at night. But honestly, I like my hair this

way and as for getting to bed early,

well it's kind of hard for me. You see, I

go to school on the studio lot this year.

I have a teacher here in the bungalow
from nine until three. During the day, if I

have to leave my school work to do a
scene, then I have to make up whatever
time I miss in the afternoon. School, plus
working every afternoon means that the
only time I have to do anything is at night.

We have a forty-week shooting sched-
ule, five days a week, including holidays,

which doesn't give me too much time. But
I must say that Dad is very good about
letting Dave and me off if we have some-
thing important to do. I don't mean we
aren't in the show, but if we have to go
someplace special, like when I was playing
in tennis tournaments, then Dad would

see to it our scenes were scheduled around
our activities."

Can't goof off with Pop

Has he ever thought about goofing off

on a show?
"Have I ever felt like goofing off? Sure!

Who hasn't? But I've never done it! It's

not like a job where you can call the boss
and say I don't feel so good or I have to

visit a sick friend. Since my Pop is the
boss I can't very well tell him I'm going
to see a sick friend! But I'll tell you some-
thing I've been thinking about, just for

the fun of it. If I had one week in my
life when I could forget about school, rec-
ords, tv and responsibilities, you know
what I'd do? Well, first I'd go steady, then
I'd enter a road race, fly to Paris, drive to

the French Riviera, go water skiing and
relax on the beach. How's that for a week?

"I used to have a sportscar, a Porche,
like Dave has. Only I was in an accident
and I don't have it anymore. I was com-
ing home from a date with a friend of

mine. We'd just taken the girls home and
we were headed towards my house. Al-
though I couldn't know it, a water sprink-
ler had broken and the street was almost
flooded. My wheels hit the water, the
car skidded, we hit a pole and rolled over
three times. I don't know how, but my
friend and I weren't hurt very much-
only the car was completely wrecked. All

I can remember about the accident is wak-
ing up, lying on a curb and seeing girls

around me holding my hands. I guess
they'd driven by, seen the accident and
stopped to help us. Boy, waking up with
those girls around me, I didn't know
where I was—in Heaven, or what!"
And that's just about what the girls

think when they think of Ricky—they
don't know where they are—in Heaven, or

what! END 67
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(Continued jrom page 47) way she re-

membered seeing Bette Davis laugh on the

hlTe Show one night. "That was some

da
Sal looked over at this sweet gal who

was his sister. Ordinarily, knowing there

was something on her mind he would

have teased her out of it, kidded her into

'fessing what was up. But Sal knew that

tonight Sarins had gone out on her first

date—even though it was really a group

date, that a first date is a big thing to a

young girl, that the smile on her face

when she'd got dressed and left the house

earlier that evening was a far cry from

the hurt, disappointed look on her face

rlg

He squeezed her hand, sympathetically.

"I can see it's advice time," he said.

Sarina looked over at him, smiling now.

"I guess so," she said, softly.

Sal didn't say anything for a moment

Because that smile of Sarina's reminded

him of one she'd given him a long time

ago, when he was six and she was just

four, back in the days when his mother

had to help his dad down at the coffin

factory and Sal was placed m charge ot

taking care of his baby sister.

Out of the past

It had started with a few of his pals

coming over to the Mineo house one after-

noon, equipped with cap pistols and bean-

shooters. , , Cl,,o
"Come on out and play with us, Salva-

tore " they said. , .

"I can't," Sal told them, pointing to his

sister, who was sitting on the floor at this

point, playing with a chunk of Italian

bread. "I've gotta take care of Sarina

"Awwww," one of the boys said, pulling

the bread out of her hand and tossing it

across the room. "You always gotta take

care of Sarina." .

Sal was shrugging and walking across

the room to retrieve the bread when, from

the corner of his eye, he saw the boy lean

down and take a sly poke at his sister.

Sal remembers Sarina's big brown eyes

filling with tears, her little body beginning

to shake with sobs. :

"Hey you jerk," he said, turning and

rushing the boy and beginning to let him

have it with his fists. "You leave my sister

alone. ... You leave her alone!

The fight lasted for a few minutes, the

other boy leading on points all the way.

But then blood started gushing from the

rough-neck's nose—and he and his pals

were out of the house pronto.

Sal turned back to Sarina. She was still

crving "What're you crying about.' he

asked "Don't you see I almost got my

head knocked off?"

He got on his knees and began to tickle

her under the arms and on her tummy—
anything to get her to stop crying

And then, suddenly, she did stop. But

instead of laughing, the way she a ways

laughed when Sal tickled her, she simply

smiled a great big admiring smile and she

saidi "You my brother ... You take care

of me. ... - , ,

"Yep " Sal said now, eleven years later,

looking at Sarina smile at him and re-

membering that other smile. I can see

it's advice time."

How it happened

He asked her to tell him all about her

date that night and what had gone wrong

"Well" Sarina began—she and tour 01

her girl friends had made a movie date

with five boys from their school for that

night. They were supposed to meet the

boys outside the local RKO theater at

seven o'clock, then all go in together. The

girls got there a few minutes before seven

Of course, they didn't expect the fellows

to be there on time. But came ten after

seven, then a quarter after, then half past

then a quarter to eight-and still ™ boys

showed The girls, real miffed, decided

he heck wi* fhe fellows and let's go m
by ourselves. They weren't inside the

theater three minutes when suddenly like

stampeding cattle, five young boys-their

Jates-came rushing down the aisle and

grabbed seats behind them alongside

fhem wherever they could find an empty

one "Hi," the boys cried out in chorus

"we were held up." Sarina and the other

girls nodded to one another in silent cho-

rus. They realized darn well now that the

bovs hadn't been held up at all, that

they'd probably been standing on a corner,

near the theater, watching the girls wait-

ing for them to buy their own tickets and

go inside, just so they wouldn't have
|Pa

#ell, Sarina continued, that wasn't bad

enough. "But you know what happened

next?" she asked, still indignant at the}

thought.
"What?" Sal asked.

"Well" Sarina continued—after tn

movie one of the boys said why didnt they

all go for a pizza and some cream soda

"Great," the girls said, figuring the boy|n

were trying to make up for the trick they c

played with the tickets. So they wen

and had a couple of big pizzas and tw(

cream sodas each. And when they wer,

finished—"What do you think happened'S asked. One of the boys, *e ge

ometry champ at school, no less had th

nerve to pick up the check and divide
)J

into ten parts-and start collecting th

shares, including the tip, from all of ther|

including the girls.
ii

1

Loved Zsa Zsa's crack to John il

Winqate—"Oh. dollink, I'm a vun-

derful housekeeper . . . Every time

I get a divorce, I keep the house. s

—Cholly Knickerbocker
1

"And?" Sal asked, calmly.

"And?" Sarina asked back, as it

say wasn't that enough? „

"And do you think the boys should ha

paid, Sis?" Sal asked.

"Well yes," Sarina said. After all,

was their idea to begin with, to go out, >t

of us together."

Sal thought for a moment. These bo}

Sis" he said, "they're about your at.

aren't they—fifteen and sixteen?
f

"Yes," Sarina said.
{
£

"And they don't work, do they.' vj

"No," Sarina said, "not as far as I knoi

"And they get allowances, probably, ] i

like you, just the same amount as y

probably?" Sal asked.

"I guess so," Sarina said. .But,

added, quickly, "I save Jrom my alio

ance. Every week I. . . .

Everybody's broke

"You save, Sis, that's true," Sal int.

rupted her. "But with fellows it s drfferej,

Sal got up and walked across the rc

for a pencil and paper.

"Look, Sis," he said, sittmg down ag<

"Let's figure it out. The movie torn

cost about a dollar apiece, right.'

Sarina nodded.
"And the pizza and sodas.'

"A dollar-and-a-half, including 1,

Sarina said, remembering well how m
it had cost. , ^

"So that makes two-and-a-halt dol

a person," Sal said, jotting down the

ure He multiplied by two. Five



ars," he said, shoving the total in front of

iarina's face and tickling her nose with it.

Do you have five dollars on you?"
"No," Sarina said, laughing, "I was broke

fter the movie and pizza."

Sal was glad she'd got the point. "Just
bink of it this way, Sis," he said, turning
srious again. "The boys didn't have any
loney, but they wanted to go out with
ou and your friends. That was honor
hough, wasn't it?"

"Yes," Sarina said, without hesitation,
he grabbed his hand again. "Sal," she
aid, "now that you're home, now that
^e're talking like in the old days, there's
>mething else important I'd like to ask
ou."

"Shoot," Sal said.

ie question of make-up
"Well," Sarina began, "most of the girls

; school are beginning to use make-up
fid so far I've been afraid to use any-
thing but a little lipstick once in a while,
tow do you feel about make-up, Sal?"

like it," Sal said, "as long as you use
'< intelligently."

[He got up and asked Sarina to come
jith him, to his room. Among all the
|iff he'd brought with him from Cali-
rnia was his make-up box, crammed with
jjuipment he might have to use if he did

y'dfciy television stints while he was East,

ent )ip
showed a now-ecstatic Sarina the con-

toolotits of the box and then he told her to

|
down while he made her up with all

5 things he could possibly put on her.
[The only catch was that Sarina wasn't
look at herself in the mirror until he

e j|i|is finished.

'Okay?" he asked.
'Okay," Sarina agreed, thrilled.
ie started with a base, something very
hilar to pancake. Then he applied some

—Hige. Next he applied the powder. Then
the eyes, he found something that

aid serve as shadow and mascara. Fol-
ding that, he darkened her eyebrows
h a black 'wrinkle' pencil he happened
have on hand. And from the rouge he
icocted a deep-red lipstick which he
)lied to Sarina's already slightly-lip-
;ked lips.

Finito," he said, when he was through.
Can I see now?" Sarina asked, unable

f hide her excitement.
Sure," Sal said, handing her a mirror.

lem i

havi

i is how it looks

[e watched the smile on Sarina's face
ippear and he turned around for a mo-
it to keep from laughing as she groaned
i, Sal, this is terrible . . . terrible!"
iHere," Sal said, reaching for a handful
tissues and handing them to Sarina.
,pt I did was put too much on you

—

mistake a lot of young gals make.
W you take off whatever you think

kno« can do without. And then whatever 's

W'j and you feel looks good on you . . .

is y<v!, that's the amount you can keep

t," ^krina grabbed the tissues and began to
" 1 First to go were the excess on the
brows. Then some of the mascara.
In some of the rouge, pancake and lip-
's.

infc' ie stared into the mirror again when
rem was finished. "I see," she said, nod-
to";—and pleased now. "I see exactly

ft you mean. . .
."

ti ag||ow that Sal had started on this advice-
and because Sarina was enjoying
much, being with her brother again,

ing to him the way they used to talk
n they re kids, about everything
anything under the sun, they spent

,\v mj'|next hour together talking about the
Sal knew was uppermost on his

's mind, on any fifteen-year-old's
p—boys and her appearance.

rive

torn:
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(Advertisement)

Sex and your
Perspiration

By Valda Sherman

Did you know there are two kinds of perspiration?
"Physical," caused by work or exertion; and "nervous,"
stimulated by emotion or sexual excitement.

Doctors say that this "sex perspiration" is the big

offender in underarm stains and odor. It is caused by
special glands that are bigger, more powerful, pour out more perspiration.
And this kind of perspiration causes the most offensive odor.

Science has discovered that a deodorant needs a special ingredient
specifically formulated to overcome this offensive "sex perspiration" odor.
And now it's here . . . the remarkable ingredient Perstop*- the most
effective, yet the gentlest odor-stopping ingredient ever discovered —
and available only in the new cream deodorant ARRID.

Use ARRID daily and you'll be amazed how quickly this new arrid with
Perstop* penetrates deep into the pores and stops this "sex perspiration"
odor. Stops it as no "roll-on," spray-on, or stick deodorant could ever do.

You rub ARRID in - rub perspiration our . . . rub arrid in -rub odor out.
When the cream vanishes, you know you are safe, even when you are
nervous or stimulated by emotion or sexual excitement. Doctors have
proved that this new arrid with Perstop* is actually 1 y2 times as effective
as all leading deodorants tested.

Remember—nothing protects you like a cream . . . and no cream pro-
tects you like arrid with Perstop*. So don't be half-safe. Be completely
safe. Use arrid with Perstop* to be sure. Only 43 <f plus tax.
Carter Products trademark for sulfonated hydrocarbon surfactants.

From Sal himself, later, we learned
about some of the things he advised Sa-
rina on:
Being well-groomed, for instance

—

"Your hair, first of all," he said. "Be sure
your hair's always well-combed and
brushed. I notice you're beginning to
grow a pony tail. Good. I think they're
cute. But no matter how you wear your
hair, be sure it's healthy and shiny-look-
ing. Fellows like it that way. ... As for
jewelry, I notice you have a whole load of
it in that box in your bedroom. I should
know. T gave you some of it. But be
sure, Sis, that you don't wear too much
of it at one time. Some girls do, and I

think it looks terrible. A guy doesn't want
to go out on a date with a Christmas tree.
He'll always settle for just a girl."

Education—"Most fellows are happy
when they meet a girl who happens to be
pretty and who likes him and who accepts
an invitation to go out with him. But after
their first half hour together, it doesn't
matter so much if the girl is pretty and
nice

—

if she isn't smart. I don't mean she's
gotta know the plots of all the old Greek
dramas and exactly how Sputnik works up
there in the stratosphere. But she should
know what the inside of a book looks like
and she should be interested in her school
work, even if she's not top girl in every
class she's in. Because no guy likes a dope
—either to introduce to his family or his
friends, or for himself."
Cultivating interests—"Outside interests

are important, too. Yours and his. I
mean, if the fellow you're goin-? out with
happens to like baseball or fishing or
souped-up jalopies, don't clam up and
make a face every time he begins talking
about these things. It doesn't hurt to
show an interest in what he likes. In fact,
it'll make him feel you're more interested

in him as a person if you do . . . And get
him interested in what you like, too. Your
record collection, for instance. Your pho-
tography. You might think he'll be bored
if you start to talk about these things, if

you ask him to share them with you. But
you'll end up being very surprised when
he comes over to the house one night and
says, 'How about us staying here and lis-
tening to So-and-so sing Such-and-such?'
or 'What do you say we go down to the
park tomorrow afternoon and take some
pictures with your camera?'

"

Eager beaver
Waiting jor the phone to ring—

"Don't mope around the phone waiting for
a fellow to call. Lots of girls waste lots
of time this way. If he likes you, he'll call
all right. Ai.d besides, if you do pitch
tent right next to the phone, you're liable
to pick it up midway through the first ring
and act too excited when you start talking
to him. And no guy appreciates a girl
who acts too excited."

Inviting a fellow in after a date—"Some
people think it's old-fashioned for a girl
to ask a fellow into the house for a little
while after the movies, say. But I happen
to like it. And it pleases parents, too.
Not that they have to hang around after
seeing that you're home safe and after
saying hello to your fellow. That I don't
like. But it's a good chance for them to
know your boyfriend a little better—and,
after they've gone to bed or back to watch
TV, there's nothing corny or old-fashioned
about bringing your date into the kitchen
for some cokes and cookies or some fudge
or a cake you yourself might have hap-
pened to have made that day. And, in
some cases, where the fellow has spent all
of his money on a movie or bowling or
something else earlier in the evening, this 69



a BLONDE'S

In just 6 short weeks-and with the help of my GOLDEN BLONDE

HAIR— I captured my guy. .for goodl I wouldn't say H was

ENTIRELY the result of my ll-minute BLONDEX Beauty Bath, but

that shining, radiant color surely attracted him and held him, too.

BLONDEX, the new "lotion" shampoo, specially for blondes, is

made at home FRESH as you need it. Quickly whipping into a

creamy, billowy lather, Blondex instantly removes the dull, dingy

film that makes hair dark, old-looking, brings out light, lustrous

shine and spa rkling highlights men love. Gel BLONDEX today at

10?, drug or department stores.

ENLARGEMENT
ofyour Fai/Offfe Photo

TrOM FAMOUS HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS

, \ Just to get acquainted, we will
[a make you a beautiful 5x7

silvertone portrait enlarge-
A\ ment of any snapshot, photo

,
or negative. Be sure to include
color of hair, eyes and cloth-

l\^2SS^^v in § for prompt information
^WSTiliVVUY on having your enlargement
beautifully hand-colored in oil and mounted
in a handsome frame. Limit 2. Enclose 10c

for handling and mailing each enlargement.
Originals returned. We will pay $100.00 for

photo selected bi-monthly to be used in our
advertising. Act NOW! U.S.A. only.

HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS. Dept. F-412

7021 Santa Monica Blvd., Hollywood 38, Calif.

POEMS WANTED
For musical setting . . . send
Poems today. Any subject.

Immediate Consideration. Phonograph records made.

CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32 St., Studio 340, New York 1

"If I could only

feed myself
1

1

Qi/WOMtl is not enough!

Join
THE

MARCH
OF DIMES

is a nice way for the two of you to still be

together a little while longer and for you

to repay 'him for the nice time he's shown
you." ,

Steady dating—"I've never gone steady

in my life, Sis, so I don't know exactly

what the feeling really is. I think the

whole idea of going steady young stems

from a need for security on the part of

certain people, a need to be lo\ed by one

person, to belong to one person. I don t

happen to think you're the kind of girl

who needs that kind of security. Just like

I don't . . . But anyway, when the time

does come for you to begin feeling serious

about some particular boy—maybe two

years from now, maybe five years from

now—you know the kind of boy I'd like

him to be? Well, I'd like you both to have

the same common interests, for one thing.

And I'd like him to show you a lot of

respect. Not necessarily the pulling-out-

the-chair bit and the kind who asks 'May

I?' before he does everything. But just

genuine respect, the way a good boy

should have for a good girl .... And I'd

like to see, too, the type of boy who can

stand on his own—a boy who can and

will stick up for his own rights. And, most

of all, I'd like to shake hands someday
with a boy who will show you a lot of

fun, nice times, a boy who will always

make you happy. . .
."

Like old times

At that moment Bongo, the Mineo's box-

er, walked into the room and stared

sleepy-eyed up at Sal and Sarina, as if to

say You two still up?
For years, Sal and Sarina were used to

the dog coming in at about midnight-time

and breaking up their pow-wows. They
looked at each other now and laughed.

"Good night, Sis," Sal said, taking the

cue. He reached over and kissed Sarina

on the cheek.
"Good night, Sal," Sarina said, kissing

him back. "I'll see you in the morning."

She held hard to his hand for a second.
".

. . And thanks for everything you've

told me."
Sal smiled and nodded. "Come on, Bon-

go," he said, signaling the dog to follow

him. "The baby's got to get some sleep."

"Baby??" he heard Sarina explode in-

dignantly as he left the room with the

pooch.
He walked back to the living room and

sat down on the couch again and picked

up the script he'd been reading earlier that,

evening. He started to study it again
j

But not for long.

Growing up . . .

"Well," he said, slowly, looking down ai

Bongo, "I guess Sarina's growing up . .

and starting to think of boys."

The dog nodded.
"The first boy she brings home, wher;

she does," Sal went on, ".
. . if you don"

lik<= him. Bongo, you sic h ;m."
The dog growled, as if he understood.

"Hey," Sal said suddenly, as if he wal

afraid Bongo really understood. He patte^

the pooch's back gently with his hand

"What I mean," he said, "is . . . well, if yo^

don't like him, you can bark a little. Okay?^
The dog blinked.

"Good," Sal said, getting back to hi

script. He looked away from it and bac

to Bongo just long enough to add, "Bu

not too loud. After all, we've got to giv

the boy a chance. . .
." EN

Sol is scheduled to do Tubee's Montj

ment for Columbia.

bing went the strings of my heart ,1

70

(Continued from page 29) Yes, the story

broke when I was vacationing in New
York, and I made up my mind the first

thing I would do when I returned home
would be to call Kathy and ask her to

come to see me.
Do you think becoming Mrs. Bing Cros-

by, the wife of "a national institution" as

Joe B. Lewis terms Bing, had changed my
young friend? Mrs. Bing was as easy to

get on the telephone as Miss Grant had

been, and when I asked her if she would

come over and see me, she did.

Happy? She's just bubbling and glowing

with joy. And yet—even so, Kathy re-

tains that mature reserve and dignity that

is so much a part of her personality and

is such a surprise in a girl so young.

She was wearing a red cashmere skirt

and sweater and a white cashmere coat

so becoming to her dark beauty. Her

hair was the new do she wore in her wed-

ding pictures—slicked straight back, with

a coquettish spray of bangs.

No sad remembering

We had much to talk about and we
started out like magpies—but one thing

became clear very soon: there would be

no sad re-hashing over what happened

when Kathy and Bing dropped their ro-

mance for almost a year.

She did say this: "We quarreled—but

Bing and I do not want to think or talk

about it. That's over and done with and

forgotten in the wonderful happiness we
have found. You complimented me once

for not wearing my heart on my sleeve.

"I would not say this much to anyone

else—but I do want to say you were ter-

ribly kind to me at a time when I needed

friends and consolation. I shall never for-

get it."

"All right, Kathy," I said patting h<J'

hand, "we won't talk about that 'tirr1

out.' " But I had heard a very sentiment: 1

little story about how they happened {
make up and I wanted to ask her if it W?
true.

Sees Bing on TV
p

I went on, "I heard that when you saP

Bing and Frank Sinatra on the Edsel t

show you sat and cried all through tl

program. Later someone told this to Bi

So what did he do but march straight

a telephone, call you and say 'Kathy, tit

is Bing. If you are free, will you havi

dinner with me tonight?' True or false:

She just looked at me.
"And then, without anyone knowing

you two slipped out that evening and h;

dinner at a little restaurant where mov
stars seldom dine. And you talked ai

talked 'til the wee small hours of t

morning. After that night you both kn<

you'd never be apart again. As Bing lat

told reporters at your wedding breakfa

'I just found out I couldn't be hap
without her.' And the very next day y
started making these secret plans to elo

and decided on Las Vegas because
presence of movie stars there does not

tract attention. Right?"
The words almost burst from her, "C

how can you know all this?" Then,

mustn't talk about it really"—but she v

smiling at me.
"I hear that you and your Aunt Ma

who isn't your Aunt at all but a cl<i

family friend with whom you make yc

Hollywood home, caught an early plsS

to Nevada and checked into the Sai

Hotel and Bing caught a later plane. A
that you might have gotten away with

for hours except that the marriage licei



!i at

clerk, a lady, is a movie fan and immedi-
ately recognized you!" I persisted.
Kathy was openly laughing now—but

still saying neither yes or no. But it was
obvious my crystal ball was working. Her
vivacious face was a dead give away.
Besides, she doesn't mind talking about

the marriage and what happened since;
in fact, she loves it.

"Let me tell you about our honeymoon
home in Palm Desert," she broke in
eagerly. "You know, even Bing hadn't
seen his new house until we went there
together right after our marriage—so it

was a big thrill to both of us.
"It's quite isolated, back up near the

purple mountains, and so far off the road
someone said you needed a sidewinder to
guide you there," Kathy laughed. "But, oh—it's so beautiful.
"The house itself, built in wings around

a big swimming pool, is modern in feeling
—and yet it lends itself to the most beau-
tiful antiques. You know, Bing had
bought many lovely treasures from the
San Simeon estate of your wonderful
boss, Mr. William Randolph Hearst.
"There is a beautiful blue mosaic of the

Madonna which Mr. Hearst had bought in
Spain which has been built right into the
wall of the house facing the garden."
Really warming to her subject, the

brand new Mrs. Crosby continued, "A
magnificent antique bed which had been
in Mr. Hearst's private suite is the piece
pe resistance of our personal suite—and
:>h, it's all so beautiful and peaceful. The
world seems a million miles away," she
sighed blissfully.

J
"Kathy," I broke in, "have you seen any

)f Bing's boys since your marriage?"
She replied quickly, "Oh, yes. Just last

week end Lindsay brought his girl friend
or Saturday and Sunday—he had a leave
;rom camp. And when Bing made the
presentation of the $100,000 check to his
lma mater, Gonzaga University, for their
brary—Phillip was there."
"Everyone in the family has been so

wonderful," Kathy said. "Mrs. Crosby-
ding's mother—gave us the most beauti-
ful Madonna for our prie-dieu and she
Ttave me personally some very old gold
ilates which she treasures very much."
Well, this should end all gossip that

ling's marriage was not favored by his
amily.

As for Kathy's family—they are just
|razy about him.

[

"You should have seen Bing at the re-
sption my mother gave for us when we
ew to Texas," Kathy said. "All the peo-

!h thi

movi'

arm'

kne

av y<

'

o ekfl
1
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not

gllt-ft, • J "ic jjcu-

{ thii'e in my home town, West Columbia, and
\Jj\om Robstown about 200 miles away—

I

ent to High School there—came to the
;ception and Bing shook hands with
bery last one of them! Then, the next

idhafy. he went with me to all the schools in
vest Columbia and sang to the children
ifithout any accompaniment. Quite a fella

tljijiat husband of mine!" she beamed.
?|I told her that I must say I was a bit
arprised that Bing is being so willing for
>iv to continue her career as an up-and-

jpil>ming actress at Columbia.
-f "It isn't surprising when you realize
ing's philosophy that working at some-
ing that interests you and which you
;ve is one of the great blessings of life,"
athy said. "If he wanted me to quit I
ould do it in a minute.
|"But my husband," she added proudly,

mlvjaid to me—'Kathy, you've been active for
jlong time. You've worked hard for what

jlainbu ve accomplished as an actress. It
dopuldn't be fair and it's not my intention
yoo| ask you to give it up. One of the
plaffrdest things in the world is to do

, s«i< thing.'

jyflt made me feel so good for him to say
iVith
Is—it made me feel he was proud of

licet
ip, she said quietly.

I know how really proud Bing is of her.
He has such great admiration for her in-
telligence as well as her beauty. He once
said to me when he was first dating
Kathy, "Can you imagine this girl getting
her college degree from the University of
Texas at Austin during the time she was
under contract first to Paramount, and
then to Columbia? Pretty smart, huh?"

It was soon after Kathy had signed her
Paramount contract that she first met
Bing—not as an actress, but as a journal-
ist covering the Hollywood scene as a spe-
cial correspondent for twenty Texas
newspapers. When she first interviewed
Bing, he laughed: "Oh, go on. You aren't
a reporter. You're too pretty." Kathy
proved it to him by bringing him the
clippings of her interview as it was
printed in Texas. "Not bad," judged
Bing, "not bad at all."

When they started dating, at first cas-
ually, it was very obvious that the little
actress-reporter was falling very much in
love with Bing. He is her first great love
and her only one.
Kathy became a convert to Bing's reli-

gion when she joined the Catholic Church
in 1955 soon after she got her Masters de-
gree in college. She was and is a very
devout girl. I happen to know that all the
time that she and Bing were separated,
she never once ceased to pray for his hap-
piness.

I said, "Kathy, you've told me what
Bing thinks about your continuing your
career; now how do you feel about it. Do
you think it's possible to be a good wife
and a movie star at the same time?"
She thought that over carefully for a

minute. "I guess it's going to be like
having a split personality," she smiled.
"One half of me will be Kathryn Crosby,
wife of Bing. I want to be a good wife in
every sense of the word—and the other
half will be Kathryn Grant, the actress."
Suddenly she laughed gaily. "I'm even

doing some cooking. That is, I'm trying
to learn. I'm just terrible if you want
to know the truth. But Bing is so patient.
He eats it—even says I'm getting okay on
salad dressings!"
Kathy continued, "I also want to be free

to accompany Bing when he's free of his
own work. I want to be with him at
Hayden Lake and at Pebble Beach or
when and if he wants to vacation in Eu-
rope.

At this time, Kathy was having ward-
robe fittings for her next, Gunman's Walk
which will be made on location in Ari-
zona. "Bing's chartering a plane to fly me
over in a few days, and I'll fly back to
Palm Desert to spend every week end
with him," Kathy said.

As the time drew near for us to end our
talk, I couldn't let this charming girl go
without telling her something I feel very
sincerely in my heart.
"Kathy," I said, "I have known Bing a

very long time. I have known him
through triumphs and through the sad
times of his life. His great fame has
made him at many times a very lonely
man.
"But in getting you as his wife, I think

he has made one of the wisest decisions of
his life. I know you will bring great hap-
piness to each other and I couldn't be
happier for both of you. The difference in
your ages is nothing. You are the most
mature twenty-three-year-old girl I have
ever known. And Bing is the youngest
fifty-three."

And I mean that from the bottom of my
heart, Mr. and Mrs. Crosby! end

Bing can be seen in MGM's Man On Fire.
Kathy's in Operation Mad Ball and is
scheduled for The Seventh Voyage Of
Sinbad, both for Columbia.
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C OPPORTUNITIES
FOR YOU

For rates,

write COMBINED CLASSIFIED
529 W. Madison, Chicago 6

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN (CW-F8)
HOLD COSMETIC PARTIES. Earn $25 for 3 hours work.
Make 60% profit. Hire others. Everything furnished. Send
name for full details and free usable samples. Write Studio
Girl Cosmetics, Party Div. 1982R, 3618 San Fernando Fid.,
Glendale, Calif. '

MAKE MONEY AT home assembling our items. No tools.
Experience unnecessary. Lee Manufacturing, Dept. 32,
8507-W 3rd, Los Angeles 48, California.

$200. MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewing Babywearl No house
sellingl Send stamped, addressed envelope. "Cubes",
Warsaw 2, Indiana.

$50.00 WEEKLY POSSIBLE Mailing Circulars For Adver-
tisers. Complete Instructions 25c. Siwaslian, 4317-A Gleane,
Elmhurst 73, N.Y,
EARN MONEY MAKING Fibre Flowers. High Profits. Full
Details. Wholesale Catalog 25c. Floralcraft, Box 26, Prince St.
Station, N ew York 12, N._Y.__ _ _
EARN SPARETIME CASH I Guaranteed Pay! No Selling!
Everything Furnished . National, Box 88C, Boston 22, Mass.
WIVES— INCREASE YOUR family income sewing babywear
for stores. Write Tiny-Tot, Gallipolis 1, Ohio .

M ADE $1 0,000.00 TYPING at home. Guaranteed proof. Amaz-
ing information 10c. Lenore Felgen, Box 1 125-S. Oak Park, III.

$200. MONTHLY REPORTED, preparing envelopes! Reveal-
ing method, 25cl Economy , Box 2580-C, Greensboro, N.C.
MAKE $25 to $35 weekly mailing envelopes. <)..r instructions
reveal howJ3lejTway^Box_6568, Cleveland 1, Ohio.
SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time, Easy,
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 2, Ark.
EARN $200.MONTHLY Clipping Newspaper Ads. Instructions
$1.00. Mrs. Boroskey, »42 Clement, San Francisco 18, Calif.

MAKE MONEY CLIPPING Newspaper Items For Publishers!
N ewscraft, CW-983-E. Main, Columbus 5, Ohio.
EXTRA DOLLARS DAILY I Work at home! Sparetime!
Beecomp, Dansville 2, New York.
EARN, SAVE MONEY sewing readycut products. Catalog 10c.
Thompson's, Loganville 22, Wisconsin.
EARN SEWING PRE-Cut Ties. Write Jud San, Box 2107,
Cleveland 8, Ohio, Dept. C W C -2.

$GOOD PAY, MAKING scented Flowers sparetime. Free
sample. Floralart, Sharon 3, Pa.

BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES
ANALYZE HANDWRITING FOR Profit, Pleasure, self-
understanding. TV, radio, newspaper columns, teaching, lec-
turing, court work. Men and women, spare time up to $50.00
an hour. Amazing opportunities. Your own analysis and Trial
Lesson free. No children. IGAS, Inc., (19), Springfield 4, Mo.
GROW A LIVING Miniature Forest or orchard (only inches
high), that bears tasty tiny fruit at home. Learn amazing
Dwarfing secrets! Sensational Fascinating hobby. $$$$ Home-
business Opportunity. Free Details! Miniature Nurseries,
Dept. FY, Gardena, California.

$30-$60 WEEKLY sparetime preparing envelopes. Instructions
$1 , refundable. Reiss, 21 Fifth Ave., Suite 1 1 02-F, New York 1 0.

$35.00 UP, REPORTED! Prepare envelopes for advertisersl
Cove, Box 2580-A, Greensboro, N.C.

MAKE BIG MONEY invisibly mending damaged garments at
home. De tails_F re e. Fa bri con, 6231 Broadway, Chicago 40.

GUARANTEED HOMEWORK! IMMEDIATE Commissions!
Free Outfits! Hirsch's, 1301-42 Hoe, New York City 59.

$25 WEEKLY POSSIBLE, sparetime preparing mailings for
advertisers. Temple Co., Muncie 16, Indiana.

$35 WEEKLY PREPARING envelopes. Instructions $1. Fte-
fundable. Adservice, Spring Valley 47, New York.
MAKE YOUR TYPEWRITER Earn Money. Send $1.00.
Hughes, 7004 W. Diversey, Chicago 35.

HELP WANTED
FREE TO WOMEN Only! Be A Beauty Advisor. No ex-
perience needed. Make 60% profit on famous nationally ad-
vertised Hollywood Cosmetics. Demonstrate to friends and
neighbors and earn up to $5.00 an hour sparetime—$25.00a
day full time. Later you can double your earnings by letting
others demonstrate for you. Free! No charge, now or ever, for
actual useable samples of Studio Girl Cosmetics. Send name
on postcard to me, Harry Taylor, President, Studio Girl Cos-
metics, Dept. 1982M, Glendale, Califo rnia.

TEAR OUT THIS Ad, and mail with name, address for big
box of food and household products for Free Trial, to test in

your home. Tell your friends, make money. Rush name. Blair,
Dept. 119BC, Lynchburg, Va.
FASHION DEMONSTRATORS—$20-$40 profit evenings.
No delivering or collecting. Beeline Style Shows are Party Plan
sensation! Samples furnished Free. Beeline Fashions, Ben-
senville72, Illinois.

.

EDUCATIONA L OPPORTUNITIES
COMPLETE HIGH SCHOOL at home in spare time with 61-
year-old school; texts furnished; diploma; no classes; booklet
free. Write American School, Dept. X297, Drexel at 58th,
Chicago 37, Illinois.

FINISH HIGH SCHOOL at home, spare time. No classes.
Diploma awarded. Write for Free catalog. Wayne School,
Catalog HCX-14, 2527 Sheffield, Chicago 14.

EARN WHILE ASLEEP! Details free. Research Association,
Box 610-WT, Omaha.

PERSONAL & MISCELLANEOUS
"8 MISTAKES PARENTS Make." Every "parent should have
this new book about child training. It is free; no obligation.
Simply address Parents Association, Dept. 1202, Pleasant
Hill, Ohio.

POEMS WANTED FOR Musical Setting And Recording.
Immediate Consideration. Send Poems. Songcrafters, 2724
Arcade Station, Nashville, Tenn.
"LEARN TO SOLVE your Problems" Send $1.00. Ardes
Rowe, Warrenville, III. Box 962.

FOREIGN & U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS
HIGH PAYING JOBS: All types. Foreign, USA, Chance to
travel. Fare paid. Information. Applications. Write Dept. 63L.
National Employment Information, 1020 Broad, Newark, N.J.

72

U.S. SAVINGS BONDS
ARE

DEFENSE BONDS

marlon's wife

(Continued from page 52) crazy about
American jazz, especially "boojeez-woo-
jeez."

Oh boy!
I figured I'd start with where she'd lived

when she and the folks first arrived. You
know, look the place over, talk to some of
the people who lived there and to some
of the help who'd waited on them. I

phoned a pal of mine who'd photographed
her right after she was signed for The
Mountain and got the address. I expected
it to be a pretty swank place. Rich In-
dians, after all, have a way of being very
rich. It turned out to be the kind of
place I used to live in when I was work-
ing as a cub reporter in New Haven and
making $29.50 a week—a dump.
The landlord, however, the oldest little

guy I'd ever seen, was nice enough. Yes,
he said, working up a smile, Anna Kashfi
had lived there for a time, all right. "And
I heard over the wireless a while back that
she is married to one of your American
cinema stars," he added.

I began to pump him with questions
about her. But the well was as dry as it

was old. "She rarely spoke," he said, "but
she was a sweet young lady, very sweet."
What about friends, I asked him. Did he

remember any of them?
Only one, he said. "Her best friend, I'd

say, as sweet and nice as she. She was
here a few times to visit Miss Kashfi."

"Indian, too?" I asked.
"Oh, no," he said. "Margaret Phelps

—

that's her name—is from these parts. Lives
in Surrey, in the town of Woking, I be-
lieve."

I jotted all this down.

She called her Joan

And as I did the old man said the thing
that first got me wondering, even though
I wasn't exactly sure what I should be
wondering about at the time. "Yes, very
nice and sweet," he said. "And, I remem-
ber, she was the only person who ever
called Miss Kashfi Joan. . .

."

I phoned Margaret Phelps as soon as I

got back to my hotel room. The call went
like this:

"I'm doing a story on Anna Kashfi
and . .

."

"Oh, Joan? Isn't it nice she's married
now. And to Marlon Brando!"
"Joan? What was that, a nickname you

gave her?"
"Heavens no. That's her real name.

Joan O'Callaghan. Anna Kashfi's some-
thing somebody dreamed up."
"Joan O'Callaghan? . . . You mean she's

Irish?"
"Well, yes—and Welsh."
"What kind of bit is this, anyway?"
"What?"
"I mean, I wish you'd tell me a little bit

more about Joan . . . Anna . . . whatever
her name is."

"I knew her in Cardiff, Wales. She'd
come here from India, where she was
born, of Welsh parents. We first met
when we went to the same school, St. Jo-
seph's Convent. That was in 1946. We
were both thirteen. We were neighbors,
too. I lived around the corner from her,

just about a hundred yards from her
house. . . . We became the fastest of

friends, even though she was a funny lit-

tle thing when she first came. Always
changing her name around for one thing,

I remember. June, Joanne, Johanna. Jo-
hanna won out as her favorite. . .

."

"Do you know her parents?"
"Yes. William and Phoebe O'Callaghan.

I know them well. I spoke to them just

a few weeks ago, in fact—before the wed-
ding. They said they hadn't heard from

Joan recently, but that she was probably
very busy and couldn't write. They live

to hear from her. Last time they heard, in

fact, Joan included a picture which ap-
peared in one of your newspapers and in

which they called her 'The Asiatic Grace
Kelly.'

"

"And you're sure, you're sure she's not
Indian?"

"Positive."
I was up in Cardiff faster than you can

say Penrhydhochlynsychtrose. That's the
name—typically Welsh—of the hotel I

checked into. It was the morning after

my talk with Margaret Phelps. I'd taken
the night train from London. I'd tried to

sleep all the way up. But I couldn't. I'd

been wondering about what I'd learned,
about whether Anna Kashfi was really
Joan O'Callaghan, about whether this girl

who'd said she was from fairyland India
was really just spinning fairy tales. Then,
just before the train had pulled into the
big gloomy Cardiff station, it had passed
a crossroads. And a sign. The sign read:
St. Joseph's Convent, two miles. I blinked
and rubbed my eyes. And it wasn't because
I hadn't slept.

A little while later, I parked my bags
at the Penrhydhoch-etc. and took a cab
to 100 Newfoundland Road. Margaret
Phelps had given .me a few addresses of

people I could talk to, to verify the facts.

This was the first on my list—and the most
important. It was the home of William
and Phoebe O'Callaghan.

A gray, skinny house

It turned out to be a tiny row house,
gray, skinny, two-storied, neat, poor,

g

proud. It turned out, too, that nobody was
home and—according to a neighbor—

p

wouldn't be till suppertime.
I wandered over to the second address

on my list, a butcher shop at 17 College
Road. According to Margaret Phelps,
Joan had worked here for a while as

[

cashier and bookkeeper.
The present cashier called Joseph Dale,

the owner, from out back for me.
"Well," he said, thinking back, "Joan

O'Callaghan came to us from the Labor
Exchange as bookkeeper and cashier.
Striking-looking she was, too. So much
so she was an attraction here, really."

I asked him if she could be Anna Kashfi,
the movie star.

That he didn't know, Mr. Dale said, since
he'd never seen a movie with Anna Kashfi
She left to be a model, he said. He was
sorry, but that was all he was really sure
about.
The next place I hit was a school. The

Cardiff College of Art, to be exact. Ac
cording to Margaret Phelps, her best friend
had attended it after graduating from the
convent.

"Yes," T. C. Tarr, principal of the school
told me, "we remember Miss O'Callaghan
well. She entered for a college diploma
in dress design. But I think Joan had the
idea that she could do slick designs be
fore learning how to sew. As a matter of
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fact, I seem to recall having to speak to

Joan about her lack of interest once. And
then, after her first year, she explained
to me that she'd decided to leave."

She might have been a designer

I talked to June Tiley next. June had
been one of Joan O'Callaghan's teachers.

"She would have gotten through her
exams all right, if she'd stayed," she told

me. "She worked well. ... I think she
was one of the most naturally beautiful

girls I've ever seen. Extremely reserved.

Sweet in every way."
Then I talked to Elisa Maddelena, a

former classmate of Joan O'Callaghan's
and now a teacher at the school. "She
was so quiet," Elena said, "that if she
hadn't been pretty, she would never have
stood out in a crowd. What exquisite
coloring! Lots of Irish have that coloring,

but I would have taken her for Spanish.
I'd never have said that she was Indian.

But I guess perhaps she was told to play
up to that in Hollywood and now finds

herself in an awkward position."

"You mean," I asked her, "you think
she is Anna Kashfi?"

"I know she is," Elena said, very mat-
ter-of-factly. "When she left school she
got a job at a butcher shop for a while.
Then she went to London to work as a
model, then as a salesgirl in a sari shop,
then as an actress. . . . Just go speak to

her parents if you have any doubts. . .
."

I was back on Newfoundland Road at

six o'clock that night. A man answered
my knock. It was Mr. O'Callaghan. He
was tall, a nice-looking man; in his late

forties, I'd say. He seemed to have a way
of not smiling—and not asking me in.

Go away!
"I'm a reporter from America," I told

him.
"Yes?"
"I wonder if you'd be good enough to

tell me if Anna Kashfi is your daughter."
"She is."

"And her real name is Joan O'Calla-
ghan?"

"It is."

"You know that she is married?"
"So I read."
"Are you and your wife celebrating the

wedding in any way?"
No, we're not celebrating. We were

never told of any romance." Suddenly,
his voice grew soft and he clenched his
hands together. "Is she ashamed?" he
asked, looking hard into my eyes, as if

jt might be able to answer him. "I'm just
|i poor man. I work in a factory near here.

[ earn a few pounds a week. Is my daugh-
ter ashamed of me for this?"
"Mr. O'Callaghan ..." I started to ask

lim.

But at that moment, from a room to
the left, a woman's voice came, sobbing,
i'Bill," she called. "Bill!"
Mr. O'Callaghan sighed. "You'll excuse

ne, but my wife has been in a terrible
tate."

Then slowly, he closed the door. . . .

When I woke up the next morning, I

ealized that word of the Kashfi-O'Calla-
[han mystery was already out. Even from
ny bed I could see the headlines of the
touth Wales Echo which someone had
hoved under my door, courtesy of the
fouse. The headlines read: "Brando's
Bride is a Girl jrom Cardiff . . . and her
eal name is O'Callaghan."
I jumped out of bed and made straight

>r the paper. Yes, someone else had
ot wind of the story by this time. And,
ccording to the guy who'd written it,

lat wind had gushed out over Holly-
wood, too, and blown up a lulu of a storm.
They were sore in Hollywood. Very

are. Marlon, as usual, had nothing to say.

But there were others—his relatives, his

friends, his bride—who said plenty.

What Marlon's folks believe

"It can't be true she isn't an Indian,"

Oliver Lindmeyer, Marlon's uncle, had
told reporters. "If she isn't, then I've

never seen one. My wife and I have
known her for more than two years. Not
once did she mention that she came from
Wales. She certainly never mentioned any
O'Callaghan."
"There is nothing phoney about Anna,"

Mrs. Lindmeyer had said. "There's not
a scrap of Irish in her. She's charming,
delightful and very honest."
"My wife and I have known Anna since

she came to Hollywood two years ago,"

Peter Barneis, Marlon's best man, had
said. "She's as Indian as they come. . . .

And I know for a fact that her father was
an architect who died in Darjeeling, India,

only two months ago and left her a
sizable fortune. All this is incredible non-
sense!"

"I was born," the new Mrs. Brando her-
self had reportedly said, "in Calcutta,
India, to my Indian parents, Devi Kashfi,
a civil engineer, and Selma Ghose. We
moved to Darjeeling shortly afterwards.
"When I was sixteen, my mother mar-

ried William Patrick O'Callaghan and I

took their name and used it as my legal

name. My first trip to England was in

1952. I lived there for a short time with
my mother. I returned to India afterwards
and then finally went back to London
where I had two modeling jobs.

"Then I got my chance in films. And
now I am here. . .

."

And now I was there, with that lousy
feeling you get when you think you might
be right back where you started.

All right, come in

I got dressed, had a quick breakfast
and took a cab back to the O'Callaghan
house. Mr. O'Callaghan opened the door
again. It was obvious he'd seen the morn-
ing papers already. Because this time he
asked me in and introduced me to his
wife. Then he walked over to a cabinet,
opened a drawer and pulled out a big
brown envelope, a very old envelope. Then
he reached inside and pulled out a piece
of paper, parchment-type.
Without saying a word, he handed it to

me. It had an official government stamp
on it—and it said:

These are to certify that the Secre-
tary of State for Commonwealth Re-
lations has in his custody a register
of Baptisms at St. Francis Xavier's
church, Calcutta, A.D. 1934; in which
Register there is an entry of which
the following is a true copy:—
When Baptized: Year 1934—Month

October—Day 7

Said to be Born: Year 1934—Month
September—Day 30

Child's Christian name: Joan Mary
Sex: f

Parents' names: William Patrick O'-
Callaghan and Phoebe Melinda O'Cal-
laghan
Abode of Parents: Chakradharpur
Quality, Trade or Profession of

father: Station master
Person by whom the Ceremony was

performed: Rev. Alexander Dessa.

I looked up.
Mr. O'Callaghan nodded. "She is our

daughter . . . whether she likes it or not,"
he said, his voice almost a whisper. He
picked up his cup again. His big hand, I

couldn't help notice, was trembling a lit-

tle. "Is she ashamed that I am her father,

telling the world now that her real father
was an Indian who died a few months ago?
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JOIN
THE
NAVY and EAT STEAK!

says DEAN JONES

"Some people join the Navy to see the world," says Dean Jones, "but I joined—and

got steak.

"It all happened back in 1952 ... I was stationed in San Diego, with Special Services.

When the San Diego Fair opened just a few miles away, our CO., Commander Hackett,

sent me and several of my buddies to do benefits shows for the Fair. We were real

excited, because we were going to be staying at the posh Turf Club on the Fair-

grounds for the couple of weeks the Fair was on. Of course, this wasn't exactly suite-

and-private-bath and breakfast-in-bed; our room was crammed with all the triple-decker

Navy bunks it could hold. And as for breakfast in bed—well, if we wanted to take our

box lunch and eat it in the bunk, that was O.K.

"The box lunch was the Navy's way of feeding us off base. First thing in the morning,

a truck came from the base loaded with nice boxes of breakfast for the bunch of us. Two
hardboiled eggs, a baloney sandwich, a banana, a Hershey bar and an orange!

"Well, this was kind of different from the usual breakfast, but we were hungry, so

down the hatch it went.

"After breakfast, we went out and toured the Fairgrounds. We couldn't buy much

—

you know how much money sailors have—and we were real glad that the Navy was

sending lunch over. Box lunch of course.

"We nearly bowled Joe, the driver, over when he came in with all those boxes. It

was a long time since breakfast. We ripped them open—and found two hardboiled

eggs, a baloney sandwich, a banana, a Hershey bar and an orange!

"That afternoon we gave our first performance. Singing for such a big crowd sure

can make you hungry. We hurried back to our one-room suite at the Turf Club and

waited for Joe and our dinner. And what do you think he brought? That's right. Two

hardboiled eggs, a baloney sandwich, a banana, a Hershey bar and an orange!

"It was beginning to taste a little tasteless!

"And the next day, when Joe came in with the two hardboiled eggs, etc., we just

thanked him and stashed them away in the corner.

"That night we went out and spent as much money as we had on the most of the

cheapest food that the Fair sold.

"For the next twelve days, we lived on hotdogs and malteds . . and piled the un-

touched box lunches in every available space around the room.

"But when Joe made his next trip, it was without cargo. He came in, white as a ghost

and shaking. He had wrecked the truck and our dinner was scattered all over the four

lanes of Route 101! . . .

" 'What a shame.' we said.

"I phoned Commander Hackett to tell him. Here we had been so enjoying the lovely

box lunches the Base had been sending every day, and now we wouldn't be getting any.

" 'Well, my boy,' boomed the Commander heartily, 'the United States Navy isn't going

to let our star performers down. You lads go right downstairs to the Turf Club dining

room, and send the bill to me!"

"We did.

"And we ordered just what star performers need: filet mignon!"

74 Watch for Dean in MGM's Handle With Care.

Is she trying to deny the facts of her

birth?"
Mrs. O'Callaghan got up from her chair

now. She walked over to where her hus-

band stood. She put her arm in his, and
turned to me—"Sir ... for your records.

. . . Mr. O'Callaghan here has been my
only husband. And Joan is our true

daughter." Her eyes began to fill with

tears. "We are both British, my Bill and
I. And so is Joan. It is cruel to suggest that

the daughter we love and brought up is

not our own flesh and blood. . .

."

Glynn Mortimer works with a very
posh modeling outfit. I asked her if she'd

tell me what she knew about the Kashfi-

O'Callaghan girl. This is what she said:

"My half-sister lives in Wales. And
]

she sent Nan Jones, a designer friend, to

see me. Joan wasn't supposed to come at

all. She just stopped by with Nan. But
when I went into the waiting room, I was
struck by Joan's beauty.

"I looked over Nan's sketches and ar-

ranged for her to show them to some
people. I also decided that Joan O'Cal-

\

laghan simply had to be an actress, as

well as a model.

The invention

"Her name? I invented it. Dreamed it

up. I told Joan that she couldn't go around

j

looking so exotic and be listed on modeling},

books as Joan O'Callaghan. You hear that,

name and imagine an outdoor-type Irisht

girl. I told her it would be wiser if we.)

found another name to suit her type. I,

had a very dear friend named Kashfi and
Joan loved the name. We took the Anna
from Johanna—a childhood favorite of

hers—and she became Anna Kashfi."

And that was that.

I'd just left the agency and was walking,

back to my hotel—when I skidded to a

stop. I looked, and then I looked again

To my right was a store. It was one of,

those fancy Indian places where they sell

saris. It was called The Maharani. On
the glass door, printed in small gold let-^

ters, was this information:
"Proprietor: Ghose."
"I was born," the new Mrs. Brando hac

said in Hollywood just the day before, "ir,

Calcutta, India, to my Indian parents, Devy
Kashfi, a civil engineer, and Selma Ghose.',

"She worked as a model in London fo%

a while," I'd also heard, "and as a sales-

girl in an Indian sari store, too."

The sari store

On a hunch, the merest of hunches,
went into the store. Lily Ghose, a ver;,

zoftik-looking Indian girl, asked if sh>

could be of any help.

I asked her if she had ever known
Joan O'Callaghan.
She said yes, she had.
Was she a relative, I asked.
No, I was told.

Was she Indian?
Not as far as Lily Ghose knew. "W

met her at an exhibition," she said, "an
that was when we offered her the jo.

here."
On the way out of the store I looked

the printing on the door again, the nam
Ghose. And that—that and the Baptism;
certificate and Glynn Mortimer's stor

about re-naming the young model ar,

actress—wrapped up the mystery. A
least, from this end.
But personally, say I, the girl doesr

look Welsh; she looks Indian. And if si

says O'Callahan isn't her father, who a
I to say he is? Maybe there's a bit mo:
of a mystery here . . . that we'd do be
to keep out of. Et

Anna Kashfi is scheduled to appear u

Columbia's Cowboy. You can see Marli
in Warner Bros.' Sayonara and 20th Cei
tury-Fox's The Young Lions.



esther, don't!

(Continued from page 38) The way he'd
been laughing ever since those strange
stories started spreading—laughing loud
and clear for all the world to hear—like

there was really nothing to it, nothing at

all . . .

But in that moment on the dock, when
for an instant there was no one to look,

when suddenly you were almost visible

—

almost a particular dot on a deck coming
closer every second in that moment when
he thought no one was watching him, the

mask slipped, and Ben wasn't laughing
any more.
And I knew why.
I had heard those stories, too. I had

friends who had spent the summer in

Rome and come back bursting with the
news. "Esther Williams," they told me
breathlessly

—"imagine, Esther Williams,
who's always been so—so perfect—well,

she's going to leave Ben Gage. It seems
there's been trouble between them for

months and now she's going to get a
divorce, and they do say—they do say
he's going to marry Jeff Chandler! No-
body's talked about anything else since
hey started making Raw Wind In Eden
jver there. And you really can't blame
ner. My goodness, who could resist a com-
aination like Rome and Jeff Chandler? I

"nean, he's just too
—

" and then they would
stop and look at me thoughtfully. "By the
way," they'd ask, "didn't you spend a day
with her just before she left Hollywood?"

I would nod slowly. "Yes, I did."

"Well, my heavens, what did she say?
mean, did she give you a hint? Did she
eem happy? What was she like?"
And while they talked, Esther, and after

hey left, I would sit and remember what
^ou were like and what you had said, and
" would weigh it against what I heard now
Hand look for the answer.
We had sat in the den of your house in

Vlandeville Canyon that afternoon. It was
simple room, bright with pine furniture

ind sturdy colorful fabrics, made to re-
ist being climbed over and kicked at and
nuggled in by three small children. We
vere talking girl-talk, and I had said
asually that I was beginning to believe
he single life was the blessed one—that
Imost every marriage I had seen had
urned out badly. And you said to me over
offee, "The first year of a marriage is

ugged. The real honeymoon comes later
—oh, I guess from the second year through
he fourth. Everything just seems to be
etting better and better those years. And

'''hen when you've been married five years
r so, all of a sudden you wake up and
ay to yourself—well, things haven't been
\etting better enough. If he really loved
he, he'd stop doing all those little things
hat annoy me, he'd change . . . That's a
tad time. But you weather it. You kind

J • If forget about it; you have children; you
Wave a good life—and then, whang! It

its you again when you've been mar-
led maybe nine years, ten years. He isn't
oing to change. You're going to have to
ve with all those things that bug you

Whr the rest of your life. I guess that's the
Roughest year. It's a kind of hopeless

zeling."

I couldn't remember ever having heard
J woman speak so honestly of something
w'p difficult. I cleared my throat. "What do
o^ou do about it?" I asked. "Get a divorce?"

"J
''] You put down your coffee cup, Esther,
P-d smiled at me, an utterly serene smile.

EI|W said, "I'll tell you. You think back
ver the good things and see how much

* ' ley outweight the bad. You remember
IJ"

(

mt no one's perfect, including you. You
te" imember the day you got married, how

oppy you were, how excited. You try to

imagine yourself giving advice to a young
woman really in love, and you know
you'd tell her, 'If you can make the rent
between you, go ahead, get married, raise

a family—don't wait a day longer than
you have to.' And then you know you
did the right thing, that this is what you're
on earth for—not to live in some kind of
romantic dream, but to love this man who
isn't perfect, and to bear his children and
love them too. You know that when you
come down to it, you're one of the luck-
iest women in the world . .

."

We were talking about your work when
the door flew open and Kimmie bounced
in. He was wearing a little brown bathing
suit that seemed to melt into the tan of
his small, erect body. He dashed past me
without a glance and buried his head in
your lap. Then he peered up with a seduc-
tive smile. "Mama, let's go swimming."
You tilted his head with a finger and

smiled down. I noticed how much you
two looked alike—sparkling-eyed, quick
to laugh. You said, "In a while, sweetie—
as soon as I can."
Kimmie's clear eyes clouded over. His

lower lip jutted out, trembling. "I wanna
go now!"
"Uh-uh," you said, still smiling. "This

lady is here to talk business with Mama.
You know I have work to do. As soon as
we're through I'll come out as long as you
like. OK?"
"Aw—" a heartbroken wail.
"Kimmie," you said gently, "if you don't

want to go enough to wait a little, you
don't really want to go at all. Right?"
Mouth open, Kimmie considered. Then

the brown eyes cleared. The beguiling
smile reappeared. "Gotcha!" said Kimmie
Gage.
With a nod to me, he was gone. I sat

back in my chair, grinning from ear to
ear. "I bet you wouldn't take a million
dollars for your kids."

You laughed. "Someone asked me that
last month, and I thought a while, did some
mental arithmetic, and said, 'I've paid a
million dollars for them.' It's true, too.

In time out for movies, in p.a. tours—in a
thousand things I haven't done, in order
to have them and be with them. But I

wouldn't say I've 'given anything up.' That
makes it sound as if there were something
worth more than my children. There isn't."

"Still," I said, "there have been times
you've been away—

"

"Yes, there have. I don't deny it—why
should I? There are times any mother is

away—working or out for an afternoon
playing bridge or maybe she even parks
the kids with her folks and takes off on a
month's vacation. Well, my kids have a
grandmother, too—and a—a nurse, or a
governess, whatever you want to call

her—a woman I respect and trust, who's
worked with me and loves my babies. I

don't think it hurts them to be away from
me occasionally." You grinned suddenly.
"Anyway, not as much as it hurts me."
We laughed, and you added abruptly,

"There was a time a few months ago when
I had to find a new governess. I looked
and I looked, but no one was just right.

The studio was all set to start a picture,
and I told them I couldn't come just then.
I told them just what I told Kimmie five
minutes ago. 'I'm sorry, but if you don't
want me enough to wait, I guess you don't
want me at all.' So they waited."
"But what about the rest," I pursued.

"You know—nightclubs, premieres, the
glamour business—you haven't had much
of that, staying home with the babies. A
beautiful woman is supposed to want to
get dressed up every now and then, see
that old look come into her husband's
eyes."
You folded your hands in your lap,

Esther, and for a moment you weren't see-
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ing me at all. I don't know how. but I knew
what you were seeing in your mind—a pic-
ture of a girl ten years younger, unat-
tached, jree, sparkling in the bright lights,

laughing in the pleasure of being beauti-
ful, of being the center of a roomful of
admiring men—

"Listen," you said suddenly, "I'll tell you
a secret. The best reason I know for be-
coming a wife and a mother. It's because
that's your most beautiful role. Because
you can create your own surroundings,
show yourself off in your own home, in the
soft colors you picked yourself, in the
lights you chose—so your husband never
sees you but at your best. A girl out in
the world can't do that. She's surrounded
by things she never made, that aren't
suited to her. But me—look around you!"
Your arm swept the room. "I did this

room. I made it glow this way. I made sure
that Ben would see me in things that are
right for me. For us. That's the kind of
glamour I want."
And then with scarcely a pause you said

softly, "And as a woman gets older, she
knows she wants the soft lights of home."

The shocking thing

My friend leaned across the table to

whisper to me. "But the really shocking
thing," she murmured, "the one thing I

can't forgive her for is—she had Susie
with her the whole time. I mean, it's sort

of appalling, isn't it, to have your four-
year-old daughter along while you're in

the process of falling in love with another
man? I mean, do you suppose she left her
in the hotel room at night while she
went out on dates with Chandler? My
goodness—

"

Oh, Es, it came back to me so clearly.

Maybe it was half an hour after Kimmie
flashed in and out that the door opened
again and I saw a nymph standing in the
hall. A play-suited, tousel-haired numph,
peeking shyly in at her mother. You fol-

lowed my eyes to the doorway, and your
face lit up like a Christmas tree. "Come
in, sweetheart," you called, and the nymph
took three giant steps and a run and
landed in your arms. She snuggled there,

good as gold, for almost five minutes
while we went on talking. Then she gave
a sigh and climbed down from your lap to

hold it, george

(Continued from page 49) members, cam-
era equipment, etc., make filmed love
scenes much more complex than real life

love scenes!

Do you kiss a girl good-night
after the first date?

That's definitely between the girl in

question and me. I'm tired of reading
stories about guys who kiss and tell!

What advice would you give teen-
agers wanting to break into movies?
Get as much experience in your line of

work as you possibly can. It doesn't mat-
ter where it is—just keep working at

what you want to do, or as close to it as
possible, as often and as hard as you can.

A word of warning, though—better be
very sure what it is you want. Sometimes
we blindly hammer away at a stone and
when the dust clears away we've chiseled

a statue, but one which we'd rather not
look at!

If you weren't an actor, what
occupation would you select?

I'd like to direct—and if I have my way
about it, I will direct someday. If I weren't

76 in the entertainment field, I would like to

rove around the room. A second later I

noticed that the top of her playsuit had
disappeared. Startled, I looked up in time
to see the bottom part land on the floor

and the nymph commence to remove her
panties.

You looked, too, and sighed in mock
anguish. "She's hinting," you explained
mournfully. "I guess the whole family
wants to go swimming."

"Is that—is that the way she usually
lets you know?"
"Are you shocked?" you asked snd-

denly. "Because she hasn't learned to be
ashamed of her body? Oh, I don't mean
that I'm bringing my children up to strip

in public or join a nudist colony. But I'm
not bringing them up to be ashamed,
either. Already they take pride in being
healthy, in being strong, in having bodies
that look good and do what they want them
to—swim like fish, walk without getting too

tired, fall asleep with cramps and prickles.

That's the way a child should be—strong
enough to help a weaker one, or fight

back if someone tries to be a bully. Proud,
not ashamed." Your eyes glowed. "Did
you know what happened to me yesterday?
I got a wire from the White House—im-
agine! I'm going to be on the President's
Council for Youth Fitness!"
A second later you were giving a little

smack to the round behind. "OK," you
said. "Get into your bathing suit. I'll be
out in a few minutes."

The most wonderful thing

The door closed behind Susie and you
leaned forward. "I take it back that the

offer to be on the Council was the most
wonderful thing. The most wonderful
happened the other day. Susie asked me,
'What is God?'

"I thought about it—children are always
making you stop and look for answers in

yourself—and I said, 'God is love, darling.'

"And she said, 'God must be a lady.'
" 'For heaven's sake,' I said. 'Why?'
"And she said, 'Because you are love,

and you are a lady.'

"

That was what I took away with me
that day, Esther. A sense of a home, a lady,

a love. That was what I found last spring,

looking over my notes and my memories,
asking myself what my friends had asked

be a writer—not for the motion pictures
or the theatre—probably short novels and
stories.

What do you dislike doing?
Going to the barber shop. I don't like

getting my hair cut!

Briefly, what is your
philosophy of life?
The Golden Rule is what I try to keep

in mind—you know, Do unto others as

you would have others do unto you. Not
always easy, but wouldn't everything be
much better if we all could?

Where did you go to school?
Glendale High School, Occidental

College, Northwestern University, Har-
vard University and the Pasadena Play-
house.

What pictures have you been in?
Monsoon, Memory of Love, The Carni-

val Story, Miss Robin Crusoe, Lady Go-
diva, The Second Greatest Sex, Away All

Boats, Congo Crossing, The Unguarded
Moment, Four Girls in Town, Joe Butter-

fly, Man Afraid, Floodtide, and The Fe-
male Animal.

What are your hobbies?
Collecting records and photography.

me: Was there a hint? Were you unhappy
And standing on the dock, watehin;

Ben's face with the bravery gone, with th

hope and the fear

—

The gangplank had scarcely touchei

the dock before you were running dowi
it, with Susie under your arm. Your fee

had scarcely touched New York befor
Ben was holding you in his arms—but yoi

had come back to ask for a divorce. Yoi
had come home . . . for a divorce.

What changed?
For the woman who spoke to me tha

day in the bright, sunlit room was happ:
and more than happy—she was content
she was courageous, she had the honest;

to face bad times, live them through
make them good. She was a woman wh
valued her home, her husband, her chil

dren, above all the glittering things lif

might offer in their place. Have you for

gotten that happiness, Esther, just becaus
a few business ventures that Ben handlei
had failed? Or because of a moonlit Ro
man evening? I don't know what troubl
there was between you and Ben in this

the eleventh year of your marriage, Ei

I don't know what brief spark migh
have been lighted in loneliness betweei
you and Jeff. The nights in Rome are per
fumed, they say, and it is possible that
kiss shared under the hot lights of

movie set could seem infinitely sweete
below a cool Italian moon. My friend

believe there was such a moment—I dj

not. Which of us is right doesn't matte:
For this I know: the Italian nights ar

not perfumed with the things you lov
best—talcum powder on small, clean bodie
the smell of dinner on the stove, tb
private, personal scent of a house that

1

lived in and loved. Remember this—befon
you make a mistake that can mean W
end of happiness for you. Now ... it is ni

yet too late. There is no brief, shallo

romance, no brief shallow trouble, thil

should part you and your husband, yd
and your life.

With Susie under your arm, you cart

home, Esther; now

—

stay home, where yc
belong—where your happiness is . . .

Esther will appear in U-I's Raw Wind i

Eden.

Who are your favorite stars?
Greta Garbo and William Holden, amoi 1

others.

What's your favorite menu?
Fried pork chops, creamed corn, gre 1 '

salad and milk.

How many pets do you have?
A cat named Susan, and two dogs nam

Matt and Joey.

What's your worst fault?
Not answering my telephone, and i

remembering when the laundry or c

cleaning is ready to be picked up.

Which movie did you enjoy
filming the most?

Six Bridges to Cross with Tony Cui
and Julie Adams. It was a lot of
hard work under some pretty diffie

conditions, but Tony and Julie were w(
derful to work with.

Would you like to do a musical?
I don't sing well, but with someone el

voice dubbed in, I think doing a mus:
would be great. I'd like to do one.

Do you sing in the shower?
Sometimes. In the shower I don't soi

too bad.



What has been the greatest
hrill of your career?
Being signed at Universal-Interna-

ional Studios.

¥ho are your favorite singers?
!
Patti Page, Jo Stafford, Vic Damone and

'rank Sinatra.

'hat's your favorite color?
I

Red.

avorite all-time song?
Smoke Gets in Your Eyes.

i hat's your favorite kind of music?
For dancing, anything slow with a good

teat. For listening—popular, classical or
pmi-classical—depending upon my mood.

favorite all-time movie?
Gone With the Wind.

I

avorite All-time Books?
j The Bible, the works of Shakespeare
"fid Generation of Vipers by Philip Wylie.

/hat kind of car do you drive?
'I
A Thunderbird.

re you thrifty?
j you drive a hard bargain?
With the tax situation these days, every-

'\ie has to be thrifty! If I see something
' a store window that appeals to me I

in and price it. If I feel the price is

iendi

atterijght, I buy it. If not, it stays in the store.

ho are your closest acquaintances
the movie industry?
Some of them are Rock Hudson, the

n thitbry Calhouns, the Tom Tryons and Mar-
"jfe Hyer.

ihat are your pet peeves?
(|TV and radio commercials. Any type
advertising that pressures the general

;

blic into buying something they really

I, yo'<

'roll

amoti

ud nr

/
Cur

of v*

d*:
re

woo

me* 1

rausi

don't really think you could call me a
•rd bargainer.

can't afford and don't need and don't want!

What actress would you like
to co-star with?
There are many. Especially Loretta

Young, Barbara Stanwyck, Bette Davis
and Katharine Hepburn.

What do you do between takes
while filming?

I watch the other members of the crew
work, because I still find every phase of
this movie business fascinating. Some-
times I just stand around and talk with
people. I often forget to sit down and go
home with sore feet!

Do you have a secretary, or do you
answer your own fan mail?

I have two secretaries to help open and
sort it. Then I read all of it and dictate
answers.

What kind of fan mail do you
like to receive?

I like honest letters. I'm open for sug-
gestions about my work and am anxious
for honest opinions about the motion pic-
ture industry. I like letters that are writ-
ten so that I can read them. Some fans
write so I've no idea what their name is

or where to send a reply.

Do you have a fan club?
Yes. Readers may get full information

by writing directly to my fan club presi-
dent. She is Lilyan Miller, 842 North
Formosa Avenue, Los Angeles 46, Calif.

Do you like signing autographs
and posing for pictures?
Very much, because it's one way of

meeting the public.

What's your best virtue?
Stick-to-it-iveness. Is that a word?

Well, you know what I mean. end

George is in U-I's Appointment With A
Shadow.

n't goin' steady

ontinued from page 30) only one of the
ys she sees.

'There's a lot to be said for variety. It
the spice of life. It really is. I go out
th different girls for different reasons,
lybe I feel I can obtain knowledge from
|irl. Maybe I like a girl's personality,
aybe a girl has a twinkle in her eyes
it gets me. Maybe I just like a girl as
lerson."

fes, the names of many girls now come
Tommy's lips—like brown-haired, blue-
id Babby Green, daughter of MGM
sical director Johnny Green, for ex-
ple. Babby introduced him to classical
sic.

You listen long enough and you find
ie

^

good things," Tommy grins. "I
'en't completely won her over to hill-
s' music and she hasn't won me over
[classical. We meet half way."
[Uid there's Chris Callas, a singer he met
the Tennessee Ernie Show.
With Chris," Tommy's friendly brown
is sparkle, "it's her blinding beauty,
ten you first go out with her, you flip,
,s so beautiful! She knocks your eyes
. Chris is also very sweet and nice. She
a great personality, and she's a lot

run at a party. She gets along with
pie. She first attracts them with her
juty, and then when you leave the
fcy you feel like a million dollars be-

son Jlse every gUy in the place was bowled
|r by her."

Tommy will tell you of the enjoyable
evening he spent with demure, blonde and
blue-eyed Diane Jergens when he took
her to see Victor Borge's show at the
Greek Theatre.

Downright sinful

And you listen . . . and wonder. Be-
cause, there was a time not too long ago,
when Tommy would have gagged on his
own words if he mentioned the name of
more than one girl in a single day, let
alone in one conversation, or in one breath.
In his boyish romanticism, he would have
considered it downright sinful to harbor
pleasant thoughts of more than one young
lady at a time. Part of the answer is that
he's growing up. . . .

His ideas have changed.
Today he says, "Going steady is sort of

like eating the same food at every meal
three meals a day your whole life. If you
never taste other food, you never know if

the food you've been having was really
your favorite, whether you really liked
it best.

"And another thing—if you don't spend
as much time with just one particular girl,
you don't get as emotionally involved, and
it's not as easy to be hurt. Your social life
differs from one night to the next. You
just don't have the time to take any one
girl seriously."
Tommy let out a long, happy sigh,

and threw out his arms in a carefree
gesture.

"It's just more fun to go out with a lot
of girls," he summed it up. "It really is.
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$
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mi

My dresses are so stunning, so up-to-
the-second in style, such wonderful
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having lost the "bet." If / win
—well, you'll win, too, because
you'll be making spare-time
money for things you've al-

ways wanted. Write today
for FREE Fashion Kit.
PH. MEYERS, Textile Bldg.,

Dept. Z-2054, Cincinnati 2, 0.

Stop beinq embarrassed

about your complexion

TO HIDE ALL BLEMISHES
A quick, simple way to hide pimples,
scars, freckles, birth-marks, and the
shadows under the eyes. Infive shades:
Light, Medium, Brunette, Rachel, Sun-tan.

An excellent velvet-smooth powder base.

Purse size 25c plus tax. Large size $1.25 plus tax.
At all Dime Dept. and Drug Stores.
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If you are the talented author
of an unpublished manuscript,
let us help gain the recognition
you deserve. We will publish
your BOOK—we will edit, design,
print, promote, advertise and
sell it) Good royalties.

Write for FREE copy of
How To Publish Your Book

COMET PRESS BOOKS, Dept. DM-2

200 Varick St., N. Y. 14

An eye catching beauty
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modern style. Order today.
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High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

If you did not or cannot finish high school, here is

your opportunity. Study in spare time at home. Go
as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course
equivalent to residential school—prepares for college
exams. Standard texts supplied. Credit for subjects
already completed. Single subjects if desired. Di-
ploma awarded. Be a High School graduate. Start
studies now. Free Bulletin. Send coupon.
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It's a big kick to go out with one girl this

Saturday night, and another girl next

Saturday night, and to have different

memories after each date. Everything isn't

the same this way."
Yes, Tommy has come a long way from

those days when steady dating was his

only solution to loneliness.

The hunger in him

In the beginning, going steady had filled

a hunger in him. Like many other boys

who had grown up in rural farm areas,

where the nearest neighbor lived miles

away, he had spent much of his childhood

practically alone. On that farm in

Shreveport—pleasant memories though it

held—there had been no other children

with whom to play, and he had created

a world of his own, a world of daydreams
and sleepdreams.

"I used to sit alone and read," Tommy
thought back. "I used to sit alone and
listen to the radio. I did everything alone

—because there were no other kids around

to do them with."

It was out of this loneliness that

Tommy's dating pattern was born, because

"I wanted," says Tommy, "to belong to

somebody so that that person would al-

ways be there and like me, somebody
besides my family who was close to me.

Somebody who was a friend, a special

friend. . . .

"You had the feeling," Tommy said, as

if he were trying to make you understand

how come he never played the field, "of

wanting someone around that you could

call in the middle of the night. There have

been many times I didn't feel there were
many people who really knew what I was
like. There would be some days when
I'd have had a big day at work, and I'd

drive around, and I'd get the loneliest

feeling that there wasn't anyone anywhere
who really cared. I used to get the crazy

feeling that I was going to lose my friends,

and that's when I really felt like I needed

someone special to talk to outside of my
own family."

It was in moments like these—during

their steady dating—that Tommy, thirsting

for the sound of a caring voice, would
swing his car over to the curb, make for

a telephone booth and dial Molly Bee's

number.

Still sentimental over Molly

"I would have that feeling that I had to

call Molly," Tommy owns up softly, a

faint, sentimental smile opening up a

laugh wrinkle around the corners of his

mouth, "and I'd pick up the phone and

talk to her, and go over. It was like an

aspirin for a headache. It was so impor-

tant to have someone that was always

there, someone who was your friend."

Then at last—just recently, this hap-

pened—Tommy became more sure of him-

self, and he was no longer in the market
for just safety. At last he knew that

when you're truly in love, that's when
you go steady—not before.

Tommy had loved and lost in earnest

before he met Molly. That had been the

price of steady dating. Even now, Tommy
could not bring himself to joke about the

heartbreak he had known in his teens.

He really had cared—and loved, yes loved.

"So often," Tommy nodded knowingly,

"older folks will take this lightly. They'll

I say you weren't really in love. It was
just puppy love. What I want to know is

this. Is love something that is restricted

to people of a certain age? You have to be

twenty-one before you can vote. Do you
have to be twenty-one before you can get

a permit to fall in love?"

There was that one girl in particular to

whom he had lost his heart while he was

78 still in high school, in Houston. He

couldn't have been more than sixteen at

the time.
"Once I met this girl," Tommy swal-

lowed, "she meant more to me than any

other girl I'd ever known. We went together

for a year and a half. We were both very

jealous, you know. I was gone so much
of the time, and I hated to think of her

sitting around. But I didn't want her to

go around with other fellows, either, and

she felt the same way about me and other

girls. But my career was a problem. I

couldn't take her out at nights because

I worked as a disc jockey after school. I

couldn't take her to proms and parties

like other boys.
"And I always had to go away, espe-

cially on tours in the summer.
"I didn't want to be gone from her long

I was supposed to be away only six weeks,

but I was away from June to the first of

September. All the time I kept thinking

of her and writing to her, and I had no

desire to go out with other girls."

The big shock

Finally, at summer's end, Tommy cut a

record for RCA Victor, and he needed

only one thing to make his happiness com-
plete. He couldn't get back to Houston
fast enough to share his happiness with

his girl! He never doubted that she would
be waiting for him.

Rock and Roll

your way through

college

with pat boone

—

in the march issue

of modern screen

(on sale february 4)

"I came home and found this girl going

with another guy. That hurt."

The romance was over, and Tommy s

world just blew up. "I guess there was

only one thing in my life that had hurt

me more," Tommy groped for a yardstick

with which to measure his misery. "When
I couldn't make the high school football

team because I was too skinny."

Whether she knew it or not, it was a

night that Tommy's mother, Grace Sands,

could have lost her son. She had come
home that evening and found him stunned

over his shattered love. If she had failed

to sense his hurt, if she had said one wrong

word, she could have driven him away.

For Tommy, to have been mocked or hu-

mored in this terrible moment of loss

would have been the unpardonable sin.

"My mother didn't say, You stupid

thing,' " Tommy tells you. "She didn't

start to reason with me and tell me 'These

things happen. There will be another

girl.' She didn't laugh at me. You know,

I can see why a lot of people leave home.

They have pride. If she had laughed at

me that night, I would have left home."

In those young, impressionable years,

Tommy had known only one way to love

—

heart and soul. And there was no over-

night recovery for Tommy. There was a

long spell of agonizing loneliness and try-

ing to forget.
.

Tommy shook his head philosophically.

"After we broke up," he said, now able

to manage to smile over his youthful hurt,

"I didn't go out for a year and a half. I'd)

been hurt too bad. I didn't want to goi

out with any other girls. Once in a while;

my buddies would make me go out with

them, but it never worked. I went
through a rough time."

Yes, Tommy has loved and lost—but

never lightly.

That was in his past.

No more heartbreak

Now, he decided, it would be different;

With Molly it would never be like that

—

a

sudden end and agonizing heartbreak.

With Molly, there would be no breaking

off, only tapering off.

"Of course," Tommy remembers, "going,

steady with Molly happened so naturally,

"I started dating her, and it sort of con-r

tinued that way—and you know you'r^

friends. You can call when you wort

late. You can say, 'I haven't had a chanc*

to go out all week. Would you like to gc
|

out tonight?' " j |

"There are advantages to knowing a gm
,

real well

—

"I like to be able to sit with a girl anc,
|

talk about the simple things and I like tt

be at oneness with a girl. I like to laugl

and kid around. Yet I like to be able t|

sit there and look at her, and not b>

embarrassed. You want to be yourself;

you want a girl to be herself." l

And he still feels that. But now h|

knows something

—

he didn't have to Umij

himself to one girl in order to have

these satisfactions.

The shy guy

"I guess I have a funny thing," he sai<

somewhat sheepishly. "I'm still a littl

embarrassed with girls. I have to kno-v

a girl before I can relax with her. I use,

to be a lot worse. I'd feel that I liked

girl, but I'd be afraid to let her reall

know me for fear she'd find something ot

about me that she wouldn't really like. ]

was a painful thing to be with someon
you knew you liked and not be able t

give them a chance to like you becaus

you felt you were really not being yjui

self."

Tommy walked to the window anj

looked out at the studio street, bright ud

der the afternoon sun.
j

"When I was a kid," he recalled with
l

wistful smile, "when one of my favoril,

girl movie stars got married, I used f

cross her off my list. If you believe r

God, you can't want anyone else's wif

That's what the Bible says."

It would be a long time before Tomnn'

gave any of his fans reason to cross hii

off their list. The new Tommy Sands
J

circulating as a handsome, vital boy his a{'|

should do. Going steady is now som«
thing that belongs to the past. It was I

way of life that he won't take out
j

mothballs until that faraway day when 1

decides to marry.
"I might be ready for marriage in te

years," Tommy thinks. "If I don't date

lot now, later on I might miss not havh;

done it, and that would be bad for ar

marriage. Like everyone else, I'd like

stay married to the same person foreye

I don't want ten different marriages." I

It's much better, Tommy reasons,

have ten—or more—different girl frienj

. . . much better than ten different wivi
And these carefree days, Tommy is lool

ing at girls—lots and lots of them. Wi
the mature thoughts of a man. Becau
he's old enough to know that he had bet,

only in love with love, and that some d;,

when he's not even looking for it, wh<

he's not even going steady, love will n:

him. E,,

You can see Tommy in 20th Centur

Fox's Sing, Boy, Sing!
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(Continued from page 54) accompanied
him, her bubbling vitality making the trip

all the more fun.

But when he was slated to go to Mo-
rocco to perform with Bob Hope, Debbie
had said, "You know, Eddie, I think 120

degrees is a little too much for me. If

you don't mind, I'd rather not go. Be-
sides, I miss little Carrie so much. Would
you feel terrible if I flew back home?"
Eddie had reluctantly agreed. "To tell

you the truth, honey," he'd said, "I guess
I feel the same way. But I promised Bob,
and I can't renege on my commitments."
Eddie had gone to Morocco, and Debbie

had flown home alone, starting a barrage
of rumors that were to plague them for

months.
When Debbie reached home, she was so

busy catching up with Carrie Frances,
making up for the six weeks that they had
been parted, that she put off going to see
a doctor.
When she saw him, he confirmed her

happy suspicions.
"I suppose," said the doctor, smiling,

"that you'll want to continue to work, just

as you did last time you were pregnant."
"Of course," said Debbie firmly.

"All right," said the doctor, "but don't
overdo it. I know you'd be unhappy if you
didn't, but rest during every lunch hour.
I don't want you going through this preg-
nancy the way you did last time—with all

BUSINESS DEPT.: Harry Kurnitz and
Howard Hawlces, who teamed on
Land Of The Pharaohs, are work-
ing on a new film, with an African
setting. Kurnitz said: "It's the
story of a man who trains a tsetse
fly to bite his mother-in-law. Jungle
drums. Tondelayo, etc. Hawkes,
a stickler for authenticity and lo-

cal color, has put a ring in my nose
and pays me every week in pol-
ished flat stones which he assures
me are legal tender in Kenya. I

wanted to be just as authentic, and
offered to drum out the script, in-

stead of typewriting it."

Leonard Lyons
in The New York Post

the calm spirit of a driver on the Indian-
apolis Speedway."
"Cross my heart," said Debbie.
A few nights later, she and Eddie were

playing with Carrie, as they always do be-
fore dinner. Eddie began to sing, going
up and down the scale, while Carrie sang
the same notes after him, in their funny
ittle father-daughter duet.
"What shall we name the baby?" asked

Debbie.
"Well," said Eddie slowly, "we had the

pame David picked out last time, and
ilong came a girl. I wouldn't mind hav-
ng a boy this time, would you? But let's

ase a little reverse psychology. If we
jick a girl's name, maybe she'll turn out

be a 'he.'

"

"Let's try it," laughed Debbie.
They selected a half dozen girls' names,

md Eddie began to bet with his friends
hat the expected arrival would be a girl

—hoping all the time that he'd have to

fnt
ay °ff -

lm
< "Of course I love girls," he told friends.
iTd be happy if we had five children, all

flhrls." Then his face grew slightly wist-
ul. "But it would be nice to have one
joy/'

1 When Debbie and Eddie learned about
he new arrival, they decided that they
lefinitely would have to buy a new home,
for some time they'd been on a house-
hunting binge. Now their hunt became

ii.

even more earnest than it had ever been.
"It seems to me," said Eddie, "that it's a

mile from our bedroom to the nursery.
I want a house that has the nursery close

to everything."
"But wherever we go," Debbie grinned,

"let's take this old rocker with us, shall we?"
"Of course," said Eddie. "Home wouldn't

feel like home without it."

They finally found the home they con-
sidered perfect—a lovely English brick
house in the exclusive Holmby Hills area,

with four bedrooms and a den—and a
nursery easily accessible to their own bed-
room.
Almost at once, they began to re-do the

house. Debbie was off on flying visits

to the decorator, carrying swatches of

fabrics with her. Soon the painters were
all over the house, transforming it into
Debbie's and Eddie's favorite colors—blue
and green, highlighted with touches of
white.
Neither Debbie nor Eddie like furni-

ture that's too modern. They consider
modern unsuitable for themselves. But
they love American and English antiques,
and Debbie loves the fact that these an-
tiques may have nicks in them.

"That's great for family living," she says.

"I wouldn't want furniture you had to

cover carefully and avoid putting nicks
in. I buy the kind of furniture that looks
better with wear."
She tossed a hopeful eye toward Carrie

Frances, apparently convinced that Carrie
would, in the near future, improve the
furniture by putting nicks in it.

While the decorating is going on, the
house is a center of conviviality at all

hours, morning, noon and night. The Fish-
ers are rarely alone. Breakfast, lunch
and dinner hours, the house teams with
Eddie and Debbie's business associates.
A large, informal staff takes care of

everybody's needs.
"Our house is a real United Nations,"

giggles Debbie.
There's a German housekeeper, an Eng-

lish nurse and an Italian houseboy. Stay
in Debbie's house long enough, and your
ear gets to hear and know almost every
accent.

"I'm in a harem," laughs Eddie. "The
house is filled with women." Since the
women include Debbie, the baby, and
frequently Debbie's cheery mother, he
doesn't mind.
Sometimes, however, a speculative look

comes into his eyes, as though he is pic-
turing what will happen when there's an-
other male around, his hoped-for son.
"But of course, it'll be a girl," he says, as

though he's superstitious about allowing
himself to hope for a boy.
Sometimes he calls Debbie "Momma,"

she in turn calls him "Poppa." The nick-
names are well-deserved. Even while
Debbie was working in This Happy Feel-
ing, the nurse would come to the set with
Carrie Frances, so that Debbie could play
with her daughter between scenes.

And when Eddie is busy with rehearsals
on his TV show, Debbie brings the baby to

the studio when she can. Once, Debbie
was backstage with Carrie during one of

Eddie's tv shows. Suddenly, the baby
started to gurgle. Sound engineers cast
apprehensive eyes at their equipment,
wondering how they could muffle the
sound of the gurgles. P.S. they couldn't.

So, if while listening to Eddie singing on
tv, you were suddenly startled at the
sound of a baby's gurgling, put it down to

the fact that it really was Miss Carrie
herself crashing her father's act.

Rumors to the contrary, happiness
reigns in the Fisher household. Besides
his understandable joy over the expected
new baby, Eddie is thrilled over his wife's

success. He's as excited over the number-

—a new liquid preparation that hardens into long,

glamorous finger nails. Now you can change
broken, split, bitten nails into strong beautiful

nails—stronger than your own nails. STOPS NAIL
BITING.

Will not break or crack. Stays on until your own
nails grow out. Can be filed, trimmed and beauti-

fully polished. Each nail is made in one minute.
You can do any type work while wearing these
nails. No preparation like it.
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids

New Way Without Surgery
Science Finds Healing Substance That
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids

For the first time science has found a
new healing substance with the astonishing
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve
pain — without surgery.

In case after case, while gently relieving
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took
place.
Most amazing of all — results were so

thorough that sufferers made astonishing
statements like "Piles have ceased to be a
problem!

"

The secret is a new healing substance
(Bio-Dyne* ) — discovery of a world-famous
research institute.

This substance is now available in sup-
pository or ointment form under the name
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count-
ers—money back guarantee. *Reg. U. S. Pat. off. 79



one spot that Debbie's Tammy record
enjoys as if it were his own triumph. In
fact, he pushed for its success from the
start. After he heard her recording of
Tammy he was sure it would be a hit,

and promptly wheedled the disc jockeys
whom he knows so well into playing the
new record. Debbie was amazed that her
record clicked; but Eddie maintains that
he knew it from the very beginning.
Debbie and Eddie always breakfast to-

gether, except when she has to work. Then,
because she has to get up at 5 a.m., she
just tiptoes gently to the breakfast room
with Carrie Frances. When she's ready to

leave the house, of course she plants a kiss

on Eddie's lips, which he sometimes does,
sometimes doesn't wake up from.

Diamond earrings

Recently they celebrated their second
anniversary with a wonderful dinner to
which they invited 150 friends. For their
first anniversary, Eddie had bought Deb-
bie a diamond pendant. This time he
made up his mind he'd get her matching
diamond earrings. Of course, a second
anniversary doesn't call for anything that
elaborate—in fact, it's just a calico anni-
versary. Which is why Eddie also ordered
a large calico doll from Uncle Bernie's Toy-
shop. Dangling from the ears of the calico

doll were the diamond earrings.
When Debbie saw the present, her eyes

filled with tears. The rest of the evening
she clutched the calico doll.

"I swear," laughed a friend, "I think
Debbie was as much moved by the calico

doll as she was by those earrings—which
must have cost thousands."
While Debbie was working on This

Happy Feeling, she continued working
actively as head of the Thalians, an or-
ganization of young people in Hollywood
which does wonderful work for the
promotion of mental health.
Some of the members of the group won-

dered if she wanted to resign. "It's too
much work for you to take charge of the
arrangements for the annual ball."

"What do you think I am," said Debbie

teenage bride

(Continued from page 51) I'd go steady
when I really knew it was love, for sure!

So before I met Neil Dubin, I had been
dating a variety of boys. And by playing
the field I began to learn about men.
"The first time I met Neil was on a

double date arranged by a mutual friend.

We went night-clubbing and dancing. It

was a glamorous evening, and the dim
lights and romantic atmosphere were
enough to make any girl lose her head

—

if she was in a head-losing mood.
"But a long time before, I'd made up

my mind that I wouldn't let music and
moonlight sway me where a fellow was
concerned. So even though I liked Neil
very much from that first night on, I con-
tinued to go out with other boy friends.

"I felt different about Neil"

"However, the more I saw of Neil, the
more I realized that I felt differently to-
ward him than toward any other boy
I had ever known. And of course, since
I'd gone out with many boys, I had a
yardstick of comparison. Though I was
only fifteen, I knew I was not kidding my-
self when I suddenly felt in a glow when
I was with him. I had never experienced
this deep romantic feeling with any other
boy I'd ever dated.
"And there were plenty of reasons why

I felt like that toward him.
"Neil was charming; he was ambitious

indignantly, "an invalid! Why, I'm the
healthiest mother-to-be you ever saw.
And the work for the Thalians is just as

close to my heart as my own movie work."
Debbie continued to make arrangements

for the Thalians, even going so far as to

sign 1,000 letters in one afternoon. When
her doctor heard about that, he almost
flipped. But Debbie looked so radiant, he
had to admit she thrived on work.
There was one scene in the picture that

worried the studio officials. Debbie was to

do a rhumba with Curt Jurgens—and this

seemed a bit strenuous for a mother-to-
be.

"Would you like a double?" asked the
director worriedly.
"A double!" hooted Debbie. "I've never

needed a double just because I was preg-
nant."
She rhumbaed like mad with Curt.

In Pal Joey, Frank Sinatra was di-

rected by George Sidney. In a
scene where Frank watches Kim
Novak do a torrid strip-tease, Sid-

ney said, "Stay in the background,
Frank. Try to be inconspicuous."
Sinatra replied, "With Kim Novak
doing a strip, I could be tangoing
with a tiger and nobody would no-
tice me."

Leonard Lyons
in the New York Post

When it was over, Curt almost collapsed.

So did the director. But not Debbie.
She cheerfully turned to the director

and said, "Was that take all right? Or
would you like to do it over? I want it

to be perfect, don't you?"
He went off in a slight daze, giddily

muttering to himself that pregnant women
in our day and age are certainly different

from what they used to be.

Debbie had just one complaint about her
pregnancy. A thrifty girl at heart, she
had saved all her maternity clothes with
the complete intention of using them again.

But nature fooled her. Her last pregnan-

—already he had an excellent job as an
executive; he was thoughtful.

"Anyway, pretty soon it got so that

every time I went out with another boy,
I found myself comparing him to Neil.

I would think, how I wish it were Neil

I was with instead of this boy.
"Eventually, I stopped seeing other boys

and dated only Neil. This was the first

time I ever went steady with a boy. But
it was the real thing—not just a social

convenience.
"I feel sorry for girls who go steady be-

cause it's the thing to do in their crowd.
I am disappointed in any girl who goes
steady for any reason except the one that

drove Neil and myself into each other's

arms—a true and glorious love.

"Neil and I were completely in love

with each other, and we told our parents
that we were, and that we intended to get

married.
" 'Neil is a wonderful boy,' said my

mother. T couldn't be happier over the

two of you finding each other. But six-

teen is too young to marry. Wait till

you're eighteen.'

"So we agreed to wait."

How to explain the impulses of love?

One night last May Jill and Neil were
driving to call on another couple with

whom they -planned to spend the eve-

ning.
Suddenly Neil stopped the car as they

reached a hill overlooking the beautiful

lush valley below them. As he put his

arms around her, Jill felt a great surge

cy required summer clothes. This time
she needed winter outfits. "So wasteful,"

she sighed briefly—then plunged with en-
j

thusiasm into the task of choosing a stun-
ning new wardrobe.
Only once during the entire pregnancy

was she really ill. Usually Debbie says

firmly, "I never get queasy or sick when
I'm pregnant. Just a matter of mind over

|

matter. If you don't think you're going
to feel ill, you won't."
But one night, the mind over matter

;

didn't seem to work. She had sharp pains [

and sat up suddenly in bed. Eddie called
,

the doctor immediately. The doctor
[

smiled, gave Eddie a prescription and said
|

to Debbie, "All you need is some of this
,

medicine." »

Shortly Eddie was conferring with the

proprietor of an all-night drugstore, Deb- !

bie had her medicine, and mind and mat-
ter were on an equal footing.

When Eddie, relatives or friends worry
j

about her, Debbie says, "Feeling sick when
,

you're expectant is just a state of mind.
,

I won't let myself feel any way but won-
,

derful."
And that's the way it nearly always is,

\

for her.
\

Wherever she goes, Debbie goes bub-
blingly, her wonderful love of life vibrat- I

ing above everything. "I'm going to have
[

another baby," she says proudly. "Isn't
r

it wonderful? Who could ask for any-
,

thing more?"
Eddie beams. "My harem," he says.

j

And Carrie Frances coos back. END
|

1

EDITOR'S NOTE: Lately, there have been inereas- f

ing rumors of trouble in the Fisher home. The editors

of MODERN SCREEN however, prefer not to dis-

cuss rumors . . . we're too busy searching for facts.

Moreover, we believe too strongly in the sancti- '

mony of the home to risk causing trouble between ! 1

two wonderful people. Facts, however, are facts -,_

and next month we will bring you the entire story |.

... all there is to know about the rumored split-up
*

between Debbie and Eddie.

Debbie will be making The Boy Friend ;

for MGM and This Happy Feeling fori

u-i. ;

k

of love and her lips responded to his.

One thought flashed through both their L

minds: why wait? Why not get married?;
It was Neil who put it into words.

"Darling," he said, "we know we love eachll

other and I want to take care of you.-

Why wait? Why can't we go to Arizona,

tonight and get married?"
|,

Would it be right?

Jill's heart was pounding. She knew
that she wanted nothing more in the

world than to be Neil's wife. In spite of
(

.

the excitement of the moment, she tried*

to collect her thoughts.
"Would we be doing the right thing in'

getting married tonight?" she asked her-"

self. And the answer came from some
place deep inside herself. "Why not? We]
plan to marry some day. I told my par-j

ents I would wait—but they don't under-.]

stand how sure we are of our own feelings.,
j

The next two years will prove nothing;

that we don't know now. It would be]
senseless to wait."
Looking up at him with shining eyes

she said, "Yes, darling." J

They picked up their friends, whe
agreed to accompany them to Yuma. ScJ

that night they drove to the desert towr.

and held hands confidently as they tokr

the justice of the peace that they wantecj
to be married. In a firm, clear voice, Jil

said, "I do," and turned to kiss her new
young husband.

"I knew from the moment we stood be-"

fore the justice of the peace—as I knownov
j



—that it was right for me to marry at

sixteen," said Jill.

When the marriage ceremony was over,

Jill phoned her parents and joyfully told

them the news.
For a moment she briefly descended

from Cloud 9 at the sound of her mother's
shocked voice, "Oh, no. You couldn't

have done that. You're such a baby."
"I cried all the way home," admits

Jill. "Not because I regretted our elope-
ment, but because I was sorry I had hurt
my parents. Still, for fear that our par-
ents might try to annul our marriage,
we drove on to Las Vegas and had an-
other marriage ceremony there. We
figured that if we were married in two
states it would be twice as hard to have
our marriage annulled.

The third ceremony
"When my parents and Neil's realized

how much we meant to each other, they
talked it over and agreed among them-
selves that we must have known what we
were doing. They arranged a beautiful
religious ceremony, and Neil and I stood
before a flower bedecked altar, our fami-
lies around us, and exchanged solemn mar-
riage vows—for the third time.

"And for us—it was right. I wasn't too
young. Sure, I was just sixteen, but
some girls are very young at sixteen,

I
while others are not. I've always been

|
mature for my age. If a girl who had

j

just gotten out of the playing-with-dolls
stage were to marry at that age, I'd be

I just as shocked as anyone else. Because
|
for her, marriage at sixteen could only
lead to misery.
"But why go by calendar age? It is

the age of your heart and mind that
matter. By going with many kinds of

young men and refusing to let myself be
swept off my feet, I had matured. I knew
as much about boys as most girls of

eighteen and older do.
"My reasons for getting married were

not frivolous ones. I knew teenaged
girls who married for silly reasons, and
their marriages are already breaking up.
One girl I knew wanted to be the first

in her class to wear a wedding ring, so
she married her steady date, though she
wasn't really ready to settle down. When
she found marriage was not a ball, she

otne

sued for divorce. Another girl I knew
ran off and got married because she
wanted to get away from home. Of course
she chose the worst possible way to do
it; her marriage, too, hasn't lasted.

"I didn't drift into marriage, either, be-
cause it was expected of me. Some kids
who go steady find themselves standing
before the preacher because they've al-
ways gone steady—to the point where no
one else wants to date them. Neil and I

married each other because we wanted to.

"Luckily, we didn't have to make any
great sacrifices to marry each other. Some-
times it's an ill omen for teenage mar-
riages when the boy has to sacrifice his
life's ambition to get married. One boy
I knew always wanted to be an engi-

Ernie Kovacs was phoned about
the Redbook article which says he
smokes $400 worth of cigars a
month. He said it's a goldurn lie

—

it's $1,000 worth.

Earl Wilson
in the New York Post

neer, but had to quit college in order to
get married. Now he's making a living
selling shoes. No wonder he's frustrated,
resents his wife, rebels at marriage.

"I think if marrying young means
that the husband or the wife has to give
up an important goal in life, they should
put off marriage. The young husband or
wife who's been cheated out of a life's

goal may throw it up to the other later by
saying, 'If I hadn't married you, I could
have finished college—or taken that job
out of town—and become somebody!

"Neither Neil nor I had to give up any
great dreams to get married. Neil was
already doing well in his father's busi-
ness. I had a contract with Universal,
and Neil told me before our marriage
took place that I could continue with
my career after our marriage. We both
knew that I would never let my career
take first place in my life or in my heart.

"I married young—but my marriage will

last forever." END

Watch for Jill in U-I's Summer Love.

bergman talks

(Continued from page 44) She looked ab-
solutely radiant! Happy, smiling, sparkling
... as if for the first time in a long while
—she was really enjoying life!

And it was no act, put on just for me.
I'd hardly had time to catch my breath

enough to say hello when I realized why.
It's because Ingrid has started her new
[life. She's happy, relaxed. All bitter-
ness is at an end. She's putting the past
behind her. Marriage-wise, the Rossel-
linis will remain legally separated for the
time being. The separation, which came
as a surprise to the world after Ingrid's
and Roberto's reunion in Paris, is described
by Ingrid as

—"A first step. Whatever
happens afterwards will depend upon what
circumstances come up in one way or an-
other. The only difference in being mar-
ried and legally separated is that a couple
lives separately."

j
The children are uppermost in the minds

pf both Ingrid and Roberto. They have
-

,
/not been told of their parents' decision.

tol
°,f'When they are bigger, I'll explain it,"

a''™ .says Ingrid. "Just now, they are too young
'Ho understand. Actually, things won't
newf|change much for them. Roberto and I

ave been separated by our work for over
. year, so the children are user! to it.

no*"!

"The important thing is, they know that
when we go away, we won't be gone for
long . . . and we will always come back.
Roberto will be with them before he re-
turns to India. And I will fly to Rome
for Christmas and bring them back to
London. There are no hard feelings be-
tween Roberto and me at all, thank heav-
ens. It's always such a strain when the
parents are fighting, as it was after my
first divorce."

A school for Robertino

Ingrid's first chore in London was
searching for an Italian school. "I wanted
to find a school and then look for an
apartment nearby," she says. "Then I dis-
covered that there is no Italian school here.
"There's a French school, and Robertino

speaks French. But as yet he cannot read
or write in French. And I don't know
whether his little head can hold education
in English, Italian and French at the same
time. So in the beginning I shall find a
governess for him.

"He's in the second grade now. And so
good in school that it's unbelievable. If you
walk into the room and he's busy, he
says, 'Please, I'm doing my homework
and can't work if you're going to talk!'

"And he's so orderly. That must be the
Swede in him. I don't know how long
that's going to last," she smiles.

SHEETS, TOASTERS,
TOWELS,MIXERS,etc
GIVEN TO YOU FREE!

Thousands of famous nrod-

ll^jlinij^H ucts to choose from — furni-
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WHY DON'T YOU WRITE?
Writing short stories, articles on fashions, homemaking,
business, hobbies, travel, local, club and church activities,
etc., will enable you to earn extra money. In your own
home, on your own time, the New York Copy Desk Method
teaches you how to write the way newspaper men andwomen learn—by writing. Our unique FREE "Writing Apti-
tude Test" tells whether you possess the fundamental quali-
ties essential to successful writing. You'll enjoy this test.
Write for it, without cost or obligation.

NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE OF AMERICA
Suite 5718-B, One Park Ave., New York 16, N. Y.

j««»
H
HIGH SCH00l>

_ No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train-

1

Bing
covers big choice of subjects. Friendly\

instructors; standard texts. Full credit for\
previous schooling. Diploma awarded.

\

I

Write now for FREE catalog HAF-61. 1
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Bladder 'Weakness'
If worried by "Bladder Weakness" (Getting Up
Nights or Bed Wetting, too frequent, burning or
itching urination) or Strong Smelling, Cloudy
Urine, due to common Kidney and Bladder Irri-
tations, try CYSTEX for quick help. 30 years use
prove safety for young and old. Ask druggist for
CYSTEX under guarantee of money-back if not
satisfied. See how fast you improve.

SONG POEMS WANTED
To be set to music. Send your poems today tor free
examination

!

J. CHAS. McNEIL (A. B. Master of Music)
1112 Wilshire Blvd. Santa Monica, Calif.

DEFENSE DONDS
ARE

D. S. SAVINGS DONDS

SWAP
WALLET Size 2Vj X 3V2 on
PORTRAIT QUALITY PAPER
Just pennies per picture for'

beautiful portrait-quality
reproductions of your own favorite
photograph. Send one portrait or
snapshot (returned unharmed)
And money to:

WALLET PHOTOS, Box D 68
Hillside, N.J.

In a hurry? Send 25c extra
for Super-Speed service.

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE We pay postage!



When away from home, Ingrid calls

frequently. "They're so anxious to come to

London," she says. "The other day, Rober-
tino told me, 'I'll learn English. I'll learn

English in no time.'

"

The twins will start school next year.

"They're very different," says Ingrid.

"Little Ingrid loves animals, like a little

boy. She always plays with her brother.

And she's the quiet one.
"Isobella will look at both her sister

and brother and say, 'I have to look after

them, don't I?' She's so sensitive to other

people's feelings. Whenever I scold one of

them, Isobella starts to cry . . . 'Please,

I can't stand to see you angry.' Ingrid

couldn't care less!

"It's Isobella who wants to be an act-

ress," says Ingrid. "Her uncle Renzo has
written an opera and has included a tiny

part just for her. When he told her about
it, she spoke up, 'Oh, do I really sing?'

"It's a wonderful life"

"Renzo told her that he was afraid not

. . . that she just had a few words to say.

She was quite disappointed. I'm sure she'll

be quite calm when she makes her debut,"

says Ingrid. "As for her being an actress,

I don't mind it at all. These children that

grow up with parents that are actors and
actresses and don't want their children in

the business ... I don't understand. It's

a wonderful life.

"I know I was five when I first realized

that I wanted to act. I always entertained

my father's guests. I was always acting.

At first my father wanted me to go into

opera. He loved it so. He saw that I had
singing lessons and took me to the opera,

but I was so bored.
"Then when I was twelve, he took me to

the theatre. 'You see,' I told him. 'That's

what I mean. Those people aren't singing.'

"My father laughed and said he was

you can make it

(Continued from page 34) taken care of

hundreds of little tasks to make life easier

for her daughter, pleasant and unpleas-

ant tasks. From sending your clothes to

the cleaners, to making alibis to the studio.

Like the noon you were having lunch

with Bob at Romanoff's—and were sup-

posed to be at the studio for a ward-
robe fitting. When the assistant director

called your home to find out why you
were late, your mother quickly assured

him you'd be there immediately—just as

soon as you finished an emergency session

at the dentist. Then she called you—re-
member, Nat?—she called you at Roman-
off's and told you to rush to Warner's.

This palsy-walsy stuff was a great ad-

vantage to you, Nat—as long as you were
single. But—as Mrs. Robert Wagner, it

could be a real handicap. Remember,
sometimes a man leans too—and your
husband has to know he's got a woman
to lean on!

. . . And you can make it, baby, if you're

willing to keep house . . .

Up to now, Natalie, your most compli-

cated adventure in the kitchen was open-

ing a package of bread, taking out a slice,

and smearing peanut butter on one half

and jelly on the other. You made slight

progress when you and Bob were still in

the courting stage, and you fixed a few
simple meals on board his yacht. But,

admit it, Nat—they were cold cuts! That's

okay when a guy is courtin'—but if you're

going to be a wife, you'll have to learn

and learn quickly, to please Bob's appe-
tite. And that goes for whether you're

actually doing the cooking or just super-

82 vising the menu and shopping.

sorry about the mistake he'd made and

that I could forget about opera. I was
thirteen when he died. My mother had
died when I was two. They never knew
what road I actually took."

Ingrid's life as a child was a lonely life.

"When my father died, I moved in with

relatives. My father had been very artistic

and very say. The family I lived with was
completely the opposite and my acting am-
bitions horrified them."

It was in Italy that Ingrid learned the

true meaning and value of close family

life. And it's a lesson she'll never forget.

"It's a wonderful thing," she says. "Italian

families are so . . . well, so together. The
children feel so protected.

"In Sweden, the idea of showing emo-
tion is frowned upon. If the emotions are

anger and hate, that's very good. But they

don't always show love either. Perhaps
that's why Swedes are called cold.

"Italian families have no inhibitions

about showing love for the members of

the family. And they consider children

the most important of all. Children receive

love and protection not only from their

parents but from their aunts, uncles,

cousins, everyone.
"In so many other countries, when a

girl marries, she moves away from her

family. Many times that's why she mar-
ries. Perhaps she comes home for Christ-

mas to see her family. But in Italy, the

father is apt to buy an apartment next

door, so both families can get together and
see each other every day.

Mother is most important

"In Italy, the mother is something
sacred. She sits at the head of the table

and everybody listens to her. Most of the

songs are always about mother.
"At first, it was all very strange to me.

But now I like it. And having so many

. . . And you'll have to learn to budget,

now . . .

Up to now money has just been pieces

of paper to you, printed to spend.

One day, for instance, you passed the

Cadillac agency on Ventura Boulevard,

walked in, bought a car on the spur of

the moment, then found out the next day

you couldn't afford it—and had to cancel

the deal!

You bought a beautiful modern house

in the San Fernando Valley far beyond
the means of your salary. You seldom
knew how much money you had in your
checking account, and you seemed to care

less. It was not unusual for you to walk
into a dress shop and buy half a dozen
garments—only to have the owner anx-
iously inquire when you'd pay your last

bill—a fact you had completely forgotten.

With this kind of attitude, it's frightening

to think what you might, as a married
woman in charge of a household's finances,

do to a budget!
At least though, you're trying to im-

prove. A few months ago—on Bob's in-

sistence—you hired a business manager to

help you keep your accounts straight and
start saving for a rainy day.

But . . . how closely you listen to him
depends on your moods!

. . . And settle down and fly right . . .

Chances are Bob will never have the

relaxed, settled-down feeling which most
men want in marriage. And that's okay,

up to a point, because you'll always seem
more like a girl friend than a wife to him—
fresh, different, exciting and unpredictable.

When he takes you out for dinner or to

a party, it'll be like making a date with

you all over, because he'll never be sure

that you'll get to the party—and not end

up dressed to kill in a bowling alley in-

children, I'm delighted," smiles Ingrid. - "I

want to keep it up.
"Yes, I learned a lot about family rela-

tionships in Italy. And I'm going to re-

member it. The separation when I came to I

London was because of Robertino's school-

ing. I didn't want to interrupt in the mid-
dle of a term. We have a wonderful nurse,

and his aunt, my sister-in-law, and my >

mother-in-law were all there. Otherwise,

I would never have left them."
It was at that moment that Ingrid was

called back to the set. Smiling goodbye,

she shook my hand with a firm grip and
walked away.
Her step was as light as if she were

floating on air.

And I wondered about that.

No, I thought as I rode back to my
London apartment, it isn't an act.

She really is happy.
And I knew it wasn't that she didn't

love Roberto . . .

Then suddenly it hit me.

The reason . . .

The radiance on Ingrid Bergman's face

was there because at last the burden had
been lifted, the burden of guilt she had
carried all these years . . . since the day
she had left Pia, and thrown away her
good name, in order to marry the man she

loved.
But life with Roberto was a happiness

I

that Ingrid never felt entitled to. . . .

Now—now that she had paid for her
transgressions, now that she had atoned

j

for her sin—now, at last, she could really

be happy. . . .

And that was the way I left her. end

Besides Warners' Indiscreet, Ingrid is

scheduled to make I Thank A Fool for

MGM and The Inn of the Eighth Happi-
ness for 20th Century-Fox.

stead! And he'll never know if his eight

o'clock date with you will find you ready
before 9:30.

Like that first time he ever picked you
up at home ... he had the nicest, longest

talk with your mother! When she ran out

of breath and you still weren't ready, your
younger sister Lana pitched in and kept
Bob entertained till Papa Gurdin took over
the third round. And if Bob grew anxious

and maybe a little annoyed at being left

waiting so long, the moment you showed:

up—radiantly beautiful—he forgot all

about it.

But a husband may care a little less

about why he has to wait. And a husband
may not care how dressy you look; he
may just get pretty annoyed at how long

it takes you

—

all the time!

Most of the time, a guy needs to know
he can depend on his wife, in little things

as well as big things.
,

But Nat, baby, you can make it, this

being a good wife—if you want to . . .

You can grow up and be a woman to

the man you love, instead of the little

girl you've been up to now. You car

learn to keep house, if you really wan)
to—keep house like all girls just do when
they're all grown up enough to want to

get married.
And just like Bob will change some to

please you, you can put some reins ori

the parts of you that you know he doesn'1

like—because you know there's so much
in you that he loves: your soul, youi

heart, your beauty. ...
As they say, where there's a will there';

a way—and you can find it.

Because most of all, for the first time

in your life, you're in love. ... ENI

Natalie's in Warner Bros.' Marjorii
Morningstar. Bob's in Stopover Tokyo



Look How Easy It Is To Make
*vm EXTRA MONEY

NOW with

"SPECIAL PELUXE"

EVERYDAY CARDS
If it's extra money you want, you can make
it faster and easier by simply showing
friends Creative's "Special Deluxe" Assort-
ment. It pays you 30^ MORE than the

usual profit on each box—a full $75.00 on
just 100 assortments. It's a great $1.25
value and a lovely box that will sell on
sight. You don't need any experience. Just ^

send the coupon for information now!

_ r »« rIt »

Profit on l*±

57COO nO'hundred

ORGANIZATIONS:

Fill your treasury fast with

the big cash profits ... re-

ward your members with

the Bonus Gifts.

Many New Ways To Make Money
Your friends will be delighted to
buy the very newest in greeting cards
for all occasions from Creative's
complete 1958 selection. Each pays
you an extra profit. There are all-

purpose Assortments containing as
many as 21 cards for $1 and $1.25...
smart Studio-styled greetings ... in-

spiring Religious Cards at 21 for $1...
with name and address printed ... and a world of clever, practical and
decorative Gift Novelties priced at only $1 and up. 133 profitable fast
sellers in all help you reach the income you want quickly.

"Special Deluxe" All-Occasion Assort-

merit of 21 large, 25* quality, modern
SLIM designs sells fast at $1.25. The
inside of these truly deluxe folders are

as lavish as the gorgeous covers. You'll

be proud to show them.

.new NoteVelopes and Stationery

FRBB OFFBR
of "LOVE BIRDS"

Salt & Pepper Set

Colorful Novelty sensation of 1958 /;

at $1.25 retail. Send for sample
outfit and get your "Love Birds"

Set FREE on prompt action offer.
.

THEY SAY IT'S EASY!
"Creative Cards sell very eas-

aily. Most people buy $10 worth
at a time. In only 4 months my
sales totalled $700—and this

**** was just in spare time!"
Mrs. O. J. B., N. Dakota

"Creative Cards give me an
'out' from family routines. Folks
visit me, see my cards and buy."
Mrs. A. R., Iowa

Extra Bonuses Worth $10 to $100
Besides your big cash profits, Creative gives you BONUSES of name-brand
appliances and gifts for the whole family, worth up to $100. No limit

,^ to the number of Bonuses you may earn. Organizations use
them as prizes for the best workers.

Just Send Your Name for Samples
It costs you nothing to get full information and samples to
start earning at once. Simply mail the coupon. In your outfit
will be FREE Stationery samples and our best-selling
Assortments and Gift Novelty on approval. Don't delay!
Get $1.25 "Love Birds" Salt & Pepper Set as your FREE
Gift for prompt action. Send coupon or postcard NOW!

MAIL NOW for SAMPLES ft FREE Gift Offer

CREATIVE CARD COMPANY, Dept. 120-H,

4401 West Cermak Road, Chicago 23, III.

Please send my money-making Sample Outfit
on approval, including $1.25 "Love Birds" Set
on FREE Offer for being prompt.

Name

0ie#twe CARD COMPANY
4401 West Cermak Road, Dept. 120-H. Chicago 23, Illinois

Address.

_Zone, .State.



You re on the right track-

when you switch to WINSTON
Wherever you meet people, you meet Winston!

This rich blend of bright, clear tobacco gives you

mellow flavor you can enjoy. And you'll enjoy Amer-
ica's favorite filter, too! The pure, snow-white

filter in the smart, cork-smooth tip is exclusive

with Winston. Now is the time for you to switch

to America's favorite filter cigarette—Winston

!

R.J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO. WINSTON-SALEM. N.C.

Now available

in crush-proof box, too!

Smoke WINSTON Americas best-selling, best-tasting filter cigarette



NATALIE AND BOB'S DIARY: 12 Months of Love
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New kind of

Home Permanent

from

Procter & Gamble

The end papers do the

waiving for you

Every end paper contains its own

waving ingredients— just the right

amount for each curl

Because the end papers them-

selves measure out the waving

action, your wave will be perfect

Easiest, fastest way yet to a really

lasting wave-just wind, wet with

pure, clear water, and neutralize

Why didn't somebody think of this before? A home
permanent with the wave in the end papers instead

of a bottle of lotion. That's Procter & Gamble's

new PACE.
Guesswork taken out.Because each paper con-

tains just the right amount of waving ingredients

—

never too much, never too little—you get a perfect

permanent automatically.

No more waves that take in one place, don't in

Wind curls as usual. Any home permanent Squeeze on clear wate

curlers will do. (End papers do the waving.) plastic bottle. No messy,

another. No more stragglers or strays. No more
"first week" frizz.

No messy, strong-smelling lotion. Just wind
hair as usual, wet with water, neutralize, and look!

An even, lasting wave that looks like a gift of nature.

So now there's no reason to leave the house for

a permanent. Not when it's next to no fuss at all

to get one at home. That's with PACE—the worry-

free way to a perfect wave. How about today?

r with PACE'S handy
strong-smelling lotion.

Costs no more than lotion permanents—$2 plus

Choice ot 3 strengths: Regular . . . Gentle . . . Su

W
Procter& Gambles

no lotion permanent
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The Picture That Gets Closer To A Fighting Man Than Any Picture Before-

»S0 STARRING
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Millions who douche
with "Lysol"

wouldn't dream
of going back
to vinegar!

Women can actually tell the

difference between "Lysol" and
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THE GREAT OF 1958!
You will soon see for yourself the production that is already talked
about as a milestone in motion pictures. Love and hate, the sensual and
spmtual^j^^

is | ife pulsating from the screen i

THE BROTHERS
KHRAMAZOV

starring

LEE J. COBB

ALBERT SALMI

starring RICHARD BASEHART
with WILLIAM SHATNER

From the Novel by FYODOR OOSTOYEVSKY • AN AVON PRODUCTION . In METROCOLOR
Screen Play and Direction by RICHARD BROOKS • Produced by PANDRO S. BERMAN
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Want the real truth? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen,
10 West 33rd Street, New York 1. The most interesting
letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies.

9 Will Esther Williams and Jeff
Chandler get married?

— E.L., N.Y.C.
A It is not beyond the realm of proba-
bility.

9 Is it true that a few years ago Co-
lumbia Pictures wanted to fire Kim
Novak because she couldn't act?

—J.T., Chicago, III.

A Yes.

9 Did Cory Grant once paint men's
ties by hand?

—T.R., Miami, Fla.
A Yes, in the old days with Orry Kelly.

9 Is Burt Lancaster a millionaire?

—R.E., San Francisco
A Several times.

9 Do people in Hollywood think the

Liz Taylor-Mike Todd marriage will last

"until death do us part?"
—R.R., New Canaan, Conn.

A No.

9 Who are the two most promising
young actresses in motion pictures?

—L.R., Memphis, Tenn.
A Joanne Woodward, Diane Varsi.

9 How much money does Natalie Wood
earn per week ?

—T.R., Moline, III.

A $750 per week at this writing.

9 Does Marlon Brando insist upon
having his own dialogue director in

movies? Does he also re-write scripts?

—H.F., Louisville, Ky.
A True.

9 Have Janet Leigh and Tony Curtis
cut down on the young lovers publicity ?

If so, why ?

—D.F., Denver, Col.
A They've cut way down; felt they

were overdoing it.

9 How come Eddie Fisher and George
Gobel have been so sad on television

this season? —K.T., Columbus, Ohio
A Poor material.

9 Is it true that Elvis Presley plans to

buy the Beverly Wilshire Hotel be-

cause it costs him so much to stay there?

How much does Elvis pay, anyway?
—V.T., Little Rock, Ark.

A Reputedly $135 a day, but he's not

buying!

9 How did Red Buttons get such u

great part in the motion picture Sayo-

—T.H., Ellenvuxe, N.Y.
A Jose Ferrer suggested to director
Josh Logan that he test Buttons for the

part of a GI.

9 Who is considered the most difficult

actress to work with in Hollywood, es-

pecially by directors?

—D.G., Los Angeles, Cal.
A Ava Gardner would rank somewhere
near the top of the list.

9 Is Frank Sinatra money-mad? Is

that why he's making so many movies, so

many TV films, so many guest ap-
pearances?

—S.L., Newark, N.J.
A Sinatra believes in making it while
he can. Despite his gigantic income, he
only recently finished paying the Gov-
ernment his back taxes.

9 Is there a feud between Bing and Bob
Crosby?

—A.C., Spokane, Wash.
A No feud; just an understanding that

each is to go his own way.

9 Marilyn Monroe, Jayne Mansfield,
Barbara Nichols, and Mamie Van Doren
along with Marie Wilson have been
typed as 'dumb blondes.' Which of these

girls is the smartest and which has the

most talent?

—N.E., Dallas, Texas
A Probably Nichols.

9 What's the real story on the Rock
Hudson marriage breakup? Will Rock's
wife ever tell the truth?

—C.H., Seattle, Wash.
A Phyllis isn't talking—and neither is

Rock.

9 Why does Ginger Rogers like young
men ? „ _—FT., Reno, Nev.
A They make her feel younger.

9 Any chance of Jerry Lewis and Dean
Martin getting together again?

—G.D., Baltimore, Md.
A Probably later in the year on TV.

9 How much does Frank Sinatra pay
his press agent ?

—A.N., Los Angeles, Cal.
A $250 a week plus $25,000 for handling
one film.

9 Can you tell me how old Errol Fiynn's
son, Sean, is? n ,Vi n ^— B.T., Bridgeport, Conn.
A Sixteen.



For the mother-to-be

One evening several years ago, actor Arthur O'Connell walked into his neighborhood

butcher shop on Manhattan's East Side. Anthony, the shopkeeper, was in the middle

of a lively conversation with a very beautiful, tall and slender girl. In true Italian

fashion, the two were waving arms, shrugging shoulders and talking a mile a minute.

Arthur caught the end of her lengthy explanation, half in English, half in Italian:

".
. . veal . . . veal parmegiana, per favore."

"Si, Signorina!" Anthony answered cheerfully, weighing some veal for her.

As they noticed Arthur approaching, Anthony exclaimed, "Ah, Signore! Just in time!"

Arthur smiled at the girl, who was a little unkempt but one of the most gorgeous

he'd seen in ages. She wore a bandana of every color in the rainbow, a bright peasant

skirt and blouse, and was barefoot. Wisps of dark brown hair fell just short of the

|

greenest green eyes Arthur had ever seen, and she was sexy all right.

Anthony, warm and sincere, explained to the girl, "Meester O'Connell big actore,"

he told her. "He make movies in Hollywood." The girl's eyes opened wide.

Anthony, as interpreter, told Arthur that his friend had just arrived from Italy and

lived above his shop with her mother. More than anything else, she wanted to be an

actress. Anthony continued, "Maybe you tella her how to be actress, eh, Meester

O'Connell?" Arthur explained that one just wasn't told how to act. It required years

of study and long hours of lessons and practice. It took a very determined person to

stick to all this, he said. The girl kept nodding fast and furiously as Anthony translated

Arthur's words. She was still nodding and shouting happily "Grade, Signore! Grade!"
as she waved good-bye over her shoulder and ran up the stairs, thinking Arthur was
giving her the key to success—rather than trying to discourage her.

Arthur turned back to Anthony, placed his own order and left. "You two see each

other again!" Arthur heard Anthony chuckle as the shop door closed behind him.

And little did Arthur know at the time that the butcher was so right!

Three years later, in Hollywood, Arthur was lunching with his agent and a director.

The three were discussing business when suddenly Arthur heard, a few tables away,

a feminine voice with the trace of an Italian accent order "Veal parmegiana, please."

The voice had a vaguely familiar ring and it puzzled Arthur like the devil.

Turning around, he spotted an exquisite looking brunette. What a knockout, he

j
thought. Then his mind started racing

—

where have I seen her before? Arthur stole

more than a few peeks, hardly listening to a word his friends spoke. Finally, his agent

snapped, "Look, if you want an introduction, all you have to do is ask! You're gaping
like a school kid!" After all, Arthur was a sophisticated actor around Hollywood.

"I can't get over it," Arthur explained, "I know I've seen her or met her and I'm

racking my brains trying to figure out where." She looked Italian. Perhaps they'd

met in Rome or Capri. And then it came to him. The butcher shop girl! But now, in-

stead of the fly-away Italian-boy haircut, she wore a chic coiffure. In place of her peas-

ant outfit was a Dior sheath. She spoke English easily and confidently.

His agent interrupted Arthur's thoughts. "Yup, she's the biggest thing in Hollywood

|
now. Lucky the studio that gets her to make a film!"

"Who is she?" begged Arthur.

"Why that's Gia Scala, who else?"

I And when they were introduced, Gia smiled at Arthur and said, "I thank you for tell-

! ing me to study. I found the years went fast, once you warned me it would take years!"

Arthur O'Connell can soon be seen in 20th Century-Fox's April Love and Columbia's

I Operation Mad Ball, and U-I's The Violators. Gia will soon be seen in U-I's A
' Crooked Trail.

51gauge
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Guard against varicose veins

this fashion-right way

Pregnancy frequently increases
the possibility of swollen legs and
varicose veins. Don't take a
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|
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WORTH
SEEING

THIS
MONTH

NEW MOVIES

FOR DRAMA
The Bridge On The River Kwai
The Missouri Traveler

Wild Is The Wind

FOR COMEDY
No Time For Sergeants

FOR TEARS
The Gift Of Love

FOR LOVE
A Farewell To Arms
Bonjour Tristesse

FOR SPECTACLE
Raintree County

THE BRIDGE ON THE RIVER KWAI
Alec Guinness

, William Holden
prison camp drama Jack Hawkins

Geoffrey Home
Sessue Hayakawa

This is probably the best movie of the year.

The plot is gripping and strong; the stars give

magnificent performances. The scene is a

Japanese prison camp run by Sessue Haya-
kawa, who is steeped in the rigid tradition of

saving face and not sparing the enemy. The
enemy is Alec Guinness, a British officer who
comes marching into prison camp at the head

of his bruised but whistling battalion. An
American prisoner, sailor William Holden,

watches them from his bed in sick bay—he'd

bribed the officer in charge of grave-digging

for a day off. Holden is a man who is bent on

survival at any cost, and he is appalled when
Guinness courts danger by insisting on his

rights as an officer: by the terms of the

Geneva Convention, officers don't do manual
labor. Hayakawa is using the prisoners to

build a bridge across the river Kwai, and to

him prisoners—including officers—are slaves.

Hayakawa orders Guinness shoved into a tin

coffin which is lying in the sun. There he re-

mains while his men work all day on the

bridge and sabotage it at the day's end. Haya-
kawa is becoming frantic. If he doesn't finish

the bridge on time, he'll be shamed as an offi-

cer. And Guinness, released from the tin cof-

fin, is disturbed by the decreased morale and

slovenly appearance of his men. As a form of

group therapy, Guinness offers to supervise

building the bridge. In fact, he plans to make
it faster and better than any Japanese work-

ers could have. Shortly before the bridge is

completed, Holden makes an incredible escape

to the mainland. There he finds commando
Jack Hawkins with orders to blow up the

bridge, and Holden—practically blackmailed

—

finds himself returning to the island prison.

By this time, of course, the bridge is finished.

Hayakawa is so humiliated by Guinness' suc-

cess that he's planning to commit hara-kiri.

And Guinness is so obsessed by this monu-
ment to British fortitude that he almost for-

gets which side of the war he's on. Go see The

Bridge on the River Kwai. It's an adventure

story in the grand manner.

—

CinemaScope,

Columbia.

NO TIME FOR SERGEANTS
Myron McCormick

Andy Griffith
hilarious G.J. comedy Nick Adams

Murray Hamilton
Robert Sherwood

When he appeared in it on Broadway, this

play made Andy Griffith a star. And no won-
der. He is hilarious as a naive hillbilly who is

finally drafted into service over the protests

of his Pappy, who's been burning all com-

munications from the government. Andy has

the strength of an elephant, the unconscious

humor that goes with purity of heart and the

instincts of a boy scout pushing for Eagle

rating. He finds himself in the air force with

a buddy named Nick Adams. Nick is a little

bespectacled, earnest Southerner who's dying

to be transferred into the infantry and who
has a conviction that the firing squad is

around every corner. Their sergeant just

wants peace at any price. As a disciplinary

measure, he orders Andy to clean up the la-

trine. Andy thinks it's an honor, loves the

work, and does a magnificent job ! The Ser-

geant is perfectly willing to make him per-

manent latrine orderly, and keep him around
forever. But a Major finds out about it and
orders the Sergeant to get Andy classified like

he was supposed to—which involves Andy's

taking a series of tests for which he's hilari-

ously unprepared. Andy shortly finds himself

on the crew of a broken-down airplane that is

being shipped to Denver—to make radio con-

tact Andy kicks the battery into action and
spits into the mike. Due to everyone's incom

petence, the plane blows up over an atomic

testing area. Andy grabs Nick and parachutes

to safety. This is very embarrassing to their

Commander, since they turn up at the base

on the very day he is giving them a hero's

funeral ! Andy's maddening charm is that he's

crazy like a fox. Seemingly a good-natured

buffoon, he manages to show everyone up and

to manipulate them into doing exactly what

he pleases. As I said, it's hilarious.

—

Warners.

BONJOUR TRISTESSE

the loved and the lost

Deborah Kerr
David Niven
Jean Seberg

Mylene Demongeot
Geoffrey Home 1

This best seller by Francoise Sagan—

r

France's young wonder writer—is the story I

of a teen-age Parisienne (Jean Seberg) and her:

playboy father (David Niven) who have

drunk deep from the cup of life (champagne):

and found it jaded. They are lost, charming

souls devoted to each other. Now they wan-
der together, lost—in the best nightclubs, the

raciest company, the most fashionable resorts. 5

One summer it was different. Jean and Davicj

were on the Riviera then, with another one or

Pop's fun-loving girl friends (Mylene Demon-
geot). But this time, light romance gave way
to Deborah Kerr, a chic, successful fashion

designer in love with David for years. De J

borah had always disapproved of his life, ancj

its influence on Jean. And by summer's end\

David disapproves of it himself and persuade;;

Deborah to become his wife. Jealous and fean.j

ful of change, Jean destroys the romance—
and Deborah. And only then, when it is tO(

late, does she realize she has gotten rid o

happiness—and made way for sorrow. Tolti

in the first person by Jean, scenes in the pres!

ent are in somber black and white—while th

happy memories of that summer are in vi

brant color. It is melodramatic ... a sensi

tive, skillful and touching story of love.—Co,

LTJMBIA.



WILD IS THE WIND Anna Magnani
Anthony Quinn

Anthony Franciosa
passion on a sheep farm Dolores Hart

Lili Valenty
And wild is Anna Magnani when she real-

izes that her groom (Anthony Quinn) is ob-

sessed with the memory of his first wife, Ros-

sana. Quinn owns a big sheep farm in Nevada
on which live his brother (Joseph Calleia),

brother's sharp-tongued wife (Lili Valenty)

and Anthony Franciosa, Quinn's grateful as-

sistant who was reared as his own son. Quinn
hopes that Franciosa will marry his daughter

(Dolores Hart) as soon as she gets her college

degree. Magnani, fresh from Italy and anxious

to run her own home and life, meets continual

frustration at the hands of her sister-in-law

and Quinn. He either calls her Rosanna or ig-

nores her. Turns out he's suffering from guilt.

The doctor had warned him that his first wife

was too frail to have children, but Quinn
stubbornly insisted on having a son. The at-

tempt killed her. Lonely Anna finally turns to

Anthony Franciosa, whose ready response

nearly scares him out of his wits (that Anna
is a passionate girl

!
) . Quinn has a lot to learn

before he can make his marriage work.

—

Para-

mount.

THE GIFT OF LOVE Lauren Bacall
Robert Stack

, Evelyn Rudie
one woman s immortality Lome Greene

Edward Piatt
This one is guaranteed to keep you misty-

eyed from start to finish. There is a beautiful

woman (Lauren Bacall) who knows her heart

is going to stop pumping any day. She is mar-
ried to a brilliant, handsome, emotionally-

dependent scientist (Robert Stack) who lives

in innocence of the threat hanging over his

happiness. Lauren and Robert are deeply in

love, even after five years of marriage. She
doesn't want to worry him; she wants him to

I
'go on making brilliant discoveries that may

!

lead to the conquest of outer space. If she can

give him a child, she decides, he will always
have love in his life. Unable to have a child

of her own, she plans to adopt an adorable

little girl (Evelyn Rudie). But the child has

had bitter experiences in foster homes. It

seems she never "works out," mainly because

| she is too imaginative. Evelyn and Lauren get

along fine, but Evelyn and Bob do not. One
I of the reasons is that in her attempt to please

tim, Evelyn erases all the formulas it took
'.months of research to chalk up on his study

[blackboards. Besides, he thinks, he isn't really

i interested in children—particularly not in girl

'|children, who would rather be pretty than
'scientifically precocious. But little Evelyn has

Ij great need for the gift of love, and a great

Ibility to give it. Although your heart is

»rung in the process, the gift works beauti-

|y.

—

CtoemaScope, 20th-Fox.

A FAREWELL TO ARMS Rock Hudson
Jennifer Jones

. . Vittorio de Sica
love ana war Elaine Stritch

Oscar Homolka
Here is Ernest Hemingway's magnificent

novel of the first World War. It is a love

story, a tragic love story. The lovers are Rock
Hudson, an American whose thirst for adven-

ture prompts him to become an ambulance
driver for the Italian army, and Jennifer

Jones, a British nurse stationed in Milan. She

is there out of a feeling of passion and regret

for a fiance who's been killed. When she meets

Rock she lets herself go ; she lives for love

and, except for occasional tremors of doubt

—

brought on by a bizarre fear of rain—she

finds fulfillment in it. Hudson wants to marry
her, but she refuses, knowing that wives are

not allowed at the front. They are together

when a leg wound hospitalizes him, apart

when he returns to the battle, together again

after a retreat before the Germans when Rock
is forced to desert or face a firing squad on

the same hysterical charges brought against

de Sica—a sick and exhausted army surgeon

who is, ironically, shot as a traitor. Jennifer

and Rock escape to Switzerland, by rowing

twenty miles in a boat* at night. And they

are happy—until the birth of her child ends

their truly idyllic romance.

—

CinemaScope,
20th-Fox.

RAINTREE COUNTY Montgomery Clift
Elizabeth Taylor

_. ., Trr Eva Marie Saint
Civil War saga Nigel Patrick

Lee Marvin
This is the story of a war, a young man's

search for the unattainable and of two lovely

women (Liz Taylor, Eva Marie Saint) in love

with the same man—Montgomery Clift. Clift

grows up in Indiana where a spellbinder of a

teacher (Nigel Patrick) influences him to

search for the raintree—a legendary growth
in the swamps, the finding of which will in-

sure peace, happiness and the secret of life it-

self. Clift, whose ambition is to be a writer,

never finds the tree. But his journey of dis-

covery leads him into marriage with Liz, a

volatile Southern belle with a collection of

dolls, slaves, mansions and nightmarish memo-
ries of the deaths by fire of her mother,

father and a mysterious woman named Hen-
rietta The marriage is a blow to Cliffs child-

hood sweetheart, Eva. This triangular affair is

set against an historical background covering

the abolition movement, Lincoln's election

and the entire Civil War. Finally, when life

gets too much for Liz, she grabs her little son

and runs to Georgia. To find her, Clift joins

the Union army. He stops fighting only long

enough to trace them to a desolate mansion.

There he finds his son ; Liz he finds in an in-

sane asylum. Tender, hysterical, sad scenes of

love; gory scenes of war, and pastoral scenes

of life in Indiana are crammed onto this can-

vas in the bright image of MGM's new tech-

nique—Camera 65.

THE MISSOURI TRAVELER
Brandon de Wilde

, Lee Marvin
a boy and a town Gary Merrill

Mary Hosford
Paul Ford

Brandon de Wilde is planning to go to

Florida. That's a long walk from an orphan-

age in Missouri. Lee Marvin finds him on the

road, lonely but determined, and gives him a

buggy ride into town. It's a quiet town, but a

man can make a life in it. Farmer Lee Mar-
vin made himself the richest, if loneliest, man
in it

;
Gary Merrill turns out a newspaper

;

Paul Ford runs the one saloon
;
Mary Hosford

is the pretty, but spinsterish, conscience of it.

Brandon's just fifteen, but he wants to be a

farmer. Gary takes him under his wing, helps

set him up in a previously abandoned house.

Marvin teaches him how to plow-, hinting

he'll lend him the equipment later to plow

his own patch. But after Brandon works like

a horse on Marvin's land, Marvin welches on

the deal. The town gets behind Brandon. They
bet all their money that he'll win against

Marvin in the Fourth of July sulky race—it's

Gary's horse; Mary made the gift of cart and

harness. If Brandon wins, Marvin will give

him the deed to the house the boy has been

living in illegally. Brandon loses the race, but

he gains a whole townful of friends. It's a

warm and unusual movie.

—

Technicolor,

Buena Vista.

RECOMMENDED FILMS NOW SHOWING

PEYTON PLACE (CinemaScope, 20th-Fox) : An ex-

cellent film made from the best-selling novel about

life, love and lust in a small New England town. The
big cast includes Lana Turner, widow and successful

business woman who kept herself aloof until Lee
Philips came into her life; her teenage daughter,

Diane Varsi; Diane's insecure boy friend, Russ Tam-
blyn; her mistreated girl friend, Hope Lange—and
many others in this frank expose.

WITNESS FOR THE PROSECUTION (United

Artists) : We won't reveal the outcome of this sus-

penseful story of a murder trial, but the victim

was a rich widow Tyrone Power used to visit now
and then, and this gets him accused of the crime.

Charles Laughton is England's foremost criminal

lawyer, but he didn't reckon with Marlene Dietrich.

Ty's wife, who seems bent on complicating the case.

THE LADY TAKES A FLYER (CinemaScope, U-I) :

Lana Turner again, this time married to ferry pilot

Jeff Chandler. She's a pilot too. Then comes baby
daughter, and Lana wants to stay home and be a wife
and mother, and wants Jeff to stay home and be a

good father. But this does not seem so exciting to

Jeff as flying around the world—cocktails in Shang-
hai, coffee in Paris. Lana almost dies before the end-

ing, but all ends well.

APRIL LOVE (CinemaScope, 20th-Fox) : Pat Boone
is sent to live out his parole on his uncle's farm.

He isn't really bad, just got mixed up with the

wrong crowd in Chicago. The farm next door is the

home of sisters Shirley Jones and Dolores Michaels.

Pat's uncle wasn't too cordial when he arrived, but

Pat learns to tame a fierce stallion, and he wins a

sulky race—and a lot of admiration too, eventually. /



You're always
thefair lady

It isn't just the way you dress, the way
you wear your hair, the way you talk . . .

and listen. There's a special look about

you, a look of confidence, a kind of

serenity that people sense . . . and like.

It's always yours, wherever you go,

whatever you do. Even on those few

days each month, it never leaves you

—

because you rely on Tampax.

With Tampax® internal sanitary pro-

tection, you hardly know there's a dif-

ference in days of the month. You move
about more easily, with no binding belts

and bulging pads to spoil your freedom.

You feel marvelously comfortable,

dainty. Why, once Tampax is in place,

you don't even feel its presence. You're

easier in your mind, too . . . without any

odor worries or disposal difficulties. You
particularly like Tampax because it's so

unobtrusive to carry. A whole month's

supply tucks daintily into your purse!

No wonder you've won so many friends

over to Tampax! It's the nicer way, the

better way, the modern way. Within its

three absorbency sizes (Regular, Super,

Junior) there's a just-right protection to

suit individual needs. Convenient to buy

wherever drug products are sold. Tampax

8 Incorporated, Palmer, Mass.

Somewhere in England there is a woman who owes her life to a film star, yet probably

knows nothing about the identity of her rescuer.

It happened this summer to a young girl on holiday in Cornwall, England. While
she was down there a British film unit was shooting location scenes for their big-budget

film Dangerous Exile, starring handsome French star Louis Jourdan.

On this particular day Louis had been making violent love to Belinda all morning, but

Louis' mind was not at all on the job at hand.

It was a beautiful day.

The sun was shining overhead.

The sea along the rugged Cornish coastline was most inviting.

And all Louis could think of was how nice it would be to go for a swim.

When the last shot for the morning was in the can, Louis was half way to his dressing

room to collect a pair of trunks and a towel. Without wasting another minute he was
heading as fast as he could go toward the water. Finding a group of rocks he hid behind

them and changed.

He had hardly finished before he heard screams a little way out in the water, and
he was on the run again. But now it was toward a boat he saw moored on the beach.

(

He ran toward it and pushed it out into the water, and started rowing furiously toward)

the cries for help.

He had not rowed very far before he sighted a head bobbing up and down in the !

water. With great regularity it seemed to go under for seconds before it appeared again.

Louis began praying that he would not be too late to prevent the woman from drowning!

When he got near the drowning woman he saw what was happening.
j

Two monster jellyfish were unmercifully attacking their victim!

With an upward lift of his oar, and without overbalancing the boat, Louis hit out at I

the jellyfish.

Then he pulled the woman's by-now unconscious body into the boat.

A crowd had gathered on the seashore when he started to row back. From their buzz I

of conversation it was obvious that some had guessed already that there had been an!

accident of some kind. And they could tell that it was a real-life accident and not ones
|

that had been staged for a film. One of them had run back toward the town and tele] i

phoned for an ambulance and the police. So, by the time Louis reached them, there

was help waiting for him.

As he stepped ashore, the bystanders applauded him—in their way giving him si

welcome they would give to any hero.

In Saint Mawes, the little fishing village where all this happened, the local people

still mention the incident with great pride.

And a little pity for Louis. ij

Because after all this—the French star had to report back to his director . . . withou||f

getting the swim he had gone down for!

Louis will soon be on screen in MGM's Gigi.
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GOOD NEWS
Parties, Parties, PARTIES!

That's Rupert Allen listening to Mitzi Gaynor's

newest joke, while husband Jack Bean just

waits for the punch-line; he's heard this one. But
he does love the way his Mitzi tells it I

Frankie took Lauren Bacall to the Sayonara
opening, and no one was even a mite surprised.

Marriage may be in the books for these two—
but I don't think so. In my opinion, it is a friend-

ship—a very warm, wonderful friendship. . . .

Gary Cooper came out with just the right answer

to a very foolish question. That's Mrs. Cooper with

him, and their lovely daughter Maria . . . looking

a little lonesome tor Tonv Perkins, 'ivay out in NYC.



Janet Leigh and Tony Curtis stop to chat

a minute on their way in to see Sayonara.

What did they talk about? Why, that

adorable little Kelly Lee, of course I

Audrey Hepburn looks as regal off-screen

as she does on—with her statuesque beauty
topped off by that diamond tiara. And

husband Mel Ferrer obviously think so, too.

Barry Coe is the latest to fall

under Venetia Stevenson's spell. Here
they are sharing a roll at Romanoff's
after the Peyton Place premiere.

Joan Collins isn't sportin' an engagement
ring from Arthur Loew, Jr. yet—but 'those

in the know figure it shouldn't be long

now! They've been a steady two-some.

A GAY ROUND OF PARTIES, in

homes and cafes and most of us Californians

not even minding the rainy spell too much be-

cause it made things seem more like holidays,

with the open fireplaces crackling cheerily.

Marion and Joe Fields—he's the author of

such Broadway hits as Anniversary Waltz and
Tunnel of Love—moved back into the home
they had rented to the Josh Logans, and before

that to Debbie and Eddie Fisher, in time

to host a holiday housewarming.
Newly decorated in white and green with

ebony wood tables, the decor was a perfect

background for the red, green, white, and
gold cocktail dresses the girls wore.

Got a kick out of Evie Johnson looking

around saying she must have misplaced Van!
"He was here a minute ago," she laughed.

"Now where could that redhead have got to?"

He turned up not missing but looking at the

Sunday tv shows in the upstairs sitting room.

Ever since Van clicked in Pied Piper of Ham-
lin he's an ardent tv viewer.

I hadn't seen Don Ameche in a long,

long time. He's been busy in musicals on

Broadway and it was his first visit back to

Hollywood and his old friends in years. Don
hasn't changed an iota—looks even younger
than when he was a movie star.

Doris Day made one of her rare social ap-

pearances minus Marty Melcher, who was
away on a business trip. "I had a new dress,

and I love the Fields—so 1 came anyway," she

told me. Doris sat on the piano bench coach-

ing the piano player to play her favorite tunes,

but she wouldn't sing.

Gracie Allen looked like a big doll in a
golden-brown cocktail dress, and George
Burns was making Richard Basehart
hold his sides with his many jokes.

Producer Charles Brackett and his wife were
there looking as fresh and rested as though

they themselves had not hosted a party for

two hundred and fifty at the Beverly Hills

Hotel just the evening before.

WHAT A CHARMING AFFAIR the

Bracketts' party was, too, with the large danc-

ing room of the hotel done entirely in pink

—

even to the table linen, the flowers and the

spotlights that played on the dancing couples.

THE MOST UNUSUAL PREMIERE
ever held in our town was dreamed up by Jack

Warner for Sayonaia. It marked the first time

a swanky first night had been staged at a
studio with the picture being shown in eleven

different projection rooms right on the Wahner
Brothers lot in Burbank.

Although the night turned out to .be colder

than billy-be-darned, the lot was ablaze with

beautiful Japanese lanterns, almond and peach
blossoms—artificial, of course—and eleven

charming Japanese girls dressed in native

costume to welcome the guests.

Miiko Taka—who has the lead in this

delightful picture which I really love, opposite

Marlon Brando (he wasn't present, natu-

rally)—wore the most gorgeous Japanese

robes and looked like a Japanese print come
to life. Her mother and father were with her,

and maybe you think they weren't proud.

Eddie Fisher, who was catching a bad
cold, came with Mrs. Dean Martin—but don't

get excited. Debbie was in Palm Springs and 11



LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

Dean Martin was appearing in Las Vegas.
Natalie Wood's tiara created a lot of

comment and Bob Wagner said over TV,

"Makes her look like a brunette Princess

Grace Kelly, doesn't it?"

Gary Cooper got a tv laugh after a mas-
ter of ceremonies stopped him, as he and
Rocky and Maria entered, to ask him inanely

how he liked the picture. "Well," drawled
Coop, "I don't know yet. I'm just goin' in—not

coming out."

I noticed that many of the girls wore their

hair piled high on their heads with bangs over

the forehead, among them Audrey Hepburn
and Janet Leigh. Lauren Baca! I—with

Frankie, of course—had hers scooped back
but worn shoulder length.

Later, most of us were guests at Jack

Warner's party at the Mocambo and he and
director Josh Logan were delighted over the

praise they heard.

GAY AND STAR-STUDDED was the

Peyton Place premiere, with everyone done to

the teeth for the showing and for the big party

hosted by Buddy Adler later at Romanoff's.
I got such a kick talking with Cheryl Crane

—Lana Turner's tall, pretty daughter

—

after the movie. Lana was in London making
a picture and couldn't be present.

"Isn't Mother wonderful?" Cheryl enthused,

pressing my arm in her pride and excitement.

'I'm so proud of her—she's so beautiful, and
a wonderful actress."

Cheryl, who was with her father, Steve

Crane, looked sort of beautiful herself in a red

lace dress so becoming to her dark beauty.

As usual, Jerry Lewis stole all the thun-

der with the sidewalk crowd and those seated

in temporary bleachers. Jerry always puts on
a private show for the folks outside no matter

how dressed up he is. He cracked jokes and
went into a comic dance routine "just like it

was a premiere of one of my own pictures,"

he cracked. Wife Patti just smiles indulgently

at his nonsense.

Hope Lange—so good in the picture, as

is Diane Varsi—looked lovely in her pastel

gown and soft blond coloring on the arm of

her tall, dark and handsome husband Don
Murray.
Terry Moore's husband, Eugene Mc-

Grath, couldn't come up from Panama and her

father was ill, so her date for the evening was
columnist Walter Winched.

It was a big night in a series of big nights

as Hollywood proudly kicks off its biggest

season of really fine pictures.

A Time to light up, with Yul
Brynner supplying the

match for Anthony Quinn's
cigarette. Yul's smoking
cheroots these days ... to

go with his new mustache?

B You don't have to guess
about whether Charlton
Heston and his missus en-

joyed the picture . . .

they sure did, even though
Charlton wasn't in it!

C Hope Lange just loves

being whirled around the

dance floor—especially

when it's handsome husband
Don Murray who's
doing the whirling with her.

D Guess Tommy Sands
wasn't kidding when he said

he "Ain't Goin' Steady
No More"—because that's

Barbara Wilson, not Molly
Bee, at premiere with him!

E Patti is trying, but she

hasn't yet spotted the old

friend Jerry Lewis is point-

ing to. Two seconds later

it didn't matter: Jerry's

yell brought him over!



DON'T BE A
DOPE, MARLON

!

I can't believe that Marlon Brando is fool

enough—and I repeat the word fool—to en-

danger his marriage to Anna Kashfi, a gen-

tle and lovely girl, because of his unconcealed

hatred for the press.

The talk comes so straight that I can't ignore

it: he flew into a perfect rage at Anna, who
is expecting a baby in July, because she

"dared" to talk to me on the telephone to deny
that she and Marlon were having trouble in

their marriage and that he had walked out.

Well, whether he intended it to be perma-

nent or not, he did walk out for at least' a few
days and nights—which he spent between a
bachelor friend's apartment and his studio

dressing room at Paramount!
What I can't understand is why Brando, ad-

mittedly a great actor, persists in being his

own worst enemy.
He knows, as does everyone who knows the

Brandos, that Anna is deeply in love with him.

He insists, and his few intimates back him
up in this, that he is just as much in love with

her. So what gives?

There is much talk that Marlon has great

problems on his mind. I'm no psychiatrist, but

maybe he could help solve some of them by
concentrating on his many blessings. I mean
his fine and distinctive talent. His good health.

His freedom from financial worries. His bril-

liant success in his chosen field. His good
marriage—if he will permit it to be—and a
baby coming in July.

If you ask me, these great problems usually

add up to being just plain spoiled. Spoiled like

a naughty child when it doesn't get its way in

all things.

Every last one of us have problems of a sort

to face. It would be a pretty dull life if we
didn't. We can't appreciate the sunshine un-

less we have some shadows.
Marlon—and a few others like him; not too

many, thank heavens—want to take all the

good things and give nothing in return. Well,
the rules aren't written that way.

I happen to know that Marlon can be very
sweet when the mood's on him. He once wrote
me a charming letter of appreciation for some-
thing nice I had said about him.

But he can also be unbearably rude. And
frankly, I don't see why any of us should be
expected to bear with him unless he sets out

r to correct this condition immediately.
He can start at home!

NATALIE GAVE
ME THE SCOOP!
My young friends—I mean Natalie Wood

and Bob Wagner—kept their promise and
called me first^ about their engagement and
marriage plans. They will be Mr. and Mrs. by
the time you read this.

Natalie was as excited as I've ever heard

her. "You should see my ring! It's so different,

and it's B.J.'s own original design. It's a large,

fresh-water pearl surrounded by diamonds
and with a row of diamonds arched over the

pearl."

The wedding band has been designed to fit

the engagement ring so they can be worn to-

gether—the band being gold set with a row
of pearls.

She also told me, "I'm tired after making
two strenuous movies in a row, Marjorie

Morningstar and Kings Go Forth. I want
enough time off for a real, honest-to-goodness

honeymoon. Part of it we'll spend on Bob's

new boat, which he's completely redecorated

in my favorite colors. And maybe we'll go to

Mexico ... a cruise to Acapulco."
Both Natalie and Bob are young to marry

—

but they're starting off under the most favor-

able circumstances. Both sets of parents hearti-

ly approve of their chicks' choices; the fami-

lies really enjoy being together. There will be
no financial problems and their careers are
about on a par in success.

Oh, yes—I almost forgot that all-important

thing—they're really in love, Natalie and Bob.

Certainly the fates should smile on this union.

A VERY CUTE SHOWER, by the way,
was given by Mary Anita (Mrs. Richard) Sale

honoring bride-to-be Natalie. Because Natalie

doesn't like to be separated from Bob for even
one evening—and a shower at that—the men
were invited to oh and ah over the pretty gifts

as well as the gals.

It was a miscellaneous shower, with Natalie

getting everything from pressure cookers to

frilly nightgowns.

Their diary of love starts on Page 19.

Even if Nat hadn't already told me— I just
know I would have guessed about their engage-
ment as soon as I saw their sparkling faces!

TRAGIC ACCIDENT MARS AVA'S BEAUTY
Ava Gardner has long had the reputation

of appearing in public only when she is look-

ing her most glamorous best. So it came as a
surprise to New Yorkers when she came to

see Milton Berle's show with her face

badly scarred and bruised black and blue

from being kicked by a horse.

Frank Sinatra held up production on
Kings Go Forth to fly East and give Ava moral

courage to face an operation—but she was so

frightened she backed out.

Someone who was present when Ava, her

sister Bea and an escort—not Walter Chiari
—came in to see Berle, wrote me: Ava's face

was so swollen and misshappen lev, people
recognized her. She seemed very subdued. Do
you recall an interview in which she was
quoted: "If I lose my looks I have nothing?"

I don't mean to imply that she has lost her
looks. But it must have been an awful ordeal

for her to be in this condition.

Ava was kicked in the face by a horse

while she was in Madrid. She became alarmed
when she lost all sense of feeling in her lower
lip and cheek, and hurried back to the good
old USA for medical attention. The whole,

tragic story is told on Page 40.

(continued on page 81) 13



Lovely as a bride—with knees

buckling !—Natalie arrives at

church, escorted by her father.

Here comes the groom!—with
his best man, Robert Wagner,
Sr. They got to church early.

"I now pronounce you man and wife . .
.' the Reverend Frank

Knaus said, and Bob took his bride in his arms-to have and

to hold, to love and to cherish till death do them part. . . .

The new Mr. and Mrs. Robert Wagner-moments after their I Do ^
lie's sister, Lana Lisa; her best friend and maid °^°XwfwLnefT
Gould; Natalie's Dad, Nicolas Gurdin; and Bob s Dad, Robert Wagner, br.

Here they come! Nat and R.J. are going to try

to make a dash for it-through the small crowd

of waiting fans and into the white limousine.

Natalie's Mother and sister, and Nat s close

friend and once-upon-a-time beau Nicky Adams,

watch Nat and Bob drive off-back to the Valley

Ho for the reception. The faces of their fans

crowding round them are reflected in the car s

windows . . . and like any two people in love,

14 Bob and Natalie Wagner see only each other



THANKS, NAT, for

THE FIRST PICTURES

OF YOUR WEDDING

Something old, something new, some-
thing borrowed, something blue; laughter
and tears, and buckling knees, champagne
toasts and last minute blessings—and
Natalie and Bob became husband and
wife. . . .

This is how it happened. . . .

It is Thursday afternoon, December
26, two days before the wedding. About
five o'clock, a black Cadillac convertible

pulls up in front of Natalie Wood's valley

home, and Bob Wagner, trying to appear
very casual, rings the doorbell. Natalie
is dressed and waiting, the suitcases are
packed, her parents on hand to help Bob
load the luggage into his car trunk.

Thursday 6 PM—Bob and Natalie join

the rest of the wedding party for dinner
at the Brown Derby.

Thursday, 8 :30 PM-They all catch the
train to Phoenix. Bob, who shared a com-
partment with Nick Adams—got at least

two hours sleep that night. Natalie, who
roomed with Barbara Gould, her maid
of honor, was so nervous that she didn't

close her eyes for a moment. When the
train arrived at the Arizona desert re-

sort, she felt sick. "It's the jitters. You'll

get over it," Barbara assured her.

Friday, 6 AM—They are whisked to the

fabulous Valley-Ho Hotel, their head-
quarters for the next thirty-six hours.

After a big ranch breakfast, which was
thoroughly enjoyed by everyone except
the prospective bride and groom—now
both were getting too jittery to think of

food, although the wedding was still a

day away!—they headed to their respec-

tive rooms to make up for the sleep they
didn't get the night before.

Friday, 1 PM—Bob and Natalie head
for the City Hall in downtown Phoenix
to pick up their marriage license.

Friday, 2:15 PM-On to Scottsdale—
about fifteen miles away—for the wedding
rehearsal at the Methodist Church.

Friday, 3 :30 PM-Back at the Valley-
Ho and around the pool till it was time

to dress for the big dinner party at the

Lulu Belle Restaurant.
Friday, 8 PM—The wedding party-

Natalie, Bob, Nicky, Barbara Gould,
Richard and Mary Sale, Andy and Pru-
dence Maree settle down at the T-shaped
table in the dining room—joined by Nat's

family and the Wagner Seniors, who
had arrived during the afternoon.

Bob stood up, raised his champagne
glass toward their parents, and toasted,

"To the producers."
Nicky Adams had followed with a sec-

ond toast as he waved his glass at Bob
and Natalie. "To the future producers!"

Natalie nibbled on the hors d'oeuvres,

poked around the shrimp cocktail, and
barely twenty minutes after she had sat

down—and before the main course was
served—announced that she had to get

back to the hotel, "To fix my hair."

Actually she was so sick from nerv-

ousness she knew she'd be better off at

her suite with only Barbara Gould and
her hairdresser, Connie Nichols.

But if she felt bad when she left the

Lulu Belle, she felt worse when she got
back to the hotel. The beautiful wedding
gown which Howard Shoup had designed
especially for the occasion had not ar-

rived !

(continued on next page) 15



NAT'S WEDDING continued

LEFT Groom-to-be R.J.
ivatched Natalie sign
her maiden name for the
last time—on their wed-
ding license. The next
day, she'd be Mrs. R.J.!

BELOW Even in the lit-

tle town of Scottsdale,
ivord got around . . .

and a group of fans and
coivboys ivaited outside
church to wish them well.

RIGHT And so they
were married! It seemed
as if all their lives they
had waited for this mo-
ment, when they were
joined before God. . . .

"It'll be here before you go to sleep,"

Barbara assured her.

"Well, I can tell you one thing: I won't

go to sleep if it doesn't get here!"
Friday, Midnight—Natalie was bawling

her eyes out! No gown yet!

In desperation, Barbara woke up Mrs.
Gurdin who woke up her husband who
went to Mr. Wagner who finally knocked
at the door of Steve Brooks, amiable head
of the Warner Brothers' magazine de-

partment.
The first postal delivery, Steve found

out a few minutes later from the assist-

ant manager, was at eleven o'clock in the

morning. That wouldn't save Natalie

from a sleepless, worrisome night. There
was just one other way. . . .

The head of the Phoenix post office was
more than a little surprised when he was
awakened in the middle of the night with
Steve's request to meet him at the main
branch, and go through all the packages
till they found the right one. Love tri-

umphed over sleep—and they brought the

wedding dress to Natalie.

Saturday, 7 AM—The hotel telephone

operator awakened Bob.
"How do you feel?" Nicky asked him

when he got up.

"Fine," Bob said nonchalantly, like

this was just another day.

Saturday, 7:45 AM—Bob is crawling
around the room on his hands and knees
searching for his shoes. "Doggone it, I

know they're here. Help me find them,

16 will you, Nicky?"

Nicky burst out laughing. "Look at

your feet!" Bob had his shoes on!
Saturday, 12 Noon—Nicky brought

Natalie the bridal and maid of honor
bouquets—and Bob's wedding present for
her: a platinum necklace with a pearl-

shaped diamond attached to it.

She took one look at it and let out a

scream. "It's the same design I made up
for R.J.," she gasped, as she handed
Nicky her present to take back to Bob:
a tie clip—with a pearl-shaped diamond

!

Unknown to each other, Bob and Nata-
lie had both gone to the same jeweler—
who worked out his own little surprise

for them. . . .

With his present Bob had sent a note

to Natalie: "I love you. What are you
doing around 1 PM?"
To which Natalie replied in the note

pinned to the tie clip, "I love you, love

you, love you. P.S. How about getting

married at 1 PM?"
Saturday, 12:55—In a white pearl-and-

rhinestone-studded lace and chiffon gown,
with something old (her grandmother's
bracelet), something new (a handker-
chief given to her by Barbara), some-
thing blue (her garters), and something-

borrowed (Lana's lipstick) —beautiful,

serene, and for the first time in forty-

eight hours completely calm and com-
posed—Natalie walked down the aisle

toward the man she loved. . . . They
exchanged vows, and wedding rings, and
became husband and wife.

Saturday, 1:50 PM-Back at the Val-

LEY-Ho, there was champagne and hors '

d'oeuvres and the usual jokes about "May
\

all your blessings be little ones," and re-
j

laxed laughter and giggling and toasts !

and the bride threw her bouquet and it I

was caught by Barbara and the bride [

changed into her going-away outfit.

Saturday, 5:05 PM—Somebody at the
Beverly Hills travel agency goofed, and

j

their "5:30" train was pulling out!

Again it was Mr. Wagner, Senior who
came up with an idea. "Maybe you can
get to the next stop by car before the

'

train leaves. . .
."

"With my driving, there's no doubt,"
j

Nicky yelled, sprinting to the car. They
pulled into the next station—just as the i

train pulled out.
\

"Bob," Natalie wailed, "the reserva-
j

tions . . . we'll miss the connecting train
,

in Chicago, and the yacht standing by in

Florida for our honeymoon cruise!"
Nicky raced on in pursuit of the train.

Nicky caught up with it, and they L

barrelled alongside it at eighty miles an r

hour, until the conductor noticed them, r

waved back, and stopped the train for

them to get on at the next intersection

!

And that's how it happened when Bob
and Natalie became husband and wife. . . ,

J

Thanks, Nat, for these wedding pic- [J

tures. ... J

And along with our prayers for your
j

happiness—you'll find on turning the i

page, our wedding present—Your Diary
;j

of Love. . . . Remember? ... \i



ROBERT SHERWOOD'S
Trade To Fall Back On—

Insecurity can be a terrible problem.

And Robert Sherwood knows all about

insecurity—but it is making him a terrific

actor.

It all started back when he was fourteen

and ran away from the Bronx to become an

actor. And he succeeded, too. He succeeded
in Three Guys Named Mike, The Great
Caruso and It's A Big Country, for in-

stance.

His success rated him the title of the

Eighth Most Popular Leading Man.
Then, suddenly, by one of those unex-

plained whims of fate there was no more
demand for his type.

The shy boyish personality was no longer

in style.

But this shy boyish personality was now
a grown man, with a wife and a child to

support. The only work he knew how to do
was closed to him. Then a good friend

came through with a set of carpenter's

tools and a chance to learn the trade. But
the success he'd known as an actor didn't

come so readily as a carpenter. It took
him twelve jobs—and being fired from
them all—to get the hang of wielding a
hammer and saw.

But the day finally came when at last

he was a first-class journeyman carpenter,

and putting up a home, a store, or even a

factory presented no problem.

And there was security in the Robert
Sherwood household . . .

Then he met Mervyn LeRoy—and got
the part of the lieutenant communications
officer in No Time For Sergeants. And the
predictions are that he's really going places
in this second attempt at his first-choice

career. Now—with this new break—does
this mean real security for Robert Sher-
wood?
He isn't taking chances this time around.

The day after Sergeants was completed,
when the rest of the cast and crew were
sleeping late or out celebrating, where was
Robert Sherwood?
—Up bright and early, carpentering for

the Coast Construction Company—a job
he never left! This boy's taking no chances
with insecurity!

See him in Warners' No Time For Ser-
geants.

Creamiest . . . Clingiest . . . Always Clear and True

Turn to Cutex for the Red That's Perfect for You!

New miracle blending of Sheer Lanolin with

precious beauty creams combines greatest

smoothness with lasting color!

Ordinary "dye" type lipsticks dry moisture

from your lips, dry the color out too. Lips look

faded, feel dry.

Now . . . with Cutex . . . you have the lasting

color you want, the creaminess lips need. Cutex
Lipstick HOLDS the true color, holds the

creaminess. The best at any price

!

Red's the Rage! Cutex has them all! 35«S to 79^
. . . matching Cutex Nail Polish, 35tf.



DISCOVERED BY PROCTER & GAMBLE

First and only permanent with
pin curl ease , rod curl strength

ROD CURLERS FOR SIDES,

back, top front give added

curl-strength to harder-working

areas... now doubly reinforced

by Lotion and new Liquifix.

Wonderful new soft waves that last and last!

Awonderful new method, wonderful new Liquifix

It's here! The first, the only all-over permanent with

the ease and the lasting quality you've asked for... yet

it's so unbelievably soft and natural. That's because

new PIN-IT gives the right kind of waves for the differ-

ent areas of your hair... then locks in your permanent

with special lotion and new Liquifix neutralizer. Best of

all. this new Twice-a-Year PIN-IT keeps your hair just

the way you like it, from the first day to months later.

new twice-a-year

Apply Lotion and Liquifix with New Target-Point Squeeze Bottle
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march, 1958

ft*'

Dear Natalie and Bob

—

From all of us at Modern Screen—to you. To gaze
fondly at in years to come. To show your children.
To help you re-live the most important days of your
romance.

THE EDITORS
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Dates and dancing,

premieres and parades,

these were the hours for.

March 27: R.J was furious after you told him youhad accepted Lance Reventlow's invitation to theAcademy Awards. Later you were stunned, but cer-
tainly not furious, when R.J. breezed into Roman-off s hoping he would find you. And he sure did'
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May 13: This was the saddest-and happiest
week. Happiest because you got Marjorie
Momingstar. Sad because R.J. left for Tokyo.
You promised to write each other every day.
But no letters were exchanged. Only phone
calls-which will break you both! You refused
to remove your bracelet—now that a new
charm had been added to it ... a charm which
says, simply, "Love you, Little Bug. Be Good."

5 . «tvatiy.
T<\\ tYve

stead-

continued
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Hours alone, and

meeting the folks...

now was the time for...

Sept 5. J) J n

Schroon Manorlln^* *£e *°™*W*far locate

the cast and^crew ' TJL

^

at a ribbin|? he tS>K?d
with signs-WArMPD decorated the dinf^ omi

Nov. 27: This dinner with R.J.'s folks was a
very special one. It was the night R.J. told

them, "I never found a girl like Nat before. I

don't intend to lose her." It was the night Mr.
and Mrs. Wagner accepted you as their

daughter in the same way that your family

have accepted R.J. as their brand-new son. . . .



December 7, 1957: You and R.J. became
officially engaged today—what a beautiful,

beautiful day in your life!

And this happiness gave you just a glimmer
the joys to come.

As Mrs. Robert J. Wagner, your diary of

love is to be continued. . . .



by Barbara Ribakove

"In the nineteenth century, however," the

Professor said, "we find that—"

He broke off in mid-sentence. In the back of the

classroom a door creaked open. Every head

turned. Some two hundred, interested eyes

focused on a young man attempting to sneak into

class fifteen minutes late without being

noticed—and failing miserably. The young man
in question turned slightly purple with embar-

rassment. His scuffed white buckskins tiptoed

across the floor and stopped in front of the last

seat in the room. His brown attache case

clattered to the floor beside it. And finally,

Pat Boone sank into a seat, got out his note-

book, and sighed gratefully as the heads

turned away and the lecture began again.

He was busily taking notes when he felt some-

one nudging him. His head jerked up. The

fellow next to him leaned over. "Uh-you got bread

crumbs all over your face."

"Bread crumbs?" Pat reached for his handker-

chief supplied daily by Shirley and wiped

his mouth. "Thanks. That better?"

The boy peered at him. "Well-there's a

couple on your nose-" His eyes were slightly

puzzled. "If I'm not being too curious-how did

you get bread crumbs on your nose?"

"Oh," Pat said, "nothing to it. Comes from eating

lunch in a taxi cab." (Continued on page 71)

ABOVE Every once in a
while, Pat takes time out
from rushing—rushing
through rehearsals, rush-
ing to class, and through
every hour of his busy day
—to get some relaxation.

LEFT His literature pro-
fessor told Pat once not to

worry—loads of fellows are
working their way through
school. But Pat's white
buckskins stop moving on-
ly during note-taking time.

RIGHT On Columbia's
campus Pat gets a chance
to feel like just about any
other young guy going to

school—with just now and
then an autograph to sign

for somebody's kid sister.





by Andre Brievold

There comes a lime in the life of every young couple

when the chips are down, when all the twisting trails

of their life together merge into two main roads, a

crossroads . . . and they must choose a path leading to

happiness and love, or eternal heartbreak. Debbie Reynolds

and Eddie Fisher stand at that dangerous crossroads

right at this moment, and what brought them to it is the most

shameful burden ever borne by two young lovers,

barely out of their teens.

The finger of blame cannot be pointed at any one

individual in this matter. It must be pointed at everyone

involved— al the spreaders of false rumors in newspapers

and magazines; at the business people who have been

manipulating Debbie's and Eddie's careers; and at

Debbie and Eddie themselves. The only innocent in this

story is a little girl too young to know anything but love,

hunger and fatigue; her name is Carrie Frances Fisher.

It is in her name, and the name of her unborn brother

or sister, that we tell our story—with regret . . . but

with hope that it is not too late.

What makes people unhappy is often the same thing that

makes them happy. And that is the case with Eddie and

Debbie. Sound funny? Well, take a guy who loves to

play baseball. It makes him happy. Then he strikes out.

It's his love for the game that makes him unhappy at

the failure, however brief. Eddie loves to sing, and

he's intense about his career. That should be all to the good

After all he has a wife and child to {Continued on page 76)
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Nothing lasts, he thought

—

Nothing in life is permanent

—

Then he met Lois

and knew he was wrong . .

.

by Beverly Linet and Barbara Mayer

The party was over and the guests had gone

home. Jim Garner and his wife Lois sat on the

sofa and looked at their livingroom—potato chips

on the rug . . . ashtrays spilling over . . . glasses

on the floor ... a vase of flowers standing neatly

in the middle of the carpet. It was a perfect mess.

And yet, Jim and Lois sat beaming at the chaos

as if they'd just had the house redecorated and

were admiring it for the first time.

Through the picture window they could see the

sun just coming up over the horizon.

"Time to go to sleep," Jim said.

Neither of them moved.

Jim reached out a long arm. Lois snuggled

down into it. "Nice party," she murmured.

"The greatest." The arm tightened. "And not

as much as a squawl from the rear bedroom."

"Well, I told you Kimberly would be fine if she

came out for a few minutes to say hello to every-

one. She was so excited it knocked her right out."

"She's her mother's daughter, all right," Jim

grinned.

"Hey!" Lois struggled upright. "I think I did

\ marvelously for a woman (Continued on page 67)





Bill Kappelhoff, Doris Day's Dad: "You
should see my girl tend bar. She can
draw a beer with the best of them—even if-
she does get too much foam sometimes!"

Doris* Mom: "I remember when Dee-
dee was five, I found her lying out

on the sidewalk, on her tummy, watch-
ing the ladies in their high heels."

Jerry Doherty, Doris' first

dancing partner: "When
Doris broke her legs, she told

me she'd never get up and
amount to anything."

Tattling on Doris!
(here's what thefolks back home

in Cincinnati are saying)
by Ed DeBlasio

The other day, in Cincinnati, we talked to Doris'

folks, and to some of her old friends. We asked them
about Doris, about her as a young girl and a

teenager and a young woman—about the hundred
and one little things they love and know about her

and remember about her best. Doris' Mother—who
was divorced from Doris' Dad years ago, and has

adopted the name Day—was in Cincinnati to visit

a relative. Doris' Dad, Bill Kappelhoff—Kappelhoff

is Doris' real name—was busy in his tavern.

We talked to them both, Mrs. Day in the morning,

Mr. Kappelhoff in the afternoon, and this is

what they told us . . .

"Doris always wanted to be a grown-up lady,"

her Mom recalled. "She was always getting her little

feet lost in my high-heeled shoes, all the time,

right after she learned how to walk. And I remember
the time, she was about five then, when I found
her out on the sidewalk, lying flat on her tummy.
I asked her, 'Deedee'—that's what we always called

her—'Deedee, what are you doing out here like that?'

And she said to me, 'I'm just waiting for the ladies

to walk by, Mama, so I can see their high heels.'

Her Mama's clothes, too. She was always ransacking

my closet to try on my (Continued on page 63)

Larry Wise, Doris' childhood grocer:

"/ used to give her apples,
and I think she's eaten one for

every freckle on her face." §f*"

Barey Rapp, Doris' first

booking agent: "When I

changed her name to Day,
it broke her heart."
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from

Hollywood

Whether you are tall and willowy like new sensation

Suzy Parker or as petite and provocative as Debbie

Reynolds Fisher—and, no matter if size eight or sixteen

—the low-down on footwear fashion news is the

record-breaking trend for flats to glamorize you and
your casual wardrobe. Buy them—wear them and get a

unanimous "yea" from all the boys! Suzy Parker sits

right in on the makings of some of the season's top styles

—likes the leathers, the workmanship, the important

back buckles—then poses in them exclusively for you

and only for you. On the color page: A short

tongue handsewn "moc" in the new accessory

color, antique red. See the close-up insert

for construction detail. About $7. Also in town brown
or black. Left below, top: Black and white

saddle with Ivy League back strap and buckle.

About $7. Also white with grey. Left below, bottom

:

The Continental, long tongue "moc." About $8.

Available in neutral or white sand, twilight grey,

soft black or dark neutral called desert tan.

All of the shoes shown are Jills made by Bristol of

Monett, Mo. They all come in sizes up to 10 in very

narrow to wide widths. Get your feet into these new
style shoes—your clothes will look smarter, you

will feel great and—you will surely make tracks!

More fashions on page 52





JEAN SEBERG,

a shy child

in wonderland,

says wistfully:

It was early evening, in a little French town named
Le Lavandeau, and at a small table in a cafe sat the tall, thin,

very intense young man and the young American actress.

His name was Francois Moreuil. Hers—Jean Seberg.

Francois—an up-and-coming attorney and member of

one of France's oldest and most aristocratic families-

leaned across the table and said to Jean, "Look—if this

picture should fail, what will you do, then ? Who will you be?,

Jean Seberg, of Marshalltown, Iowa or—nobody? Nothing?

Jean Seberg, the actress, will be gone, and the girl you
once were will be gone, too. Don't you see?"

It was quiet in the little cafe, still early. Earnestly,

Francois continued. "Each night you go up to your room.

You order dinner. You eat it alone. You study your
Bonjour Tristesse script. You bathe. You turn out the light

and go to bed. Is this a normal way of life for an



JEAN SEBERG continued

4*

More applause was to

come from acting in
school plays and sum-
mer stock, and already
Jean was learning to

forego the things other
kids took for granted
—drinking cokes with
the gang, juke box
dancing, bull

sessions. And then, be-

fore she was ready
for dreams-come-true,
St. Joanmade hera star.

n
What greater dream of glory can come true in high
school than to run for Class President . . . and win?
Unless it's hearing applause thundering over the footlights.

My wishes

came true

overnight, now

eighteen-year-old girl? Is it life? Of course not!

It's—it's like being in a nunnery. And for whatl"
Across the room, someone said in one of those

sibilant, carrying whispers, "Hasn't she got the

most beautiful eyes you've ever seen?"

Those beautiful eyes—that seem so startlingly

blue—were dreaming off into the distance. What did

she see there? Francois wondered. What voices did

she hear? Those inner voices, which seemed to

be driving her on and on, alone, always alone?

Francois broke the silence abruptly, "It's as if you

were lost in a dream, Jean.

"You're lost in a dream which may or may not

come true. And if it doesn't," he said quietly,

"then, my dear, you are really lost."

Her eyes came back to his earnest, intense young
face. It was so full of caring. How nice it would be

to have someone like that in love with me, really

in love, and to be in love with him. Life would 6e

so simple. Life COULD be so simple, if only—

she must stop that train of thought.

"You mustn't feel sorry for me, Francois," she

said. "It's not so bad, being {Continued on page 55)
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r\* n .creator and his creation. Producer
Otto Preminger found her, and molded her into

a new Jean Seberg she scarcely knows.A fearsome responsibility, this role. .

Maybe it would be fun, Jean thinks, to fall
in love with someone like Frangois Moreuil, her
young French lawyer friend; but love will
have to wait . . . for success and for growing up.

Jean's admiration for Francoise
Sagan verges on envy of the young
writer's sophistication and indif-
ference. "Be yourself" everyone says,
but that's easier said than done.

•vS

It feels d little frightening to pick
up a magazine and find that some-
one has gotten inside your soul, and
it s going to be read by strangers
and, even worse, by people you love.
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About the only time my
darling gets irritable and
demanding is when he's
convalescing from a bad cold
and then only one thing
will satisfy him—and that's

chicken soup with rice.

And Rory won't accept any
substitutes—no matter
how good I think they are.

I love to see how
happy Rory is with

Cindy. She's our
little miracle—the

baby we wanted and
waited for—through

nine years of dis-

appointment. Rory
is such a good

father. And even be-

fore our daughter
was born, he put up

with all my prob-
lems—real or
imaginary.

The trouble with Rory is—my
handsome hunk of man doesn't know
his own strength! But then,

he says it shows how much he loves me.

Above Rory thinks he
can beat me playing
chess. The thing is, he can
concentrate and my mind
wanders . . . so guess
which one of us will win!

Left Rory tries hard to

set a good example of a
place for everything and
everything in its place.

He wants to teach me
some neatness and order.

Right Friend husband
thinks he knows his way
around the kitchen bet-

ter than I do. But some-
times I really think the

smarty may be right!



husband.

but • • •

an intimate revelation by Mrs. Rory Calhoun

Well let's face it. No husband is perfect, but . . .

Now that I think about it, there are quite a few
habits that could stand improvement. Nothing seri-

ous, mind you. Well, at least he doesn't think it is.

Like a little argument we had just a couple of

weeks ago. Not so little, really . . .

It all started because Rory hates to be wrong.

I guess most men are like that. Only my husband
is even more so when someone else is around

!

It happened shortly after we moved into our

new home, just off Sunset Boulevard in Beverly

Hills. It's a huge Spanish house which we com-

pletely redecorated. In fact, it's so big that I had
a buzzer system installed so that if Rory wanted

to call me, all he had to do was lift up one of the

many phone receivers, and press a signal button.

He'd forgotten all about the system, though,

that hot afternoon he came home from work, so

the moment he walked into the house, he called me.
Only I didn't hear him. I was upstairs with our

baby, Cindy. As far as sound-carrying was con-

cerned, I might as well have been in Alaska or

Hawaii.

Rory tried again. "Lita!"

No answer.

"LITA!"
It was merely by chance that I happened to come

downstairs a few minutes later, or Rory would
have had laryngitis.

He was slightly purple. (Continued on page 50)
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AVA'S

There was no stopping her—the lovely Senorita had
to fight the bull. Nothing else would satisfy
her. She practiced hard to learn the art, and
then one day announced that she was ready . . . .

by Ed Graham

Modern Screen's

world scoop brings

you the truth that

Ava tried so

courageously to hide!

At first the men laughed when Ava screamed. After all, she'd been screaming her

head off ever since early that morning when she'd decided she could handle the

bulls by herself. Before that, for the last couple of weeks, she'd been coming to

Rancho El Rocio, the great Spanish bull farm just outside Seville, to play

with los toros—but always with the famous teacher Angel Peralta at her side. Now,
early on this day, October 31, 1957, she'd driven up to the ranch with current

boyfriend Walter Chiari and announced to Peralta and the dozen or so hands
assigned to the training arena that she was ready to go it alone.

"Pero . .
." Peralta and the others started to say. "But . . .

."

Ava smiled a no-buts-about-it smile and went to change into her riding clothes.

The others, meanwhile, were worried. "I talked to Sehor Chiari and told him it

would be dangerous for La Bella," one of the men has said, referring to Ava
by the nickname the admiring Spaniards have given her, The Beauty. "But he

told me there was no holding this lovely woman back when she wanted to do

something. I tried to explain that she was not yet ready to be a rejoneadora, to ride

the horse and try to lance the bull, that this is the art of a man and that even a

man must practice from when he is a boy to master this art. But Sehor Chiari

indicated he was helpless to change La Bella's mind. Then, a few minutes later,

she came out—wearing her leather pants and white shirt and novillera's hat, and

wearing the expression I have seen here on the ranch many times before on the

faces of the young boys who are about to take their first {Continued on page 42)
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AVA'S FACE SCARRED ! continued

try on the horse alone, brave and flushed with

excitement, the skin almost burning for

adventure. I knew Senor Chiari was right, that

there would be no changing her mind."

"I am not superstitious, like are many
Spaniards," another of the men present, a

young torero from Granada, told us. "But I

must admit that when Senorita Ava entered

the arena a chill wind, as if it came out of

nowhere, came suddenly and brought with it

much dust and cast a strange gloom over the

ranch and where we were standing. One of the

old peones, the ranch hands, who was standing

near Senorita Ava tapped her on the shoulder

and pointed around him. 'That is not a good

sign,' he told her, apologetically for interfering

in the plans of so great a lady, but firmly just

the same. But Senorita Ava, who is always

so nice to everybody, I have noticed during

the time I have known her, especially to the

poor people and the old people, like this man
was, put her hand on his arm and began to

smile and talk to him like a mother who is

about to go away on a long trip and who is

telling her little son that there is nothing to

worry about. She did not tell him what I think

was in her mind—that she is a woman who is

very bored with life as she has lived it, bored

with all the men she has known and who have

fallen at her feet, with all the fine champagne

she has been bathed in ever since she became

a famous actress, with all the false people

around her all the time telling her how
meravillosa she is just so they may bask

in her glory. She did not tell him that

to make up for these cold riches in her life

she had come to live in a warm and poor and

stark country such as is Spain, that she had

tried to forget her past and her identity here

by trying to make herself Spanish, by buying

a very Spanish house called La Bruja—

The Witch—and learning to sing all our

Spanish songs and to dance our wild Spanish

dance, the flamenco—and that now she would

try to forget her past and her identity with

something even more wild, more exciting.

So instead she told the old man who had pointed

out the chill wind and the dust to her that she

had seen many omens in her lifetime and that

they had ceased to worry her any more". And
that, besides, this was not all as reckless and

as silly as it might {Continued on page 58)

Suddenly a horse

kicked out . .

.

and her beauty

was the price

Ava Gardner

paid for the

excitement of

the bull ring. .

.
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That was no girl . .

.

that was my goat

SAL MINEO owes his first kiss to show business.
"I played one of the village boys in the stage production of The Rose

Tattoo. All I had to do was lead a goat onstage to establish atmosphere.
"I was in the seventh grade at the time, and they loaded us with

homework. One night I was so tired that I found an unused spot back-
stage and fell asleep, knowing the stage manager would wake me up
in plenty of time for my cue.

"But I woke up even sooner and realized I was being kissed. It felt

wonderful for a moment, but then the illusion shattered when I realized

my ardent girl friend was that darned goat!"

On a dream boat,

with a phantom lover

JANET LEIGH says that the only first kiss which counts with her was her
first kiss from Tony Curtis. Anything that went before has been forgotten!

They met at a cocktail party one of the movie studios gave at a big Hollywood
restaurant. And there was a big Hollywood crowd present.

Then a certain person—Tony, of course—joined Janet's group, and suddenly
the party was fun.

Tony made a tentative date to "call her sometime" when he said good-bye.
But it was only five or six hours later that Janet was being kissed by him!
.... It was on board a ship. The night was cool, but the moon above seemed

very warm.
Not nearly as warm as Tony's arms, though, when he embraced her—
Yes, there was the touch of a dream the first time Janet's lips met Tony's, for

it was a kiss she dreamed! That night, just five or six hours after she had been
at the cocktail party.
• A few nights later, though, that lovely dream changed to even lovelier reality

!

Two thousand witnesses

TONY FRANCIOSA thinks James Naismith was the greatest inventor in the

world: he was the man who invented basketball as a game, away back in 1891.

What's that got to do with his first kiss?

Well, in his junior year, Ben Franklin High played Evander Childs for the city

championship. It was the most exciting game ever as far as the crowd was concerned.

Down to the last minute, it was nip and tuck. And as far as one of the beautiful blonde

cheerleaders was concerned—Tony was the most exciting basketball player ever!

A quick look at the sweephand clock showed two seconds left as Tony took aim from
twenty feet out—and hit the rim of the basket. The game-ending whistle blew just as the

ball stopped its crazy saucering and dropped in for the winning two points!

Even before the roar of the crowd filled the auditorium, the pretty cheerleader rushed

to the court, threw her arms around the astonished Tony, and gave him a victory kiss.

No lover's lane for Tony—he got his first kiss as 2,000 spectators cheered!



I reminded him of someone else

SOPHIA LOREN remembers that sunny afternoon in October, 1943—
it was Liberation Day for Naples. As the Allied trucks rolled over the cobble-

stone streets a young girl joined the crowds scrambling for the chocolate

bars the soldiers tossed to them. She was tall and skinny, and her playmates
called her The Stick. One of the GI's noticed Little Stick . . .

In his Bronx-accented Italian he asked her what her name was . . . how
old she was . . . if she went to school at all—a score of questions that showed
the special interest he had taken. Soon she was telling him how hard she had
prayed that the Allies would reach Naples by her ninth birthday, which had
been on September 20th. But no matter if they were two weeks late. It was
still a wonderful birthday present!

"Well, here's a birthday present from me," the GI said, giving her his last

few bars of chocolate. She whispered her thanks.

"Nothing compared with what you've given me, Little Stick," the GI.
answered. "You see, I have a little girl who's also nine years old. She's a lot

like you—tall, a little thin. Talking to you brought her very close."

And the lonely GI kissed her quickly and tenderly on the cheek.

It was her first kiss—one that will always be remembered by Sophia Loren.

JOAN COLLINS' Mom and Dad
believed in educating her at private

schools . . . and none of that coeduca-
tional nonsense, if you please.

But private schools can be very bor-

ing . . . and fourteen-year-old boys
very enchanting to a fourteen-year-Old
girl who hardly ever had the chance
to meet and talk with boys.

And so one evening, at the brink of

dusk, she stood at the third floor win--

dow of her dormitory room and beck-
oned to a young boy as he came along
the half-deserted street.

He vaulted the low school wall and
stood beneath her window. They talked
briefly about each other, and then the
boy showed he had the true touch of

Romeo within him. He began climbing
the thick British ivy, to the room
above

!

A minute later he was leaning
across the window ledge. "Say, you're
beautiful," he exclaimed. "I'll get the
very devil if they catch me doing this,

so how about a reward? Will you give
me a quick kiss?" And she did!

She kissed me
black and blue

GEORGE NADER had a king-size run of childhood illnesses-

he claims he had every one in the medical books!—and the result was
that he was the skinniest boy in the seventh grade when Cupid's first

arrow scored a direct hit.

It was a case of opposites attracting each other, because the object of
George's affection was red-haired Geraldine, the best- darned athlete
in Pasadena!
"She out-weighed me by fifteen or twenty pounds," George remem-

bers, "and it was all muscle. The first time she kissed me—that's what I

said: she kissed me—brother, I stayed kissed for a month!
"It took just about a month for the black and blue marks around

my ribs to disappear!"
Now six-foot-one, hundred-and-eighty-five-pound George would like

to meet her again—and get even.

He was a Romeo, in a girls' dorm



LEFT Trying their skill at
pitching pennies is a favorite
sport with -David and Ricky—
especially when Diane Jurgens
and Mary Ann Gaba are
around to applaud.

BELOW LEFT "It's strictly

career stuff," Ricky and David
say: Rosemarie Ace and Bar-
bara Wilson appear frequently
on their Ozzie and Harriet
TV series. Sure . . .

BELOW Barbara looks like

she's getting the short end of
the Coke on this deal with the
boys. But her eyes show she
thinks it'd be worth it—for
this ideal date for '58!

MEET DAVE NELSON

Ricky's big brother

is strictly Class A

date material and

He's
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by Marcia Borie

David Nelson is the kind of boy
every mother would like to see
calling on her daughter, and he's
certainly a girl's dream of a steady
beau-and he's available!

No wife, no fiancee, no steady
girl.

From Momma's point of view,
he has a lot of talent, drive,

ambition-and all the qualities to
make him successful oh screen.

In real life, he has a tremendous
amount of warmth and charm.

In fact, a poll among teenagers
rates David as strictly Class A
date material. A fraction under
six feet, with sandy brown hair,
blue eyes, an almost perpetual
smile and the rugged build of a
top-notch athlete certainly leave
nothing much to be desired. In
sport clothes or a tux, Dave is

definitely the dreamy type,

although you'd never get him to
admit that he has the ability to
make females flutter.

What does David have to say
about all that?

"Since we're on the subject of
girls," says David, "I can tell you
that when I knew I was going to
be making Peyton Place, the first

thing I thought of, aside from
acting, was oh, boy, what an
opportunity to meet some girls!

A whole studio full of glamorous
women! Or so I thought. Sure,
I've met quite a few beautiful girls

here ... but they're all married

!

"Right now, my typical dates
are pretty unexciting. The evening
usually starts with me being
worn out. Mostly we go to shows,
then have a bite to eat at a
drive-in and then I wind up taking
my date home fairly early. I say
good (Continued on page 74)

for Saturday night
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Ed Judson treated

her like a child

Orson Welles
sneereed at

her "intellectual

limitations"

9
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Prince Aly Khan
wouldn't keep
his eye from roving

Dick Haymes I

used her as

a punching bag

James Hill vows
"They'll never push Rita

around again"
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real reason he held off asking Rita tomarry him was that he knew she had not

ItllT^
fT Aly^ NotDick Haymes, but Aly Khan !)

HirpxT

pom Modern Screen's private files
t&

5/1 6/5^-Aly Khan, wearing his most con-

litJ *'
°ame °nhis knees to Rita H,

shfi
n
i

s
t /nother chance and fi^V

in Paris with Yasmin. Aly put on a bigshow when Rita and Yasmin got there!and even found the European maid Ritalost when she divorced Aly. AND paid afortune to the maid (she had married?to work for R for a couple weeks
3

roV
.<,*0*ft'

^ TnS *%© s6
'

^o

79^)



50

I love my husband, but

(Continued from page 39) ."How many
times must I call you till you answer?"
"But darling, I didn't hear you ... all

you had to do was use the buzzer. . .
."

"What buzzer?"
Now J got mad. Unfortunately the maid

just happened to walk in when I reminded
Rory that we had been through this half
a dozen times.
Suddenly he turned quiet, bit his hps,

clasped his fists. He was really angry!
The moment the maid left, he snapped,
"Don't you ever tell me off in front of
anyone again, do you understand?"
He didn't talk to me for the rest of the

day and left the next morning without
breakfast. When he didn't get home by
six, I grew worried. Usually when he
worked late, he let me know. And so I
called him.
"Are you working late tonight, Rory?"
"Yes!"
"Are you still mad at me. . .

."

Silence.

"I'm sorry for what happened, dear.
Honestly I am. Won't you forgive me?"
"No."
But he did, when he got home. In fact,

he was so sweet, I wouldn't mind his boy-
ish temper every second day, just so we
could make up!
The nice side of this boyishness more

than makes up for his occasional loss of
temper. It gives Rory the kind of charm
handsome men have to have, or they seem
conceited.

I remember the first time I paid him a
compliment about his appearance. He

Dick Wilson is director and co-
author of Raw Wind of Eden, a
movie filmed in Rome with Esther
Williams and Jeff Chandler. Wilson
had to reassure Miss Williams that
there'd be no scene showing her
swimming, because she now insists

on drama roles only. "No water,
please," Esther Williams warned
him. "I won't be filmed even drink-
ing a glass of the stuff."

Leonard Lyons
in thc-N. Y. Post

looked as awkward as a fourteen-year-old
boy asking a girl to dance. I'll have to
admit I complimented him a number of
times jus.t to get this reaction—which has
never changed.
One of the traits I like best about my

husband is his generosity, like making
loans to people he knows will never pay
him back; sending members of my fam-
ily through college; setting up in business
an ex-character actor who might have
had a hard time making a living if it

hadn't been for Rory; giving our guest
ranch to the Boy Scouts of America.

A soft touch

What amazes me most is his steadfast
belief in people's goodness even if they
disappoint him from time to time. Like
our Philippine houseboy who always bor-
rowed money from Rory ahead of his
pay day.
One Christmas Rory had already given

him two weeks' pay in advance and a
bonus of $150. but the boy asked for an-
other advance.
"For presents," the boy explained.
In spite of my uneasy feeling, I didn't

say anything when Rory pulled out his
wallet and handed him another big bill.

The boy left right after supper and
never showed up again.

I was convinced my husband would be
bitter after that experience. He wasn't.

THE LAUTREC IN CHARLTON HESTON'S LIFE

When Charlton Heston was a student at Northwestern University, back in 1941,

he made two overwhelming discoveries:

1) He became interested in the work of Toulouse-Lautrec, the French artist, who.se

life was dramatized in the movie, Moulin Rouge.

2) He fell in love with dark-eyed Lydia Clarke.

For years, Charlton has yearned to own an original Lau-

trec, just as he yearned for the love of Lydia. And, as fate

would have it, he won the girl before he got the painting.

The romance end of it got going when Lydia asked him
for help in reading the breathless line. My frog is dead, in a

school play. Charlton suggested, with heart thumping, that

they discuss this problem over a cup of coffee.

Three years later, while he was a GI, they married. A
couple of years after that, Chuck was out of the army and
they were starving in a thirty-dollar-a-month tenement flat in

a run-down section just off Broadway's theatre beat.

The very grim beginning of their fight for fame had Lydia

back modeling, mostly for $3.95 dresses, and Chuck making
the dreary rounds of the casting agents.

In the back of his head was still the sharp urge to own a Lautrec. But he didn't

dare say a word, since many a time they had barely enough money to buy dinner.

But with the first hundred-dollar check for a tv job, Chuck told his manager, "If you
come across a reasonable Lautrec, let me know."
And before long he had one. He hung it carefully near the window, which was

the sitting part of their long, narrow one-room apartment. It was crazy, having aj

valuable original Lautrec in a tenement—where burglaries were commonplace.
In time, Chuck became a movie star and Lydia got bigger roles in stage plays.,

Now they maintain three apartments, each completely furnished, in three different

American cities, so that they have a home and not a hotel room when they travel.

And in each apartment the walls are heavy with paintings, originals that the

Hestons can now afford.

Most prominent in their modern penthouse apartment in Hollywood is that first

Lautrec. "Somehow," says Chuck, "it seems to grow more beautiful each year." i

Charlton is making. Touch Of Evil for U-I, The Buccaneer for Paramount and
The Big Country for United Artists.

On New Year's Day an old friend who had
borrowed money from him half a dozen
times without making the slightest attempt
to pay back anything, was at the door
again. Rory obliged for the seventh time.

I'm not exactly unhappy about this

characteristic when I'm the beneficiary,

of course! Though I must admit, I

wouldn't mind too much if he changed the
manner in which he gives me presents. . . .

I'll never forget our second wedding
anniversary, when we were living at the
Beverly Hills Hotel.

The beast in the bathtub

Ever since we were married Rory had
promised me a fur stole. For the first two
years, he couldn't afford it. Nor did I

think he was ready for it the day I walked
into our hotel room and found him on the
couch, pretending to have a terrible head-
ache.

"I'll call the doctor," I assured him
anxiously when I found him cringing in

pain, or so I thought.
"No, deaf," he whispered. "Just go into

the bathroom and get me an aspirin. Bet-
ter make it a couple. . .

."

I rushed into the bathroom, opened the
medicine cabinet, and took the tiny bot-
tle of pills. When I closed the cabinet
and turned around, I noticed something
furry in the bathtub, let out a scream,
dropped the bottle, and ran back into the
bedroom. "Rory, RORY. . .

."

There was something about the way he
grinned that made me realize the joke was
on me. And what a joke! When I sneaked
back and peeked into the tub, I found the
most beautiful mink stole.

And that's how he gave me all my furs
—except the last one.

A few days before my last birthday-
August 11th—he said, "You can have any- 5

thing you want except a fur—you have
enough of them. . .

."

I agreed, although the one I had wanted'
most, a white mink stole, I never got. Buf
Rory had been so generous, I couldn'
get myself to ask him for it. . . .

On the morning of the eleventh, he gave
me three exquisitely beautiful presents
And in the afternoon I caught the dickens'
"You're too extravagant," he shoutecl

when he walked into the house and flung
what looked like a c.o.d. package intc
my arms.

I was a little hurt. After all, this wa:"

my birthday. "I haven't gone out all day,"
I protested.

"Well I just hope you're not exchanging
things again," he said belligerently as hi

watched me open the package.
I tore off the paper, flipped open thr

cardboard box—and stopped breathinj
when I saw the white mink. Looking up
and choking a little, I saw that familia
smile. "This is positively the last one!
he announced when I flew into his arm
and hugged him.
What I didn't realize till later was thai

he had sketched the stole from memor
according to some remarks I had mad
years before, then had it secretly mad
up according to his specifications. It wa
perfect.

Open house
)

However, there is one kind of generositl
that flips me in Rory. A few weeks ag<J
for instance, the telephone rang just aj

we were getting ready for dinner,
couldn't help overhearing what he saic

"Are you doing anything tonight?—No?-
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Well come on over for dinner—That's all

right, bring them, too—How many friends?

—Nine?—Sure we have enough to eat!"

And that's the rule, not the exception.

Some days I think I'm running a boarding
house instead of a private home, but then
—it's fun and I enjoy it.

On the other hand, my husband's con-
siderateness and understanding was never
more evident than in the months before
Cindy was born. He catered to me in

every possible way—from serving me
breakfast in bed and massaging my back
when I grew tired, to patiently listening

to my troubles, imaginary or otherwise.

The strong silent type

At the same time, one of my strongest
beefs is his own reluctance to discuss his

problems when something is bothering
him.
The only way I can tell is by the circles

under his eyes and the sudden vagueness
in his answers.

I know why Rory does it. He told me so
himself one morning when I could tell he
had slept little that night, if at all. "What's
wrong, Rory?"

"Nothing," he insisted.

"I know there is. Why don't you tell

me?"
He hesitated for a moment. "No use

both of us worrying about it," he said
with finality.

Elvis Presley joins the club. After
listening to director Richard
Thorpe explain to him how he
wanted a scene for Jailhouse Rock
played, Elvis said, "You're right. I

just don't agree with you."

Sidney Skolskv
in the N. Y. Post

One of Rory's biggest plusses is his

neatness. Some of it has even rubbed off

on me!
When I lived with my parents—and

later, when I was on my own and had a
maid—I was always used to having some-
one pick up after me. I'd leave the house
a mess in the morning, come back and find
everything neatly put away.

!

The first time I left the house in a mess
.after I became Mrs. Calhoun—we couldn't
.afford servants then—I found it in exactly
,[he same condition when I got home. I

jJidh't mind. Rory did. But he didn't
complain because we had guests for din-
ner, and he never reprimanded me for
anything—except kiddingly—in front of
others. But when we were alone, he
rather pointedly remarked how much he
[iked "a clean house."

I knew what he meant.
For instance, his side of the medicine

(

jjjjjtabinet always looks like a showcase1

in
^\ department store, with comb, brushes,

tc. militarily neatly lined up. Once, just
or the fun of it, I sneaked in after him
knd moved the comb half an inch from
ts original place. When I went back a
ew minutes later, it was right back where
t had been! Well, maybe I am exaggerat-
ng, a little.

This orderliness really pays off in the
iitchen. Rory loves to cook, usually bouil-
fibaisse, which takes a dozen kinds of fish
ilus huge amounts of seasonings and other
Ixtras. Invariably he only uses one pot,
|nd always cleans up afterwards so that no
toe could ever tell he had cooked any-
|iiing.

s

For that matter, Rory is very easy to
lease as far as meals are concerned, and
,pat I like about him too. Except for a few

(

ZX sides like brains, tripe, and heart—which
can't stand—I can fix anything as long

ave

ns.
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a
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one!'
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NU-CURL

Gives even string-straight hair

(permanents, too) that born-curly look
Not a permanent! No nightly pin-ups! Does what no hair spray made can do!

NOT A PERMANENT:
Nu-Curl 70 impregnates
straight or permanented
hair with nature's curl-

activator . . . multiplies curl

life; lusterizes dull hair;
dispels dryness, frizziness.

NOT A SPRAY: Sprays can't

create waves. Nu-Curl 70
feeds want-to-wave tenden-
cies to even string-straight

hair; gives you that born-
curly look.

NO NIGHTLY PIN-UPS:
You set hair just once, con-
dition when necessary; yet

get glorious curls that last

beautifully till your next
shampoo.

Six months' supply only

$|50 + tax
> sold every-

I where. Nu-Curl
Cream Shampoo, $1.00.

Unrefouched Photograph

Non-alkaline, amazing Nu-Curl 70 is ^-giituwBygvjr
so gentle that it is completely safe /^GuaroSwedby^C""'""^^
for even fragile-fine infant's hair. \ Good HousekeeoW /

'

: iGood Housekeeping^ &

NU-CURL 70 THE M00ERN

by

SPECIAL! Hair Styling Kit contains Nu-Curl 70, $1.50- Nu-Curl Shampoo, $1.00—
Hair Styler, $3.50-Hair Styling Guide, $1.00-a $7.00 Value for only $5.00, + 13c tax.

as there's enough of it. And if I try out
something new, and spoil it, he'll laugh
good naturedly and take me out.

The exception

However—there is one time when he's
always difficult to please: when he's sick.

About once a year he comes down with
a bad cold. As long as his temperature
is high, Rory is quite bearable. He sleeps
most of the time.
My problem starts the moment he feels

better, as indicated by his demand for

the one and only dish he wants: chicken
soup with rice.

Usually the cook and I are well prepared
and have stocked up quite a number of
cans for these emergencies. But last time
his convalescence took so long, it caught
us off guard.
On the fourth day, the cook came into

the living room, trembling. "Mrs. Cal-
houn," she cried out, "we are out of
chicken soup and rice. . .

."

I began to feel uneasy as well. "Do you
have any suggestions?"
"We have chicken noodle soup. . .

."

I was sure the crisis was solved. "Go
ahead and serve it. . .

."

A few minutes later I heard an outburst
from our bedroom. "Where's the chicken-
rice soup?"

I rushed upstairs to find Rory pointing
at the bowl of soup in front of him. "Why
can't I have what I want?"
"Because we are out of it," I explained.
"Then why don't you order enough?"
"But Rory, you've had it three days in

a row, three times a day—for breakfast,
lunch, and dinner. That's why we are
out of it!"

"I want chicken and rice. . .
."

Luckily we had a chicken in the freezer.
I boiled it, threw some rice into the pot,
and served that. He stopped his complain-

ing, and I guess it was worth the trouble!
While Rory can be so bossy when he's

sick, he can be so gentle and understand-
ing the rest of the time.
But that does not include when he was

teaching me to drive!
I'll never forget the first time I stripped

the gears: he cringed. "Let's try again," he
suggested after I'd brought the car to a
halt.

If anything, it sounded worse.
"The clutch!" he cried out.
"Well, what about the clutch?"
"Push it down before you shift!"

I had done pretty well with automatic
transmission, but Rory's hand-operated
gearshift gave me no end of trouble.

With Rory growing more fidgety each
time I tried it, J finally threw in the towel,
stopped the car, got out, and took a cab.
Fortunately we soon got a car with hydro

-

matic, or we may have had to weather a
major marriage crisis.

The only other criticism I have about
my husband should really belong in the
category of likes and compliments. His
enthusiastic greetings coupled with a com-
plete disregard for his own strength.
When he's in a happy mood—which is

most of the time—he'll come through the
door like a tornado, lift me up till our
eyes meet on the same level—and that's

a long way up—and squeeze me like a
ripe banana. And that can hurt! But then,
how can I be annoyed at an expression
of love? Come to think of it, there are a

lot more things about my husband that I

like than things I don't!

Guess that's why I love my husband

—

and no buts! END

Rory's in MGM's The Hired Gun and
United Artists' Ride Out For Revenge. He'll

be doing Papago Wells for Columbia and
The Saga Of Hemp Brown for V-I. 51
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The very new, very smart clothes for Spring will be all the more flatter-

ing to you if you start your wardrobe with undergarments that will give
|

your figure the season's new, new look! 1. News is made by the new black-

Mold 'n Hold Playtex girdle of Latex. This sleek zippered sheath, without
a seam or bone—fits like a second skin. Also white or pink. About $11. 2. For
that glamorous figure, a Glamour bra. Striped satin undercups with sheer
nylon top, foam lined and under-wired for firm control. New slide hook
closing in front with Lastex back for snug fit. By Lovable. White only.

About $2.50. 3. To wear under your new clothes—a pantie girdle that
smooths and controls in the nicest way. Light-weight power net with rein-

forced power net tummy control. By Nemo. White only. About $4. 4. Excit-

ing bandeau bra of plain and embroidered cotton with two new features-
self-fitting dual Magic Insets adjust to correct size. Also, new Neveride band
that holds you securely and prevents slipping. By Perma.lift. White only.|

3



About $2.50. 5. For the new look this Magic Oval pantie girdle of nylon
power net with embroidered satin Lastex front panel and dainty blue

stitching. A high waistband is featured for extra support. Girdle also avail-

able {not shown) . By Perma.Kft. White only. About $6.50. 6. Big news
in color undies. Formfit joins hands with Kayser in a gay promotion of

bras, girdles, slips, petticoats and nities in a high pink shade called "Kiss
Me Pink." This group was inspired by Elizabeth Arden's "My Love" per-

fume sequence. 7. Susan Strasberg poses with a new tub-less portable
washing machine (14" high, 9 lbs.) that tenderly washes and rinses your
finest pretties. Made by AMI. Susan is washing the famous Gossard An-
swer girdle, Gossard bra, Foxmifit "Kiss Me Pink" bra, and a lacy Laros
petticoat. Susan's outfit is by Jr. Sophisticates. Her nylon shortie gloves

are by Kayser. See Susan in RKO's Stage Struck with Henry Fonda.

5



modern screen beauty
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LONG HAIR IS IN...

and the boys like it

9 9

says

teen-age

Natalie Trundy

and—home

perms are

a must

of course!

From Hollywood to Paris the news

has spread—cropped coiffures are just

not smart. But there is more to the de-

mise of short hair than a new 19§8 hair

style trend. The boys don't think that

short hair is feminine. According ton

Hollywood stars girls just adopted short

hair because they thought it was easier

to take care of, required less grooming

and was just generally smart, young

and piquant. Hollywood stars, of course,

have always known that long hair was'

more feminine, more alluring and mor
beau-catching. Also, they have always

known that without loads of grooming:

the hair is never bright and shining,

and a crowning glory- Natalie Trundy
wears her hair (Continued on page 62;

Natalie does her own hair, hates the precious time that

the beauty parlors take—and money 1
. The, golden and

pseudo aquamarine jewelry, Capri.

See Xatalie in the United Artists film, The Careless Years.



I live in a dream

lining

tunoj

(Continued f'rom page 35) alone. All my
life, really, I've liked to be alone. I've

never had friends my own age. I've never

had a real boy friend. When I was a little

girl, I would come down and join my par-

ents and their friends in the evening while

my older sister went out on dates. I just

never wanted to
—

"

"No," he corrected her, "you were
afraid to."

The cafe was filling up. Francoise

Sagan—who wrote Bonjour Tristesse when
she was just the age Jean is now, eight-

een—stopped to say hello to Jean, then

wandered on to her own table followed

by her admirers. Going her own way,
tolerating her admirers, liking no one,

really, not caring what anyone thought so

long as their thoughts did not intrude on
her freedom— "No wonder the French
teenagers selected her to be their idol,"

Jean sighed. "I think she's wonderful,

too. She's not at all the way people say

she is—wild and unconventional and all.

In fact, she's just the way I'd like to be—

"

The "glamorous" life

Now it was Jean's companion " who
sighed. "Another dream," Francois said,

"You live so many lives, my dear. But
never your own, and that's the only one
you have to live, really."

"Let's go," Jean answered, "it's late."

For Jean, it was late, even though the

clock hadn't struck ten yet. She wouldn't
have been there at all if it weren't a Sat-

urday night, with no six-thirty call the

next morning. Even so, it had been a

long day. Every scene had had to be
done over and over, and one had been a

swimming scene from which she had fi-

nally emerged blue and shivering with
cold. She'd just recovered from an attack

of Asian flu that had held up production
for almost a week. She had no right to

risk catching cold again, causing more
delays.

They left the cafe, walked a block or

two. For a minute, they stood looking out
at the Mediterranean. Up and down the
narrow, cobbled streets, the bright neon
lights were glowing, the music was play-
ing, and young people were laughing,

dancing, falling in love. . . .

Only with someone's permission

It was still so early, really. Not even
ten o'clock. And yet she would soon be
in bed. And, in time, sleep would shut
out the disturbing thoughts, the ghosts,

which Frangois' voice had raised tonight.

Until then, though, they were with her.

They walked beside her as she slowly un-
dressed, as she slid into the blue silk

pajamas and the blue robe with its blue
satin lapels. She pulled the belt tight,

pleased with how thin she was. Mr.
Preminger—Otto Preminger, the producer,
—had even said to her today, "You are too

thin. Now, you may eat chocolates again."
Imagine, she thought, living a life so

carefully regulated that you daren't eat

chocolates unless you receive someone's
permission. She remembered reading
somewhere that one of the things Ingrid
Bergman and her first husband, Doctor
Lindstrom, used to quarrel about was the
fact that he would sometimes find her nib-
bling on chocolates, which he had for-
bidden her.

It had seemed so silly at the time she

|

had read about it, maybe ten years ago.
She had probably read it in a fan maga-

|

zine, sitting in the big chair of her room
jback in Marshalltown, Iowa—nibbling

I

chocolates!

J

But you want to be a star, don't you?
'(An actress? A really great actress? she

Life is thrilling

when you're a BLONDE
Be a fascinating golden-top—today!

FIND OUT what fun it is to

be a beautiful blonde. No
matter what your hair color

now— blonde that's turned

mousey brown, brunette, red-

head — with Marchand's
Golden Hair Wash you can

add a glow of sunshine or

lighten honey bright. Golden
Hair Wash is the tried-and-

true home hair lightener pre-

ferred for over 50 years. Not
a dye. Nothing extra to buy.

Fine for lightening arm and
leg hair, too.

At drugstores

everywhere

75c and $1.00,

plus tax

MARCHAND'S GOLDEN HAIR WASH
asked her reflection in the mirror. And
it isn't as though you're beautiful, because
you're not, you know. Oh, you're pretty—
very pretty—and you have good bone
structure so that you photograph even
prettier than you are, but you must never
fool yourself, Jean Seberg. Fool others,

if you must, but never fool yourself.

And yet, she was fooling herself now,
a little. She had been fooling herself to-

night, when she had said, "Being alone
isn't so bad. I've always liked it." Fran-
cois had been right when he had said, "No,
you are afraid."

Afraid of what? she asked herself, open-
ing the French doors that opened onto a

wide balcony overlooking a tiny beach
and the broad sweep of the Mediterranean
that went out to join the sea. Actually,
she had a lot of courage, hadn't she? It

had taken courage to enter that contest
for St. Joan as one of eighteen thousand
girls. A kid from the middle-west, with
hayseeds in her hair and Stardust in her
eyes, and only a few weeks of summer
stock behind her. And she had been hon-
est, too, when Otto Preminger had said to

her, with that strange smile of his, "You
know, Miss Seberg, you are the only girl

who does not come in here wearing a

chain with a gold cross on it. Why?"
Quite honestly, she had answered, "Be-
cause I didn't have one, and couldn't afford

one. And," she finished as those eyes that

knew so much about human nature kept
watching her, "because I thought that

probably every other girl would wear one,

so I'd be different."

Otto Preminger had nodded. "That is

good. I like that. It proves you use your
head a little, eh?"

Yes, thought the Jean Seberg who had
come so far along the road to fame in less

than a year. I have had courage when I

have had to have it. I'm not trying to

duck life, really. It's not that I'm afraid

to live; it's . . . it's what? It's that I never
really liked the person I was—the ugly
duckling on whom no clothes looked really

right while Sis could look terrific in any-
thing she put on. And I was too shy.

So she was lonely, with lots of time to

day-dream—and lots of time to work hard
and try to make the dreams come true. . . .

And Jean started on a long journey of

remembrances . . . back, and back. . . .

Just ten years ago she'd been a tow-
headed, bright-eyed fourth grader in a

small midwestern school in Marshalltown,
Iowa, given to making up stage names she
might someday use, and telling her par-
ents, "Wait until you see my name in

lights."

That was when she'd written that play-
let titled Be Kind to Animals—and it

won a puppy for her. She remembered
how she'd refused to collect her prize be-
cause she didn't want to hurt Fusty 's feel-

ings, Rusty being the dog she already
owned.
Jean remembered how excited she'd

felt when her mother told her that her
high school English teacher, Miss Grace
Cooper, had telephoned to tell Mrs. Se-
berg that Jean had a definite talent for

writing.

He was doing a bit in a movie as a

Marine. For a close-up he was
told to get a butch haircut. "I

have thin hair. It wouldn't stand
up straight. Kind of flopped over
in bangs. They laughed, but the
casting office remembered me. You
could say I went over with a
bang"—said Earl Holliman.

Sidney Skolsky
in the N. Y. Post

She'd felt so pleased that a couple of

months later, when Jean was confirmed
in the Trinity Lutheran Church, she'd

written a little prayer . . .

Dear Father in heaven, hear this

prayer
From Thy people everywhere,
Make us pure, clean from sin,

Let the reign of love begin.

Make us think of one another
As a loving, friendly brother;
Teach us how to pray to Thee.
Make our souls and hearts be free.

But even more satisfying to her than
writing was performing on stage, singing

duets in church with her older sister,

Mary Ann, now a twenty-year-old Uni-
versity of Iowa junior; learning to play
the piano, and then tbe tap, ballet and 55
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JAZZY KIM
It figures that the license plates

on Kim Novak's snazzy new white

Corvette read: JZK 333. "Perfect!"

chortles Kim. "If you pronounce it

right, it comes out 'Jazzy Kim."
"

Nobody will argue with that, but

what engrosses Kim is the succession

of threes. "It's got to be lucky." she

says, "and look—no accident yet. All

four fenders right there. I think I've

turned out a pretty good driver."

Of course, it's no secret that Kim
was born at 3:13 a.m. on February

13. And her mother was in room 313

of the hospital, at the time. "So, of

course," she says, "that's my dress-

ing room number at the studio, too."

There's no doubt that any multi-

ple of three is Kim's lucky number,

and that at this point she feels pretty

lucky to have been born. Take the

Corvette, for instance. A year ago

she didn't even know how to drive.

Nor how to dance, either—profes-

sionally, that is. So right now, she's Jazzy Kim in a snazzy Corvette—and taking daily

dancing lessons.

That's for the picture Pal Joey, which she did after Jeanne Eagels. She explains that

"I didn't have time to learn between the two pictures, so I took care of the dancing

before. And I never knew it could be so good for me! Why, it makes me feel so good

I just tingle from my head to my toes. I guess the dancing gets my blood circulating."

Of course, Kim ties all this wonderful feeling in with the fact that she's twenty-three

this year—there's thrat number again, so what else could she expect but the best of

luck?

On the other hand, she managed to get through twenty-two pretty well—though with

dire forebodings. "All my life," she claims, "I dreaded being twenty-two." It wasn't her

age that frightened her: it's just that two was her unlucky number. So what happened?
So she made Picnic and The Eddie Duchin Story. And that was really some bad

luck for Kim!
But she still isn't trusting completely to luck. Despite all the hocus-pocus with

numerology, Kim is a gal who likes to know what's going on. Instead of having a

business manager, like most stars, she handles all her money herself. Kim's explanation?

She feels that "you don't really appreciate what you've got unless you take care

of it yourself." Then she adds, "Anyway, I don't really have too much to worry

about.

"By the time I've sent money home and taken care of all my expenses

—

and they're getting worse all the time!—there isn't any left. So what could I have

to worry about?"

There's another piece of luck ahead that might prove the most interesting of all: her

re-teaming with Frank Sinatra for Pal Joey. They've been very close since doing The

Man With The Golden Arm together, so what'll happen when they get together again?

And we do mean in the romance department. "Oh," says Kim, "we're just good friends.

But I can say one thing about him: hard work seems to be made for him. Busy as he's

been, I've never seen him look so rested and handsome!"

Well, whatever happens, it has to be lucky: Kim's still in her three cycle. And what-

ever happened to two? "Oh," giggles Kim throatily, "I'm not superstitious about that

number any more!"

Kim Novak can be seen in Columbia's Pal Joey and Jeanne Eagels. Watch for her

n Bell, Book and Candle, another Columbia production, and in Paramount's Vertigo.

toe dancing lessons she took for six years.
But she had been lonely . . . had she

just been keeping herself busy, so she
wouldn't feel it so much?
Maybe that was what Mrs. McMahon

had meant—Mrs. C. H. McMahon, Mar-
shalltown YWCA general secretary—when
she had said to Jean's Mother, "She was
a guiding force. Other girls looked to her
for leadership, but still . . . were some-
times a little jealous of her. I guess you
could say she was more respected than
loved, but was able to live within herself."
Yes, Jean was used to being alone.

With her whole heart and soul

"Whatever you did, you did wholeheart-
edly," her Mother said to her once.
At one time in her adolescent years,

Jean decided she wanted to be a brain
surgeon. "And even at that age," Mom
had said, "you read every medical book
you could lay your hands on, even bor-
rowing some from the family doctor!"
Her interests at other times ran to such

extremes as bullfighting and writing, but
most frequently Jean dreamed of being
an actress

—
"starting when I was still go-

ing to kindergarten," she said once

—

"But I come by it naturally," she remem-
bered telling that reporter, telling about
her Grandmother Frances (Fanny) Ben-
son wanting to be a circus bareback rider
when she was a young girl. She never
was. And about how her Mother, a teach-
er before she married, used to tell and
read stories for a children's hour over
the Marshalltown radio station in the
early 1930's, earning the name Twilight
Sweetheart.

Sitting in the hotel room in that little

French town, Jean remembered other

Commenting on Hollywood cocktail
parties, Tony Perkins said the
guests stood around in clusters
like sheep in a blizzard.

Sidney Skolskv-
in the N. Y. Post

things about a lonely childhood and
youth—the honors she had captured be-
cause loneliness gave her lots of time
for practice. . . . She had won American
Legion, Junior Chamber of Commerce and
Iowa High School Speech Association-
sponsored oratorical contests, and been
named state teenage leader for Iowa's
1956 Teens Against Polio drive. She had
attended Hawkeye Girls State and been
elected lieutenant governor and earned
the honor of attending Girl's Nation in

Washington, D.C. She had taken part in

Gov. Leo Hoegh's Conference on Youth.
And the Outstanding Player awards she

had won at the University of Iowa and
Drake University play festivals.

Jean remembered the applause—and the
hours and hours of work that had brought
her the applause . . . the hours when the
other kids were down drinking cokes to-

gether and dancing to a juke box, while
she learned her lines. . . .

And summer stock . . . and then St. Joan.

All because she was too shy

All because I was too shy as a kid? Jean L

wondered. And because I was too scared
to go after the boys I liked? \

She thought of the romance she and
jj

Francois had felt looking out at the blue
Mediterranean just a little while before,

and wondered. . . .

She didn't really want Francois, or any
man, to fall in love with her because she
didn't want to hurt anyone and she
wasn't ready for love. Yet, she thought
it must be exciting to be a femme fatale

like Juliette Greco, for instance—Juliette

sings the theme song in Bonjour Tristesse,



and her personal life is always making
romantic headlines.

"I am sad," La Greco had said when
Jean had met her in Paris, "when men
fall in love with me. Because with me,
love does not last. Two years, perhaps,
at the very most. Then I must hurt them
and I do not wish to hurt them so I tell

them, in the beginning, 'Please do not love
me' but always—they refuse to listen."

Jean Seberg, standing on a moonlit bal-
cony above the Mediterranean, smiled as

she remembered that brief encounter with
the dark-haired, white-faced woman
whom men found so irresistible. So far,

Jean had not found that she had any
shattering effect on men. Her mother had
said to her once, "You will find someone.
Just give yourself time. And," she had
added, "give him time to find you, Jean.

Let him really find you—not the person
you're dreaming of being. The person you
are is very lovely. You mustn't try so hard
to be someone else."

Here's Prince Rainier's first conver-
sation with his bride-to-be. "You
work for MGM?" he said to the
star when they met for the first

time at his palace. "Isn't that the
company with the lion? That's an
old lion. Let me take you to the zoo
and I'll show you some young lions."

After she left Monaco, Grace wrote
a thank-you letter to the Prince

—

and said to let her know if he ever
should visit America. The note is

a collector's item, for it may be-
come the bread-and-butter letter
of the century.

Leonard Lyons
in The Nezv York Post

Everywhere she turned it seemed she
heard the same words. Deborah Kerr had
said them, too, the other day. "My dear,
try to remember that it isn't necessary
to—well—try quite so hard. I mean, all

you have to bring to your job is you and
say, 'Well, here I am. This is the person
I am and I hope I turn out to be the per-
son you want.' You see?"
That had been after an interviewer had

asked Jean who her favorite authors were,
and later Jean had asked Deborah and
David Niven who their favorite authors
were, just to be sure she hadn't said the
wrong thing.

And the time she was rehearsing for the
hangover scene and she asked everyone
how it felt to have a hangover, and David
Niven had laughed and said, "My dear
child, it is one of the few experiences in
life to which I would apply the word 'in-

describable.' You simply cannot know
until you've had one!"
Once she had overheard one of the girls

on the set say, "There are some things
for which there is no substitute, and
living is one of them. How can anyone
act what she's never felt? Jean is too—"
and the girl had moved away, the voice
trailing off.

New poise

"Too what?" Jean had wanted to run
after her and ask. But she hadn't, of

' course. It was part of what some people
|

had said was her New poise! "You cer-
i tainly have changed a lot since I saw you
I in New York a year ago," one reporter
had remarked. "Then you were just a

I

scared kid at her first press conference,
i Now you handle yourself like a veteran."

She didn't, of course. Not inside. It

was another of the parts she played—the
poised, casual young star, sure of her-
self and of her world.

1 Who was she, really? And what did
[she want from life? Was she the lonely
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kid who could never fit into anything and
of whom her Mother used to say, "There
she is, off in a dream world again. I

swear, I can't even get her to make her
bed or help with the dishes any more.
It isn't that she doesn't want to. She
doesn't even hear me calling her."

The successful young woman?
Or was she the successful young woman

dressed in her Paris clothes, returning
to Marshalltown last year to get her first

taste of disillusionment? When she had
found herself surrounded by people who
wouldn't give her the time of day before
she'd been successful, whereas the close

friends had stayed away for fear she'd
think they just wanted to see her because
she was a star. There were four girls

with whom she'd gone to school and with
whom she still exchanged letters, but she
knew that, in time, their faces would blur
and grow more distant. She would go
home less often. Those girls would marry
and have children. The last threads of

the childhood friendship that bound them
together would snap and the isolation

she was beginning to feel more and more
would be heightened.

"I've got to make good"

And if this picture were a failure? Then
what? "It can't be," she had said to that
tall, thin reporter with the big, horn-
rimmed glasses, who probed her thoughts
as though they were an open wound, his
pen the scalpej. "It can't fail. And even
if it does, I got good notices in Joan of
Arc, though the picture didn't. I can get
notices in this, too. And I will. Because
I've got to make good. I've got to."

"But why?" he had asked, and she had
felt, somehow, that he was laughing at

her, though she didn't know why. "Why
do you have to make good? Who says so?"
"Why, I do, of course. I broke away

from everything I had, everything I was,
so naturally I have to make good at

—

at—"
"Go on. At what?"
"At everything I'm going to be."
Somewhere, in the still night, in some

distant village, a clock chimed out the hour

and, then fell still again. The wind began
to rise and she remembered that this was
the time of year when the wind storms
which the French call The Mistrial began.

Production delays . . .

The storms would shriek across the sea
and rattle the windows and tear furiously
at the palm trees and everyone would be
glum and moody because they wouldn't
be able to make any of the water shots
until the sea grew calm again, perhaps in
a day—perhaps not for a week. Mr.
Preminger would lose his temper and he
would say, "Jean, look, you do not walk
so fast, please

—
" And photographers would

be snapping her picture and people would
be asking questions and some of them
would go away to say nice things about
her and some would say bad things and
someone else would say, "Well, so what?
It doesn't matter whether it's good pub-
licity or bad, honey; don't read it, just
weigh it."

Below her, young Gefforey Home, who
played the part of her young lover, Philip,
in the movie, strolled by with his best girl.

They were holding hands and talking in
low, soft voices. It must be nice, she
thought again, to be in love, and not be
so alone, and yet . . . and yet. . . .

Everything a girl could want
She turned back into the room and shut

the doors, remembering to lock them as
she heard the wind rise again. She
switched off the light—and smiled at the
little blue silk mouse on her dressing
table A good luck gift from her Grand-
mother. Then she slid between the cool,
crisp sheets. Everything she had ever
wanted, she had—or was on her way to
having. Tomorrow morning, she would
be served breakfast in bed. A car would
take her to the set. She had money in the /

bank. When this picture was finished, she
would take a holiday, perhaps in Nice.
Other girls, in hundreds of little towns
like Marshalltown, Iowa, would read about
her in magazines and in newspaper stories,

and envy her.

Beside her, the little leather-encased
traveling clock ticked away. Yes, she 57



a nervous
policeman

stops

BOB TAYLOR
There was one time that Bob Taylor re-

members being scared of a policeman—but

what Bob didn't know at the time was that

the officer was even more nervous than

Bob!

It started when Bob went up into the

hills—just for a drive and a walk, since

the hunting season was over. He had
parked his car and had just walked a cou-

ple of yards when he heard the kind of

sound that tells a hunter someone's shot

has missed its mark—but not completely:

the kind of sound you hear from a wounded
animal in great pain. A deer was lying

there, a deer with a gaping wound in its

side and pain in its eyes^ and there was
nothing you could do for it but shoot it and

put it out of its misery.

Quickly Bob walked back to his car, got

his gun and did the only thing that anyone

could have done for the animal.

He felt a quick surge of anger at who-

ever it was who didn't care much about

shooting animals out of season—and didn't

have the decency to track down what he

had wounded.

But as he got back into his car, another

thought struck Bob. The animal was dead,

in season or out. And Bob loved venison

meat. And the law wouldn't be served any

by leaving the deer there.

So he got the deer into the trunk of his

car—instead of draping it proudly over his

front fender as a hunter would ordinarily

do, in season—and started driving home.

He was probably about halfway down
58 the winding path when he suddenly saw the

reflection of a motorcycle officer in his

rear-view mirror. And panic hit him. The
officer would never believe his story. . . .

There'd be a fine, and he'd lose his hunt-

ing license—and what the press would say!

"Look, Officer," he began as the blue-

uniformed man stalked over to him.

But the officer's cold voice interrupted

him with "Open the trunk, please!" He
wasn't interested in explanations no-how!

"But, Officer, you see
—

"

"Just open that trunk!"

Bob got out of the car, seeing the look

that would come on his friends' faces as

they contemptuously stared at him—and
wouldn't believe that he did have a respect

for the law that was working to keep ani-

mals from being shot to extinction. . . .

"Get that trunk open!" the officer's voice

barked at him.

Bob opened the trunk—and then stared

in amazement as the officer took off his cap,

wiped the perspiration from his forehead

and laughed nervously, as he said—a little

shakily

:

"I've been following a trail of blood for

the last two miles, till I caught up with it

dripping from your car trunk. I thought

you had a body in there—a murder victim

!

"Drive on," he smiled at Bob, too re-

lieved to even think of asking how come
there was a deer in his automobile trunk

out of season.

Bob Taylor can soon be seen in MGM's
Saddle The Wind, The Law and Jake
Wade, and The Party Girl.

thought, I'm like that. I have a clock or
a machine or something ticking away in-
side of me, making me dream and making
me go on fighting until the dreams come
true. I want them. I want them to come
true. They've got to come true, do you

j

hear? Because if they don't, then where
will I go, then what will I do?
She hadn't realized she was crying until

she felt the wetness on her cheeks. She
brushed the tears away. How silly to
let herself get into such a state. She was,

j

after all, just eighteen. She would be !

successful, and then, someday, she would
fall in love.

She closed her eyes and let herself drop
off to sleep against the tick-tick, tick-tick, |i

of the clock. ... \

When she woke up, the room was golden k

with sunlight. A maid stood there with !

her breakfast tray. She sat up, rubbed her
eyes. "I'm sorry," she apologized. "I must b

have overslept." "Mademoiselle must have :j

had a pretty dream," the maid smiled. [

"But I never believe in dreams," Jean
j

answered, suddenly quite serious, "except r.

the good ones. And those, I make come
j

true." t

And it was easy to believe, in the bright t

warm sunlight, with the lonely night and
j

Francois' words forgotten.
Yes, they were still day dreams, but

they were coming true.

And there was all the time in the world
for making dreams come true—and for
love, too . . . when she was ready for it. . . . p

END
E

You can see Jean in Columbians Bonjour 1

Tristesse.

; i

ava's face scarred

(Continued from page 43) have seemed.
'You know,' I heard her tell him, I

'how much I love and admire the
great woman bullfighter, Conchita Cin-
tron? Well, soon I hope to make a movie J

of her life and I must try to learn some-
j

thing about the bulls if I am to do her a

justice. Is that not reason enough to
\{

submit myself to a little danger?' The old
man nodded weakly, Senorita Ava patted
his arm again, and then she entered the
arena."
For the first hour and a half every-

"

thing went fine and Ava had herself a ball. I

To watch her, sitting on her horse, chas-
ing a frisky young bull round and round
the arena, was like watching a kid on a fast 1

ride at Coney Island—her hair flying all Pi

over the place because the novillera's hat I
1

had blown off her head a few minutes after :

'i

she'd mounted her horse; her face a 1

constant and breathless smile; her voice
singing out with deep ole's, straight from
the core of her new-found Spanish soul, E

and shrill git on there's, straight from the
Carolina hills where she was born . . . but 1

mostly with plain female shrieks of de- I

light which would fill the arena every
j

time she touched the scampering bull with
|

the rubber-tipped lance she gripped in

her right hand.
And then, just as Sefior Peralta looked !

at his watch and turned to Chiari and said pi

he thought she'd had enough, it happened,
j

Almost like a movie

At first it looked funny to some of the '-1

men standing around. The little bull Ava -I

and the horse had been chasing, feeling I

he'd had enough by this time, made a \

lunge towards the horse's rump. He
j

rammed the horse, hard—and as he did, fi

Ava let out a cry and leaned forward in ;

J

the saddle, letting her lance fall to the,']

dirt and her arms dangle at her side.

"See," one of the men called out, laugh- jl

ing, "how La Bella indicates that it is get- i



ting a little more excitement than she
expected and how she wishes now to get
down to earth, like Cantinflas in that mov
ing picture when he was a frightened
fighter of the bulls!"

But when Ava let out the second scream
j

moments later, nobody thought it was so

|

funny anymore. Because now the bull
, had shown his displeasure again by let-

I ting the horse have it for a second time
And this time he'd hit so hard that Ava
was knocked from her saddle and thrown.
And the horse, his eyes suddenly blood-

shot, his nostrils quivering in fear of the
bull, began to kick, to the left and to the
right and down in the direction of the wom-
an who lay helpless and crying below him.
One of the kicks caught a peon in the

I arm.

j

The next two caught Ava—in the face.

|

"Apresuradamente," Peralta shouted,

j

throwing his weight against the wild
j

horse and trying to push him back.
I "Quickly—get her away. Get her away!"

Four of the peones raced forward to lift

Ava from the dirt.

"Do not cry," one of them said as they
rushed her to a far side of the arena. "Do
not. . .

."

And then he stopped short, noticing
for the first time the blood on the right
side of her face, blood mixing with her
tears and flowing from a deep gash on
her left cheek.
The ranch doctor spent a perspiring fif-

teen minutes stopping the blood and ban-
daging the cheek. Then he had a talk
with Chiari.
"She is in a state of shock right now,"

he said, "and perhaps she should not be
moved. But the gash is not good and I

Bob Hope says the two most im-
posing structures he saw in Paris
were the Eiffel Tower and Anita
Ekberg.

Earl Wilson
in The New York Post

think she should have the treatment of
an expert—immediately."
Chiari asked him what he advised.
"Take her to Madrid," the doctor said,

"to the surgical hospital there."

The burning question

"Yes," Chiari said, "yes." Then he asked
the question that had been on his mind
from the moment he'd first seen the blood
and the long, raw gash. "Doctor," he
said, "will there be any disfigurement?"
The doctor sighed and shrugged. "I am

only a ranch doctor," he said. "I know
how to stop the blood. Too much beyond
that—the surgery, the possibility of dis-
figurement—I do not know. . .

."

Obviously, the surgeons at the hospital
m Madrid were not too sure about what
to do in Ava's case either. Because
shortly after arriving in .the Spanish capi-
tal, Chiari reserved two seats on a plane
to London, careful to use assumed names
and to do everything possible to go along
with Ava's wish:
"Please don't let anyone know about

jthis—please. . .
."

< It's amazing that news of the accident
was kept so quiet and that Ava got her
iwish. What would normally have been
|a front-page story for practically every
newspaper in the world didn't leak out
till weeks later. Before that, however,
shortly after the accident, some word did
get through a tight, private grapevine and
travel across an ocean and a continent and
Ceach Hollywood, and the ears of the man
'who till recently had been Ava's hus-
band—Frank Sinatra.
I "Frank was over at the ABC offices in
jftmference with some television people

DONE |T

AGAIN!
At 18—

Franpoise Sagan
wrote

OonJour TrisTesse
and set tongues wagging,

critics raving and
cash registers ringing...

At 20— she wrote

fl Certain

)

Smile

another runaway bestseller,

even more sensational

than the first!

"The reader is given the some-

what embarrassing feeling of

having opened a young girl's

intimate diary by mistake. But

whoever put such a diary

down? Especially when the

author is as sensitive, experi-

enced, analytically gifted and
freshly talented as Mile. Sa-

DELL book

35'

gan.

—San Francisco Examiner

Watch for the big 20th Century-Fox movie of A CERTAIN SMILE
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Please check the space left of the one phrase which best answers each question:

1. I LIKE ROBERT WAGNER:
more than almost any star a lot

B fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I LIKE NATALIE WOOD:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well n very little not at all

don't know tier well enough to say
I READ: Dall of theirstory Dpart Qnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

C very little not at all

2. I LIKE PAT BOONE:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: Gall of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
jetely completely fairly well

very little not at all

3. I LIKE DEBBIE REYNOLDS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
I LIKE EDDIE FISHER:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: Gall of theirstory Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely G completely fairly well

G very little G not at all

4. I LIKE JIM GARNER:
G more than almost any star a lot

G fairly well G very little G not at all

G don't know him well enough to say
I READ: Gall of his story Gpart Gnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: G super-com-
pletely n completely G fairly well

G very little G not at all

5. I LIKE DORIS DAY:

G more than almost any star G a lot

G fairly well G very little n not at all

G don't know her well enough to say
I READ: G all of her story G part G none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: G super-com-
pletely f~l completely G fairly well

G very little G not at all

6. I LIKE JEAN SEBERG:
G more than almost any star G a lot

G fairly well G very little G not at all

Q don't know her well enough to say
I READ: Gall of her story Gpart Gnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: Q super-corn-
pletely H completely G fairly well

G very little G not at all

7. I LIKE RORY CALHOUN:
G more than almost any star G a lot

H fairly well G very little Q not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: G all of his story G part Q none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: Q super-com-
pletely G completely G fairly well

G very little G not at all

8. I LIKE AVA GARDNER:
more than almost any star G a lot

G fairly well G very little G not at all

G don't know her well enough to say
I READ: G all of her story G part G none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: G super-com-
pletely G completely G fairly well

G very Mttle Q not at all

9. I LIKE DAVID NELSON:
G more than almost any star G a lot

fairly well G very little G not at all

G don't know him well enough to say
I READ: G all of his story G part G none
IT HELD "MY INTEREST: G super-com-
pletely G completely G fairly well

G very little G not at all

10. I LIKE RITA HAYWORTH:
G more than almost any star G a lot

G fairly well G very little G not at all

G don't know her well enough to say
I READ: Qall of her story Gpart Gnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: G super-com-
pletely G completely G fairly well

G very little G not at all

11. I READ:
all of MY FIRST KISS G Part G none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: G super-com-
pletely G completely G fairly well

G very little G not at all

12. I READ:

G all Of LOUELLA PARSONS IN HOLLY-
WOOD G part G none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: G super-com-
pletely G completely G fairly well

G very little G not at all

13. The stars I most want to read about are:

(l) — <D

(2)

(3).

(2)

(3)

AGE NAME .

ADDRESS .

CITY & STATE

Here are the poll prize winners for November: Helen Field, Chicago, Illinois; Lorraine

Albert, Kearny, New Jersey; Rosalie Joseph, Chicago, Illinois; Martha Jesseph, Albuquer-

que, New Mexico; Sandra Kordek, Plainville, Conn.; Joan Devalt, Stratford, Conn.;

Winifred Langham, Leavenworth, Kansas; Christy Tavener, Flint, Mich.; Mary Keane,

Brooklyn, New York; Judy Cooper, Rochester, New York.



Frank's like this

It was sometime during that same night
lyhen, at an airport thousands of miles

away, Frank Sinatra boarded a California-

New York superliner. He'd cancelled a

recording session for the next day and a

plinner appointment with some good
friends for the day after that and, quietly,

he headed for a visit with his ex-wife.

rhe importance of Ava's beauty . . .

1 "He sounded very worried when he
talked to me," one of the friends with
[vhom he was to have had dinner that
Fiunday has said. "I don't know if Frank
s still in love with Ava, as lots of pople
say he is. But he certainly sounded wor-
ied about her that night we spoke on the
shone. It seems that he'd heard that the
[>'ash on her face was bad enough to in-
volve some possible plastic surgery in

NTew York. And the thought of this upset
pirn terribly. . . . My guess is that Ava,
ivhom I've met only a few times, and years
pack, was probably going through the
ortures of hell over this and Frank, bet-
er than anybody, realized it. After all,

ier beauty was at stake—and what was
he living on these last few years if not
ier beauty? Her beauty made her money
or her. Her beauty made her good times
^her flings with her toreador friends in

Spain and her writer friends in Italy and
ier assorted other friends in her assorted
ither hangouts all over Europe. Her
)eauty took the place of a lot of the good
lomely things in life—things like a hus-
band, a family, a firm friendship—which,
hear, she basically wanted but could

lever manage to hold onto. So now sud-
lenly there was the possibility that this

>eauty of hers might turn into something

Red Buttons' new song is Miami
Moon What Are You Doing Over
Moscow?

Robert Sylvester
in the Daily Ncivs

iretty hideous. And it was eating at
ier insides. And, from the way Frank
ounded the night he phoned, he realized
his and it began to eat at him, too. So
iad, in fact, that he had to fly three thou-
and miles to see Ava, to see the girl the
livorce courts had said he was no longer
esponsible for—in any shape, matter or
orm, to see exactly what was wrong
vith her and, more important, how she
vas taking it. . .

."

Very little is actually known about those
lext two days in New York—Saturday,
December 7, and Sunday, December 8.

What is known, however, is this:

Ava's plane arrived at Idlewild Airport
it exactly 10:32 a.m., Saturday. She and
he nurse were met there by a male friend
md his wife who whisked them off to
heir Manhattan town house, somewhere
n the swank East Sixties-just-off-Park.

rank and Ava's date
Frank's plane arrived at Idlewild about
wo hours later—at 12:45 p.m. He was
net by a long-time buddy who drove him
o the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, where a
oom had been reserved for him under
in assumed name.
Sometime between 1:15—his time of

urival at the Waldorf—and two o'clock,
ie got in touch with Ava by phone and
urprised her with the news that he was
n town, just to see her.
At 2:05, after having a sandwich and a
up of coffee in his room, he left the hotel,
talked to a flower shop across Park Ave-
lue, bought two dozen yellow and purple
hrysanthemums, got into a cab and rode
|p the six or seven blocks to the house

where Ava was staying.
Frank spent the hours between 2: 30

and about midnight with Ava and her
two friends. According to a maid, they
all spent the afternoon talking, then had
a quiet dinner, then sat and talked again,
pausing only to watch some television

—

the Perry Como show and a little of a
show that came on afterwards. Accord-
ing to a friend of Frank's, Ava's face was
still heavily bandaged and she told Frank
that while a majority of the doctors in

London had said she wouldn't need plas-
tic surgery, that the wound would heal
by itself, she had come to New York any-
way for the final word from one of the
three greatest plastic surgeons in the
world. She wouldn't be able to see him
till ten o'clock Monday morning, she told

him. Meanwhile, she could only wait.
Frank, who had to be back in Califor-

nia Monday morning, spent the entire
next day. Sunday, with Ava. It was, re-
ports have it, a wonderful day, a day that
dispelled a lot of Ava's nervousness

—

with a walk through Central Park in the
late morning, a car ride to a little Italian

restaurant in New Jersey for Sunday
dinner—things like that.

Late that night, Frank flew back to

Hollywood.
We know, too, these two additional facts:

Hi, Beautiful!

The first is that at the airport, just be-
fore his plane took off, Frank made a
phone call to a friend and then walked
over to a Western Union desk. Obviously,
he wanted to send Ava a quick good-bye
note. Because, according to the girl at

the desk that night, Frank—whom she
recognized right off—addressed a blank
to Ava and began his message with the
words "Hi, Beautiful." "Then," the Wes-
tern Union girl says, "he just stood there
looking down at the paper, as if he didn't
know what else to write. I kidded with
him and asked if he wanted one of our
regular form messages. But he was ob-
viously thinking too hard about some-
thing to answer. Instead, he just stood
there a few more minutes and then they
announced his plane over the loudspeaker
and he tore the page he'd been writing on
off the pad and squashed it

v

&nd dumped
it into an ashtray on the counter."
The other fact we know concerning this

last phase of what, till now, has been
Ava's very mysterious accident, is that
Frank was back in Hollywood and at
home early the next evening when he got
a call from a friend in New York.
The friend told him that, as per his in-

structions of the night before, he'd just
phoned the doctor Ava was to see that
day. The doctor, he said, had examined
Ava's face for more than an hour and told
her that the gash on her cheek seemed
to be coming along fine, that it might heal
without leaving any marks, that she might
not need any surgery.

"If you want me to call her, Frank . .
."

the friend started to say.

"No," Frank said, sighing in relief.

"She's probably too pooped after that
medical. I'll call her myself tomorrow.
Now I'll send her a wire telling her I'm
glad the news wasn't ... all bad. . .

."

Then Frank hung up, picked up the
phone again and asked for Western Union.

"I'd like to send a telegram to New
York," he said.

Frank gave the party's name, address.
"And the message?" the operator wanted

to know.
Frank smiled and said, "Begin it

—
'Hi,

Beautiful. . .
.' " END

Ava's next picture is Goya for United
Artists. Frankie's in Columbia's Pal Joey
and U.A.'s Kings Go Forth.

Fashion-new styles proportioned to fit

you who are Tall! Shop by mail from the
new Tall Style Book—prices are no higher
than regular misses' size fashions!

Cotton Broadcloth Shirtwaist Dress with a gay
striped sash, sizes 12 to 24, $9.98. Others $3.69 up.
Also coats, sportswear, shoes, hose and lingerie.
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GARBO Cleans!

Not so long ago, the magnificent Garbo was down on her hands and knees picking

up crumbs by hand, crumb by crumb—that had fallen on her rug when a cookie plate

slipped off an end table. Sure she had a vacuum cleaner. Of course she knows where her

cleaning woman keeps one. But she'd rather die than try to use it.

Because she tried using her vacuum—not once, but three times. And she's not trying

that again. ...
It seems that one week-end, Garbo's maid was ill. She'd been ill for a couple of

weeks and she was going to be ill for a couple more, and this was during the war

when domestic help was hard to get. Particularly, temporary domestic help.

Well, decided Garbo, so what? Or words to that effect. She'd clean up herself. She'd

done it before, years and years ago before she had become one of Hollywood's top

stars. And in this emergency, she could do it again. Now it should be really easy,

what with all the marvelous American inventions.

So she pulled out the dust cloths and got the dusting over with. And pulled out the

vacuum cleaner—and couldn't get it to start. It must be broken, thought Garbo—or

words to that effect, and called the vacuum cleaner repairman.

"My wacuum does not wurrk."

"Did you pull this," asked the repairman over the phone, "and push that and turn

the knob and etc., etc.?"

"I did."

"Okay, lady, be right over."

The little man came in, pulled this, pushed that and turned the knob and etc., and

etc.—and the machine whirred happily away.

"Fantastic," said Garbo, and happily vacuumed away.

So the next week, Garbo pulled and pushed and turned—and again, nothing.

Again she got on the phone.

"My wacuum does not wurrk."

"Did you. .
."

"I did."

"Okay, lady, be right over."

Again the little man pushed, pulled and turned. And again, the vacuum whirred

happily away.

"Fantastic," muttered Garbo.

The third week, the man didn't even bother asking the questions. He just came over,

pulled, pushed, turned and handed the now-whirring machine over to the beautiful

Garbo.

But before she could get out one Fantastic, he turned to her, looked her over with

a nice friendly leer and said

:

"Look, lady. You like me? Okay. I like you, too. We don't have to use the vacuum

cleaner as an excuse
—

"

And that's why, today, if Garbo ever sees some crumbs on her rug—down she'll get

62 on hands and knees, rather than try operating that vacuum cleaner!

long hair is in

{Continued from page 54) long because
she thinks it is particularly becoming to
her which she feels is a very good reason
for adopting any style of hair-do or
clothes. Of course, Natalie also knows that
the boys like long hair. Which makes
long hair not only a new trend but also

a very important style.

Long hair is strikingly feminine, and iff

you don't have it now you will want toj

start at once to get aboard with this new|
and appealing hair style. Long hair can-i
not look its best without regular homeL
perms (unless, of course, you are one of

the very few to be endowed with natu-
rally curly hair) . If your hair is very
straight you will have to give your hair
a home perm very regularly, for there
should be no period in which your hair
style is not beautifully groomed and can-
not be so unless you do keep up regu-
larity with your home perm. If your hair
is slightly curly but very fine you will

find it wise to give yourself a home
perm to give it added body. Long haul'

does not look well if it is long and stringy;

It must have a fullness to it if you wish
to style it in an appealing manner. Natalie
feels that a home perm is just the answer 1

to a girl's precious hours of leisure as
well as to her budget.

It is hard to believe that there is any
girl who does not try to give herself a

home perm but if you have never given
yourself a home perm, try at once. Each
product has a special little direction book-^
let in the package. You will find these
instructions simple and very easy to fol

low.
It is Natalie's suggestion that you get

a friend to help you with your first home
perm if you have never given one ti

yourself. You will share in their experi
ence and know-how. When it comes tc

shampooing your hair be sure to use
specially prepared shampoo. For many
girls have worn cropped hair for so long
they have become very careless and they
use the bath soap in the shower. This is

not a good policy unless you happen tc

use a soap that is designed for shampoo-
ing as well as for bathing. As specially

prepared shampoos do so much more fol

your hair. They help to condition it anc
to make it more manageable, soft and lus-

trous. Natalie suggests you use a rinse

after your shampoo—it will further con-
dition your hair. Then a reminder to bej

sure to use one of the wonderful sprays
to capture and hold each smooth hair ir

place so that your hair will always loot,

as though you had just stepped from the

most chic beauty salon.

Natalie feels that long hair is very cor-

rect and flattering to your clothes as wel
as to you. She thinks it has a casua
abandon with sports clothes, that it gives

a feminine note to more severe towr
clothes and it is ultra-glamorous foi

date clothes. Lots of people feel that lonf
hair is untidy looking and not smart but
this is not the case if it is well groomed

If you have short hair don't despaii,

over this new long hair style trend!

just start to let it grow and before yoi.

know it you will have long tresses. Be-
lieve Natalie—long hair is worth antici-

pating and waiting for. It will make yo\i

more glamorous and the boys more in-

trigued.

One caution, warns Natalie—if your hail

is short and you must let it grow, don'
neglect it in the growing process. Groom ii

just as perfectly as if the new desirec
length was already accomplished, keep ur.

your home perms—they are just as impor-
tant in the growing stage as when youi

(

hair is lovely and long. en

l

1



'you've got
to be hungry!"

says
SUSAN OLIVER

I When Susan Oliver received her first

creen kiss—in Tender Fury—what was
>er reaction?

She turned to Director Mike Curtiz and

aid, "You're right. You've got to be

iiingry!"

Ever since the first screen kiss was re-

orded way back in the dear dead days

leyond recall, there have been lengthy de-

lates on what makes a kiss most effective.

ror movie-making, that is—private kisses

ire another matter!

Here's what Susan found out: a kiss in

he morning is at least twice as good as

i kiss at any other time. For picture pur-

toses, she means.

"I was astonished to find out that a

leavy lunch ruins afternoon love scenes.

Cven a light noon snack takes some of the

ep out of make-believe love for the rest

f the day," Susan says.

"Lunch eaters, I learned, are seldom any

;ood for romantic scenes—after eating!

[his is one of the most important lessons

ri acting I have learned. It's helped me a

pt."

As Curtiz put it to Susan, "To play at

:>ve a woman must look hungry. And it is

etter if she is really hungry as well. The
unger light in the eye is the same as the

ove-light."

Which is why nearly all directors film

leir love scenes in the morning—or late

i the afternoon, after the effects of lunch

ave worn off, and the stars are thinking

|]>out dinner.
' Which is why Susan, a curvaceous

londe-haired, green-eyed doll with a

ameo complexion, summed up her first

creen kiss by saying
—"You've got to be

tingry
!'

I
Susan will soon be in

Jhe Green-Eyed Blonde.
'arner Bros.'

tattling on doris

{Continued from page 31) clothes. That
wasn't so bad. But once she decided to

play store with some of her friends. She
asked me if she could use a dress of mine.
I said all right. I thought she just wanted
to wear an old dress while she played.

I didn't think she meant she was going to

end up selling a couple of my newer ones,

as it so happened she did . . .

"And came time for Doris to put on one
of her shows and having to dress up all

the other girls in the cast, and you could
always count on a few things from my
closet being gone all the time from the
first rehearsal to the last performance.
How Doris liked to put on shows! She'd
get a few of the girls from her class to-

gether and she'd direct and produce and
write and star and get so involved in those
shows. The school Doris went to at that
time was St. Mark's. She was born a
Catholic and went all through Catholic
schools. Then, after she started singing, it

seems, she lapsed from this religion. I'm
still a Catholic, but I don't care. To me, all

roads lead to the same God. When Doris
told me a few years ago she wanted to

marry her Marty, a Jewish boy, I said that

was fine with me. I know some people
who are very strict about this; you've got
to marry within your own religion. I can't

see that. I think each man is entitled to

whatever he wants. Anyway, Doris and I

never discuss religion. I believe. She be-
lieves. And that's all that's really im-
portant. . . .

"High heels. Shows. My dresses. So many
things I remember about those early years!

And, oh yes, her favorite pastime at one pe-
riod was to ask if she could go shopping
for me down at Younghan's Food Market.
I never realized why she was so anxious
to do this chore—until Larry Wise, who
is still a clerk there, told me one day:
'Such a healthy daughter you have there.

And the way she likes her apples. I give
her one every time she comes by—and I

think she's eaten one for every freckle on
her face by this time.'

Deedee, the scalper

"And then playing barber with her best

friend, Jean Geers. Jean's married now

—

she's Mrs. Neal O'Leary of Tenafly, New
Jersey. I wonder if she remembers this

incident. J do. They were both in my house
when I walked in on them that day, Doris
holding a big scissors and cutting off Jean's
hair, mostly in the front. It was an awful
sight to see, so awful I almost fainted.

Doris smiled, I remember, and she said,

'Mama, see how pretty Jean looks.' 'Pretty

indeed,' I said. I shook my head and then
I took the scissors from Doris and handed
them to Jean and said, 'Okay, now you
take this and give Deedee a haircut.' She
did. Doris didn't end up looking so good,
either. And it was the last time she ever
got any of her friends to play barber with
her, that's for sure.

"Of course, she had other wild activities

to keep her busy. I guess the only one we
really couldn't do anything about was her
liking to play football with the boys come
every autumn. The first frost would come
and there would be Doris, sure as any-
thing, pestering her brother, Paul, to please
let her play football with him and his

friends. Paul would try to get out of it.

'Doke,' he would say—he always called

her Doke, Paul did
—

'football's not for

girls.' But Doris would pester him so

much he'd finally have to say yes. We
could never figure out exactly why Doris
liked to play football so much. I think it's

because she liked one of the fellows on the
team and wanted to be near him, what-
ever he did, wherever he went. Anyway,

YOUNG MOTHER DELIGHTED

WITH DODY SKIN

AFTER PREGNANCY

MOTHERS
FRIEND®

helped

keep it firm

yet elastic

through the

waiting months

Feel your best! Everyday as your

figure starts to change, massage

your body skin with MOTHERS
FRIEND. Smooth away that dry,

tight-skin feeling. This refreshing

lotion tones your skin. Helps keep

it firm yet elastic during your

pregnancy. And, after your baby
comes, see if you're not delighted

to find your body skin just as you
hoped it would be—smooth, firm

. . . lovely. MOTHERS FRIEND
soothes those nagging aches in

back and legs, too. Do try it.

It's made only for

expectant mothers

. . . been used by
millions. At drug
stores everywhere.

S.S.S. COMPANY
Atlanta, Georgia

IMl IVfDDIHB CATALOG
Everything for the Wedding & Reception!
Invitations • Gifts for the bridal party
Table decorations • Trousseau items
Unusual, exciting personalized items.

ELAINE CREATIONS
Box 824 Dept. E-107

Chicago 42, III.

i#"HIGH SCHOOLS
No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train-

ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly \

instructors; standard texts. Full credit for)
previous schooling. Diploma awarded.
Write now for FREE catalog!

WAYNE SCH001 (Cata.og HAF-62,

2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Illinois.

POEMS WANTED
For musical setting . . . send
Poems today. Any subject.

Immediate Consideration. Phonograph records made.
CROWN MUSIC CO.. 49 W. 32 St., Studio 340, New York 1

ENLARGEMENT
ofyourFavorite Photo
FROM FAMOUS HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS

Just to get acquainted, we will
make you a beautiful 5x7
silvertone portrait enlarge-
ment of any snapshot, photo
or negative. Be sure to include

B color of hair, eyes and cloth-
[^^T& ing for prompt information

777/iitllUVVY on having your enlargement
beautifully hand-colored in oil and mounted
in a handsome frame. Limit 2. Enclose 10c
for handling and mailing each enlargement.
Originals returned. We will pay $100.00 for
photo selected bi-monthly to be used in our
advertising. Act NOW! U.S.A. only.

HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS. Dept. F-445
7021 Santa Monica Blvd., Hollywood 38, Calif.



Linda found time to tour Leghorn's army hospital and cheer the sick.

"I JUST HAPPENED TO BE THERE"—
says LINDA DARNELL

Asked in a recent interview why she had given so much of her heart, time and energy

to a foreign charity—Italy's first Girl's Town, which she helped to found—-Linda Darnell

quietly replied, "I happened to be there when the need was great and I had to help."

Quietly, and without fanfare, beautiful and gracious Linda Darnell for years has been

flying thousands of miles to work tirelessly for many charitable causes. In Rome, she is

known as Lady Bountiful. Back home, as the gracious lady of the warm heart.

Linda was making a picture in Rome when the plight of a kindly, elderly Frenchwoman
who had been caring for a group of homeless girls, was brought to her attention. Their

little House of Hope, shabby as it was, was to be taken from them. Linda was at that time

engaged to Philip Liebmann, wealthy American brewer. Instead of the expensive wedding

present he offered her, she requested in its place a new, modern home for these young girls.

Later, through the kindly auspices of M. Patrick Carroll-Abbing, who founded Italy's

eight Boys' Towns— patterned after our Boys' Town in Nebraska—the new Girls' Town
was taken into the fold.

Sister Dominic Ramaciotti, dean of Notre Dame College in Maryland, became its

supervisor, with Mile, de Colmar remaining on to be with her girls.

Since then, Linda Darnell has made guest appearances in New York, Boston, Chicago,

St. Louis, Buffalo, Portland and San Francisco for the Boys' Towns of Italy.

But that's just one of her charities!

As a very young movie star during the war, Linda joined the Hollywood contingent in

entertaining the troops and visiting hospitals. This is still a must with her. When she was

in Italy, enjoying a much needed rest, she was asked by the Army's Support Command at

Leghorn to fly there to be the guest of honor at three military balls, on Armed Forces

Day, as a good-will gesture between the American and Italian forces. Between balls,

however, Linda quietly slipped off to tour the army hospital at Leghorn and to chat with

and cheer the sick.

It would take much time to name all of the wonderful things this gracious lady has done

for sweet charity's sake. She flew to New York from Florida to be one of the guests at the

circus benefit for New York's pal. She flew from New York to Washington, when an

urgent phone call reached her, to take part in the district's United Givers' Fund.

During a brief stay in New York, on the Strike It Rich show, she participated in the

party benefitting Yeshiva Synagogue and Community Service, whose ceiling had col-

lapsed during Passover Services. When she returned to Hollywood, she quietly made her

own contribution to their building fund through Yeshiva's Rabbi.

Sometimes, incidentally, charity drives can be just plain fun too. Recently, Linda and

her bridegroom Robbie Robertson, American Airlines captain, appeared as King and

Queen at Riverside, California—where they were married—at the Sheriff's Annual Rodeo

for Youth Relief.

Linda's nine-year-old daughter Lola has learned much from her mother about making

little sacrifices to aid others—and finding it fun. Last year she gave up the Hammond
organ she wanted for Christmas, so it could be sent to her friends at Girls' Town. And to

everyone's amusement at a pre-Christmas party held at her mother's Bel Air home, Lola,

without being rehearsed, collected several dollars on her own to send to the Red Cross.

Linda's in Paramount's Zero Hour.

Doris got to be pretty good at the game
and once when somebody told me she
might get a sports scholarship to some
college if she kept it up, I took it seriously
—for a couple of minutes."

Doris' Dad remembered her tomboy ac-
tions, too. "I didn't mind her playing," he
said, "except she used to fight too much
with the boys. She would play the game
with all her heart. And if she got mad at
somebody in the middle of a game, she'd
crack them in the nose—boys a couple of
years older than herself, too. I was an
organist and music teacher at the time.
And it used to be nothing, I remember,
for me to be giving a music lesson and
for the doorbell to ring and for Doris to
come puffing in, all covered with mud and
sometimes with blood, too, and say, 'Daddy,
I was playing with so-and-so and he got
mean and so I hit him.' 'Did he hit you
back?' I'd ask her. Doris would never
say yes. But that occasional black eye
she'd show up with would take care of
that question-and-answer session pretty
well. . . .

"She was always so full of antics, always
a smile on her face, always the center of
attraction. There was the time at St. Mark's
when the nuns were giving a play. I was

(

playing the organ as accompanist and one
day during a rehearsal all the kids were
acting up a little more than usual and a
nun got up on the stage and said, 'Quiet,
please!' Well, everybody calmed down

—

everybody but Doris, that is. The nun:
looked at her and said, 'Doris Kapplehoff,
will you please be quiet!' And Doris turned
around and stopped jumping and dancing
only long enough to say, 'Oh, I don't have
to keep quiet, Sister. My Daddy's playing 1

for this show!' Of course, I had to take her,

aside and tell her a thing or two. And:
Doris was always the kind of girl who got
the message, as they say. Except that
twinkle in her eye made you wonder."

The turning point

Both of Doris' folks remember the years
after this period, their daughter's early
teens, when football and clowning around
were pushed aside to make room for hei
first great love—dancing. And they re-T
member the accident that quashed this

love. And the lovely voice it helped*
create.

It happened in Trenton, Ohio. Doris had;
gone there with her Mom to visit some
friends for the week end. While they were
there a young fellow named Jerry Doherty'
with whom Doris had been dancing pro^ 1

fessionally for the last year or so, anc
Jerry's date and his brother, Lawrence
dropped by to pay them a visit. After
sitting around for a while, Doris and th<

others decided to drive downtown for
coke. They got into the car. They headec
for High Street, down near the railroac
tracks. There were no signals there at tliV

time. There was nothing to warn then
what was going to happen in a few seci

onds—the car beginning to cross the tracks
the train swooping down on them, the last-

moment whistle, the crash, the screaming
the blacking-out. Doris was hurt mor>
than the others. Her legs were broker^
That's what the doctor told her point;
blank when they got her to the hospital
And then he broke her heart and tolJj

her point-blank that she'd have to givj

up her dancing.
Her Mom remembers how glum ani

nervous she was at first, lying there in bel
for fourteen long months. Her Dad rep
members visiting her, trying to cheer her
up, breaking the monotony of the sickroorl
by clowning with the new crutches she')

be using soon. Jerry Doherty remember
how, visiting Doris on one of her gloor
days, she told him, "Sometimes I get th,
feeling I'm going to lie here the rest of m;

(

life and never get up and do anything



MARCH
BIRTHDAYS

If your birthday falls in March, your

birthstone is a bloodstone and your flow-

er is a jonquil. And here are some of the

I stars you share your birthday with:

|
March l— Harry Belafonte

David Niven

j

March 2— Desi Arnaz
Jennifer Jones

March 3—Bobby Driscoll

March 5—Craig Hill

March 6—Jay C. Flippen
John Smith

March 8—Cyd Charisse
Sean McClory

March 12—Gordon MacRae

March 15— MacDonald Carey
Jerry Lewis

March 77— Michael O'Shea

March 19— Louis Hayward

March 20—Wendell Corey

March 22— Karl Maiden
Gene Nelson

March 26—Sterling Hayden
[ March 29— Dennis O'Keefe

March 31— Shirley Jones
Richard Kiley

Barry Fitzgerald

March 10

ornell Borchers Joan Crawford

March 23

Frank Lovejoy

March 28

and I'll never amount to anything either."

And they all remember then how, slowly
Doris began to look like her old self again,

that sparkle back in her eyes, that smile
back on her lips; how she began to hum
along with the radio that was always on
at the side of her bed; how, later, she be-
gan to sing along with it; how people who
dropped by to visit told her how nice she
sang, that she should do something about
training her voice. And they both remem-
ber the day Doris kissed the blues good-
bye, got out of bed, propped herself up on
her crutches, began dancing around the
room and suddenly shouted out, "I'm going
to be a singer. If I can't dance anymore,
I'm going to be a singer!"
"Everything happened for the best," her

Dad recalled, "because before we knew
it Doris' legs were mended well enough
for her to walk and she was a singer."

It started the day Barney Rapp, the
booking agent who had a band then, put
out a call for a girl singer. About a hun-
dred and fifty girls showed up, Barney'll
tell you, but of all of them only one really

stood out—and that was Doris. She was a
great hit. And before anybody knew it, the
band was signed up for a network radio
show. That's when Barney decided her
name should be changed.
Barney himself told us this story.

"I had a talk with her and said, 'Doris,

I'm kind of concerned about your name.
It sounds funny.' 'What's funny about it?'

Doris asked me. 'Well, Doris Kappelhoff is

hard to say,' I told her, 'and it might be a
little hard to remember. And look at me,
Doris, I changed my name from Rappaport
to Rapp—because it's easier to remember.'
Doris began to cry. 'I don't know,' she said,

'I don't know if I want my name changed.'
I assured her it would be a nice change.
I spent all that night with my wife, Ruby,
thinking of something nice. At one point
Ruby and I thought of the songs Doris sang
best at that time. They were Night and
Day and Day by Day. Doris Day, we de-
cided. Doris would like that, we thought.
So we called her up and told her. But she
cried so hard we had to call her back.

The family bands

"It was wonderful fun when Doris was
working with the bands, Barney Rapp's and
then Les Brown's," her Mom said. "They
were real family bands. Of course, I trav-
eled around with Doris no matter where
she went, she was so young. But the boys
were nice, very nice. Doris always liked

to have parties—at home if we were in

Cincinnati, or in our hotel room if we
were on the road—instead of hanging
around night clubs and stuff. 'Mother,' she
would say, 'is it all right if I bring some of

the fellows from the band back with me
tonight?' I'd say sure, and they'd all come
over and have a wonderful time. The boys
always ended up calling me Mom and I'd

spend a lot of time with them. Doris and
I taught them how to cook and iron their

shirts and save a little money this way.
And we'd help them out by discussing

some of their girl-friend problems with
them. It was like having a lot of brothers
and sons around for us. It helped soothe
how much we missed Paul, who couldn't

be along with us at the time."

Doris' folks remember what happened
next, their girl being whisked off to Holly-
wood and becoming a movie star. Natural-
ly, they both saw her first movie, Romance
On The High Seas. Mr. Kappelhoff saw it

at the Palace Theater in Cincinnati. It

was a musical comedy, but he wept
throughout. Mrs. Day saw it at a premiere
in Santa Barbara, California. She was to

appear on the stage with Doris just before

the picture started. She bought a new
dress for the occasion, the most expensive
dress she'd ever owned. She waited back-
stage with Doris. Doris was the first to be
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When it rained, it poured!

There was a week and a day to make
that ship leaving New York for Europe,
and Gloria Swanson and her friends fig-

ured they had more than enough time for

the drive cross-country from Hollywood

—

even a few extra days in New York for

having fun and seeing a couple of shows.
They were wrong.

"We left in a fine California drizzle."

remembers the elegant Sunset Boulevard
Swanson.
"A day later." Gloria continued, "the

sky became darker and we were driving

through a continuous, pelting rain. And
even that was o-n-l-y the beginning!

"The following day the rain was sleet.

Our spirits were becoming a little damp.
"We didn't think things could get much

worse . . . until our little car got caught in

a snowstorm! By now we were only two
days behind schedule, on what should
have been a five-day trip. With the best yet

to come.

"Twelve hours later, we were hitting

sandstorms! We didn't dare get out of the

car for fear we'd be blown away. Well, at

last, we thought, things will have to be
better from here on in. We were wrong.

"Huddling in the car, sitting out the

sandstorm, we got the news. 'We interrupt

this program,' an announcer's voice broke
into the music we were listening to. 'to

announce a special bulletin. This area is

in direct line of the tornado. All precau-

tions are advised. President Eisenhower
has declared Texas and the Southwest
major disaster areas. We repeat, tornado
precautions imperative!'

"Europe? I could see the next fashion
story

—

Gloria Swanson Fashions, the
line that's Italian in Flavor, Scottish
in thrift—and black for mourning.

"So, sandstorm or no sandstorm, we
started driving to try to beat the storm.
It looked as if we were going to do it too!

"Then suddenly—BOOM! In the same
split instant, the luggage rack on top of

the car broke, crashing our suitcases to

the ground—and the tornado hit. Shoes,

stockings, passport strewed the highway.
"It was dark as night. Lightning flashed

all around us, the trees were bent double,
and the sound of the wind didn't seem
real. I don't mind admitting I was scared.

We watched a dress from one of the bro-

ken suitcases fly over the trees out of sight.

"Then almost miraculously, minutes
after the violent tornado opened up the

skies, it was over and a calm fell across

the West." The star smiled as she remem-
bered scurrying around, picking up what
was left of the luggage, stopping a few
cars to gather up a blouse here—clinging

to a branch—or a shoe there.

"Yes, we made the boat," Gloria smiles.

In fact they got to New York the night

before the sailing, and that evening Gloria

was premiere guest on the Mike Wallace
TV show. "Knowing Mike's reputation for

hitting hard in his interviews—you know,
pulling the rug out from under you with

those surprising questions he asks—

I

didn't know if I'd come out alive."

But Gloria had just been through a tor-

nado, so no mere human being could faze

her

—

and Wallace didn't!

introduced. But when they called out
Mrs. Day's name, she turned and walked
the other way. "I was too shy and nerv-
ous," she recalled, "and anyway it was
Doris' night and what did they want me
out there for, anyway?"
The next ten years were packed with

stardom for their daughter—ten years of

good pictures, good money, good times,

marred only by the operation Doris had
undergone to remove what had appeared
to be a malignant tumor but that, fortu-
nately, had turned out to be nothing se-
rious at all. And then came the day re-
cently when Doris and her family—her
Mom; Doris' husband, Marty; and fifteen-

year-old Terry, her son by a former mar-
riage—returned to Cincinnati for the pre-
miere of one of her latest pictures. It was
a bang-up day for her home town—and
for her Dad, especially, who recalled:

"It was the first time I would be seeing
Doris in seven years and I was very ex-
cited. The night she came in I left the
saloon early and rushed down, to the rail-

road station. There was quite a big crowd
there. I knew Doris was coming in on a

66 train called The Riley and I went up to

one of the porters and asked him which
track it was coming in on. The porter
recognized me. He'd been to my saloon a
couple of times. 'Mr. Kappelhofi,' he said,

'what are you doin' here?' I told him I was
Doris Day's father. You would have
thought I was the king of some country
the way he looked at me. 'You come right

with me,' he said, taking me by the arm
and leading me through the crowd. 'The
train's already in,' he said. 'It was seven
minutes early. But I'll show you where to

go.' We walked down the long platform
and when we got to one of the Pullman
cars he said, 'Now it's 'round here some-
place.' I started looking in the windows
and all of a sudden I saw her, my girl, in-

side. When Doris recognized me, she came
running out of the train yelling, 'That's

my Dad.'
"

Floop, Flop and Turkey

Those few days in Cincinnati were won-
derful for both of Doris' folks. Her Mom
had lots of fun visiting old friends and
relatives, showing off her grandson, ex-
plaining to people who overheard Doris,

Marty and Terry talk to one another in

nickname-talk that Floop was what Marty
always called Doris, Flop was what Doris
always called Marty, and Turkey was what
they both always called Terry. She got a
big bang, too, the afternoon Marty ac-
companied Doris to the radio studio where
she used to sing, grabbed a dummy micro-
phone and began shouting, "Where's Alvin?
Where's Alvin Hock?" Mrs. Day explained
to those who didn't know that Alvin Hock
had been Doris' boy friend at age twelve,
that she—Mrs. Day—had told Marty about
him once and that he hadn't stopped teas-
ing Doris since.

Mr. Kappelhoff had a grand time, too.

The morning after Doris arrived, he had
breakfast with her, her husband and her
son. "And let me tell you," he said, "that
Marty is a wonderful fellow. First thing
he did when we met was take me aside
and say, 'Can I call you Bill?' Then he
said, 'You know, Bill, I was married once
and divorced and I know you were, too,

and that's all water under the dam as far

as anyone's concerned and I'd like us to

be friends.' Then we just sat and talked
and it was a beautiful thing to see how
well he got along with my grandson. I'd

heard from Doris that Terry worships!
him, that he's always having man-to-manj
talks with Marty, that the boy looks up to
him like he was a god. I could see it whenj
I saw them together. It was nice. ... It

was nice, too, that same afternoon when
Doris and Marty surprised me at my sal
loon. I saw this big white Chrysler pull
up and I thought, 'That looks just like

Marty's car.' And sure enough, he and
Doris stepped out and walked into my!
place and within five minutes word hadj

got around the neighborhood that Doris
Day was visiting her Pop at his place and

1

the saloon was so crowded you could have^
thrown a block party. Doris really enjoyed
herself that afternoon. She was all around
the place. One minute, I remember, I was
talking to her; and the next minute

]
couldn't find her. When I finally askec
Marty where she was, he pointed to the
bar. And there she was, behind the bar,
Every once in a while she'd pour one witl>

a little too much foam and she'd wink at me
and I'd wink back at her and it was gooC
having my little girl there, real good."

Then, both of Doris' folks remember
there was the big party her home towrj
threw for her the night before she left

And, as one of the home-town boys whcj
1

helped throw the party remembers, "Thi: 1

^
Doris. What a girl. I had a talk with hei 1

about the party that afternoon and showec
her the guest list we'd drawn up. She saic

it was fine, that there were lots of peoplt
1

on it she hadn't seen in a long time anc
couldn't wait to see. But, she said, then-
seemed to be just one name missing. /
Lavinia Smith, she said. Long ago, sh\
said, when she first started singing, sh<

played this nightclub here in Cincinnati!
There was a girl who worked in th<

powder room, a girl named Lavinia. 'Shd{
was so nice to me,' Doris said. 'Between
shows we'd get together and she'd helj
me with my clothes and we'd sit and tall

and, gee, I'd really like to see her again.
It took us a couple of hours to track dowi
Lavinia Smith. When we finally got hei

number, we gave it to Doris."

"I was there when she called and in
;

vited her," Doris' Mom remembers. "I'

was like two old girl friends from school
saying hello and reminiscing about the oh,

days. It showed the kind of person Dori
really is," she added, smiling.

And that's what we remember mos
about the hours we talked to Doris' fol
about the Doris only they know . .

smiles, the thankful, happy smiles. .

EN

Doris loill do Tunnel Of Love for MGN.
and Teacher's Pet for Paramount.



Things looked good for Shirley Booth.

After twenty years of hard knocks, her

career was finally going. She had the

leading role in Come Back, Little Sheba
on Broadway and a year later she received

the Academy Aivard as the Best Actress

of 1952 for the film version.

But even better, she had met the man of

her dreams—investment broker William

H. Baker, Jr. Shirley and Bill Baker were

married and Shirley felt that she had
everything she had ever wanted in this

solid guy.

Together they shopped for a small farm
in Bucks County, close enough to New
York so that Bill could commute to Wall
Street and Shirley could go into town
every evening for her performance in A
Tree Grows In Brooklyn.

"Love," she sang gaily on stage, "is the

reason for it all!"

One Sunday morning they were loung-

ing in the living room when the phone
rang. Shirley went into the next room to

answer it. Friends were calling to invite

them to dinner.

"Hold on," Shirley answered, "while I

ask Bill." Then she came back.

"Bill's gone," she said. Her voice

sounded strange.

"Gone where?"
"No—you don't understand," she re-

peated, stunned. "He's gone."

The producers of A Tree Grows In

\Brooklyn wanted to cancel the show when
Ithey learned of Bill's death.

"No," Shirley insisted. "Bill wouldn't

lhave liked that. He'd want me to go on."

And the next night she disappeared
into her dressing room until curtain time.

Then she walked to the stage through the

Ithrong of actors, many of them broken up.

pne girl was crying. Shirley walked over
kind put her arms around her. "You keep
>n going," Shirley said softly. "You keep
>n going."

And a few moments later, her voice

—

R

aucous, light-hearted and gay—filled the

fheatre with a happy song. . . .

| Shirley tuill be in Paramount' s Hot
Bpell and The Matchmaker.

jim gamer—ex-drifter

(Continued from page 29) a few days out
of the hospital. I think only I

—

"

Jim drew her back to him. His face
was suddenly serious. "Marvelous isn't

the word. I want you to know that. Do
you realize you've given me two children
this year? A ready-made nine-year-old
daughter, and now—" he paused, looking
for words "—now the baby. Marvelous
isn't the word."
He watched the sunrise for a long mo-

ment. Then softly, "Honey—you know
what's the greatest feeling in the world?
When you've opened your home to your
friends, and they've come to see you and
had a good time and then—then they go
home, and the door shuts behind them and
it's quiet. When you're alone with your
wife and your family in your own house.
Well, that's it. And when it's New Year's
Eve besides, and you have the most won-
derful year of your life to look back on
and remember—it's, it's indescribable."

Lois leaned back. She nodded her
head slowly, and Jim felt her hair, soft
and warm, against his cheek. "The most
wonderful year of all. . .

."

He never dreamed of fame

And it had been the most wonderful
year. Not because it made Jim Garner
famous. Fame was incidental. Not a
thing he'd dreamed about as a kid, longed
for or worked for as a man. The wonder-
ful thing, the glorious thing about being
the fair-haired boy of tv, the miracle
worker who topped Ed Sullivan with a
Western show named Maverick, was that
for the first time in his life James Garner
knew who and what he was: an actor; a
success. The reason he had been known
to sit for minutes at a time, staring almost
reverently at his contract from Warners—
the contract that told him Sayonara was
just the first of the top movies he would
make—was not that the contract guaran-
teed him work for weeks and months and
years ahead. It meant that there would
be no more heartbreaking drifting from
job to job, no more wondering where the
next paycheck—of whatever size—would
come from, or if it would come at all.

And—more than any other miracle—this

year had given him a wife, had brought
to him what his life had never known

—

the love of a woman. Because James
Garner had lost his mother when he was
five years old—and lost with her the feel-

ing of belonging, of having a goal and a
direction.

Sitting with his wife on the sofa look-
ing slowly around him at the cozy, pleas-
ant room, he could see another room in
another year—and a little boy, who had
been himself, staring dry-eyed at his Fa-
ther one dark day. . . .

His Father put his arms around him.
Against his cheeks, Jim felt his Father's
tears.

"Poor Jimmy. Poor baby. Your Moth-
er is dead. . .

."

At five a child knows very little of
death. Jimmy Garner knew only that the
soft voice that had sung him to sleep was
gone, the arms that had cradled him from
hurt held him no more. That was enough.

Curious but shy

That same year he started school. He
was bright; he had a curious mind. But
there was no one to show his crayon draw-
ings to when he got home from kinder-
garten, no one to ooh and ah. proudly as
he stumbled through his first reader. His
Father was busy running a store to earn
a living, and trying to run a house at the
same time. His older brothers were them-
selves learning to live without a mother.
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WHATEVER
HAPPENED
TO
DENNIS
MORGAN?

Today, hundreds of inquiring letters still pour into warners' where Dennis Morgan
rose to film fame. Some express deep regret that Hollywood bypassed Dennis, while

others snort with righteous indignation. Dennis reads these letters and he's grateful

for all their concern. The whole truth is—he's also secretly amused. For the record,

Hollywood didn't bypass Dennis. It was the other way 'round!

Just a few short years ago, Dennis received a phone call that turned out to be the

turning point in his life. It came from Morgan Maree, astute business manager for

such famous stars as Gregory Peck, June Allyson and Dick Powell, Ginger Rogers,

Cesar Romero, the Humphrey Bogarts, Robert Wagner, Lana Turner and Dennis

Morgan—to name a few. New oil country had been discovered and along with other

Maree clients, Dennis was induced to invest in black gold. Tax-wise, the government

makes special concessions for oil investments. So what was there to lose?

Dennis knew he was a solid sender on the screen. His future was assured, so who
wanted to get rich overnight? Dennis did—and did! Two gushers later he was in that

enviable and highly profitable position of living his life in his forties, as he had hoped

to live in his sixties! The Morgans have always loved the outdoors. They loved Holly-

wood but they also loved to get away from it. As long as they had a choice to take it

or leave it, they preferred to leave it!

They kept the part of their property that held the guest ranch in La Canada, a suburb

of Los Angeles, but they sold their big house and bought a ranch in Ahawnee, near

Yosemite Park. This is home base for the Dennis Morgans, but in the meantime Lillian

redecorated the guest house in La Canada, which they use on their infrequent visits

back to Hollywood. Like for those days when Dennis comes in to see his dentist!

As for his family . . . Son Stan, now twenty-two, is married and finishing his course

at Occidental College in Los Angeles. Kirsten who carried out her threat of becoming

a beauty, goes to school in Wisconsin where her youthful-looking father learned his

three R's. Young Jim, named after James Cagney, goes to school in Ahawnee. Dennis'

adored mom still lives in La Canada with sister Grace and her husband. One sad note,

his dad who took such an active interest in his famous son's career, moved on to another

world.

There are many reasons why Dennis loves Ahawnee. Two of them are hunting and

fishing. Dennis owns 150 head of Hereford cattle and occasionally when he gets that

old feeling to put-ter around on the green, he makes a hurried trip to the Lakeside

Country Club in Burbank where he still keeps his membership.

Mostly for kicks, he played a sergeant in a recent tv series. He also made a Western

for Columbia. Matter of fact, scripts arrive at Ahawnee fairly often.

"You read it and tell me if it's any good," muses Dennis, as he tosses a script in

Lillian's lap. Then he goes out and baits a hook!

Although he misses his movie star pals, the Hollywood scene has changed and today

they're spread out all over this country and Europe. So Dennis rarely sees anyone to

talk shop. On the other hand, no trip to Hollywood would be complete without a visit

with his old friends, Dr. Charles Hirt and his wife, Lucy. He is the director of choirs

at the Hollywood Presbyterian Church where Dennis often used to sing. Being a

G8 sentimental gentleman, this is one memory that will always remain in his heart.

I

Gradually, Jim withdrew into himself.
His teachers complained of him. Not that
he was a troublemaker—if anything, he
was too shy. Kept to himself too much.
But he had no interest in his school-work.
When he was eight, a woman's arms

came into his life again. His father re-
married and brought home a smiling,
sweet-faced lady with wavy hair to
mother his sons. With joy Jimmy accepted
her, called her Mother. She gave him
affection. And with her to run home to,

Jim's grades improved and his shyness
lessened.
But the marriage didn't last. When he

said good-bye to a mother for the second
time, it seemed to Jim Garner that the
years brought more sorrow than happi
ness—that the only thing one could be
sure of was that nothing would last. . . .

By the time he was sixteen, he had done
many things—for a little while. He had
plucked chickens; he had janitored a col-

lege; he had worked in his Father's store.

His brothers were well on their way to

their life's work—Charles as a teacher,

Jack as a baseball player. But Jim was
getting nowhere fast. At sixteen he quit
school and joined the Merchant Marine.
At seventeen he was a civilian again and
back in high school, this time in Los
Angeles, where his Father had moved to

go into the carpet-laying business. In
his spare time he helped his Dad, got
bored with it, worked in a gas station, de-
cided he didn't like California, went back
to Oklahoma where he'd grown up, and
finally got his diploma. When he was
eighteen, his Father married again.

Too late now
Jim met the new Mrs. Garner, liked

her—but for him, it was too late. He t

was too old to be cradled by a mother's
love. He joined the Oklahoma National
Guard, and when it went to Korea he i

was with them. Four months later, a
|

Chinese offensive caught him and some
other GI's eight miles behind the enemy

f

lines. It was one o'clock in the morn-
ing when American planes zoomed over
them, strafing the Chinese lines, not know-
ing there were Oklahoma infantrymen
back there. One of their shots hit Jim.
He talks about it without the slightest

i

trace of bitterness today; he's still awed il

and grateful for the bravery of his friends I]

who got him through the Chinese lines

7

back to the American front and a hospital.
J

And he's immensely proud of the Purple
Heart he wears. But in a strange way

—

again—it seemed no one knew who he',

was; he had been shot for an enemy
soldier.

He came home after two years in the
service, more lost than ever. For a while
he worked with his father in L. A. But 1

the carpet-laying business wasn't for him;
his Dad told him so, his friends told him
so. One of them came up with an odd
idea: "Jim, face it, you're a good-looking
guy. Why don't you take a crack at

acting?"
A very odd idea for a boy who had been

as shy as Jim Garner. Maybe that was
why he decided he'd give it a try—for a
year. What did he have to lose?
A friend of his—who had once soda-

jerked with Jim—had turned producer, a

guy named Paul Gregory. Jim went to

see him, found him casting a show called
1

The Caine Mutiny Court Martial. He
listened to Jim stumble through a scene
and to Jim's amazement didn't throw him
out on his ear. He gave him a job cueing
Lloyd Nolan and told him that when the

show opened Jim would be one of the

panel of six judges. A great part: on stagt

from beginning to end, and not a word tc

say—not a movement to make. A snap
Yet night after night, Jim felt his knee; 1

turn to butter before he walked on stage
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BLIND DATE
ON A SUNDAY MORNING

Loretta Young beat an impatient tattoo

on the table top with the tips of her long,

slender fingers. Then she toyed absently

with the phone dial and shifted the receiver

which she had been holding to her ear.

It's certainly taking that producer a long

time to get to the phone, she thought.

Finally the deep, pleasant voice of a

man she had never seen came over the

wire. "Hello, Miss Young. This is Tom
Lewis. What can I do for you?"

"Mr. Lewis, as producer for the Screen

Director's Guild Program, are you in the

habit of calling rehearsals for radio shows

at 9 a.m. Sunday mornings?"

"No, Miss Young, I am not. But I want

to see that our stars get the benefit of as

much rehearsal time as possible."

Loretta's expression softened slightly.

This man, she thought, sounds nice.

"Oh—I didn't mean to complain, Mr.

Lewis," she said. "But I'll be out late

Saturday evening and couldn't possibly get

to Sunday rehearsal before 1 p. m. And I

always go to noon Mass on Sundays. How-
ever, if it is important to you, I will go

to eleven o'clock Mass this Sunday and get

to rehearsal as soon as possible."

"Miss Young," said Lewis, "I expect to

be out late Saturday night myself, and

I intend to be present at the eight o'clock

Mass. I don't mean to be too direct, but

if I can do it, you can."

Loretta stiffened at the unexpected

sternness in his voice. Just who, she

thought, does he think he is?

"Mr. Lewis, I have been an actress too

long to believe that a producer who stays

out late on a Saturday night would ever

attend an eight o'clock Mass."

"I am sorry that you don't believe me,

Miss Young," said Lewis, "but I assure

you I have been attending eight o'clock

Mass on Sunday for years."

Then Loretta had an idea. She smiled.

I'll fix him, she thought.

"All right, Mr. Lewis, if attending eight

o'clock Mass is such a strong habit with

J
you, then of course you won't mind calling

ifor me Sunday morning. We'll go together."

Let him try to talk- himself out of that,

Loretta thought, triumphantly,

j

But Tom Lewis' answer was rather sur-

prising
—

"Miss Young, I'd be delighted!"

That Sunday morning Loretta Young
land Tom Lewis attended church together.

|
One year later, to the day, they were

parried—in the same church. And, yep,

ou guessed it, at eight a.m.!

he sat through the show in an agony of

stage fright.

Together for a while

The show took them to New York. He
didn't know a soul in New York, but at
first it wasn't too bad. He shared an
apartment at the Meurice Hotel with
three other guys. It was a little like be-
ing back in the Army—men around, smok-
ing, joking, living it up together. They
had fun, they belonged. Then, as the
show settled down to a long run, one by
one the men brought their wives from the
south and the midwest and moved out to

apartments of their own. Finally there
was no one left but Jim, staring at the
empty rooms and looking at the rent bill

which was bigger than his monthly sala-
ry. He moved out too, to a room he
could afford in a little hotel three blocks
from the theatre.
He spent one night there alone and he

thought he'd go crazy.
It was small and gloomy, and if he sat

still for ten minutes he could feel the walls
closing in on him. The next night he
couldn't bear to go home after the show
was over. Instead he went to a bar and
nursed a glass of beer for an hour, hop-
ing someone would talk to him but too
shy to start a conversation himself. When
the bartender began to give him dirty
looks, he moved on to another bar, an-
other untouched glass of beer. He did
that four or five hours a night, five or six

nights a week.

A pick-up

One night he had a success. A girl

wandered in, talked to him. It turned
out she had been born in Oklahoma! That
was the beginning and end of her ac-
quaintance with Jim's home state, though
—it was just that her mother was passing
through on her way to the Coast when
she decided to get born. But he welcomed
her like a long-lost sweetheart, and in a
burst of extravagance asked her to dinner.
He took her to Downey's—an Eighth Ave-
nue bar and restaurant frequented by
stagehands and chorus kids—and almost
fainted when she ordered a steak. He was
just about to limit his own dinner to

a ham sandwich and pray he had enough
money, when a second glance at the menu
told him a steak was only $1.35. From
that moment on, Downey's was his love
and his home. The girl he never saw
again, but every friend Jim had in show
business got dragged in to Downey's for

dinner sooner or later.

Today his picture hangs over the bar
there, but Jim remembers that "Downey
used to let me sign the check. He'd feed
me on the cuff till payday—I can't get

over how wonderful he was to me."
Other people were good to him too, and

liked him. But he was too afraid of in-
truding on other people's lives. He didn't

know that he need never have been
lonely. . . .

When Caine Mutiny went on the road,
John Hodiak dropped out of the role of

Maryk, and the plum part was offered to

Jim by Gregory and Charles Laughton,
who directed the show.
He was scared stiff!

He'd make a fool of himself. . . .

Yet, pacing the floor, he knew if he
turned this down, he might just as well
leave show business. He'd be drifting

again, going nowhere, being no one. . . .

Now or never

He took the part. It cost him more in
sweat and fear than anyone ever knew,
but he won rave reviews.
Before the year was out, he'd had bit

roles in tv's Cheyenne, and better parts
in two movies

—

Toward The Unknown,
and The Girl He Left Behind.
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MARA CORDAY
too shy to act

Mara Corday became an actress because

• she was shy—too shy and frightened to be-

come one!

The sultry beauty, who at one time was

known as the most photographed girl in the

icorld, had had a secret desire to become

an actress as far back as high school. But

Mara was always too shy to even try out for high school dramatics.

Then one day she decided that the only way to beat this fear was to become a

chorus girl!

"I figured that as long as I had no lines to speak to an audience and I was in a group

of other girls, I wouldn't have too much to worry about," Mara smiles.

She decided the thing to do was join Earl Carroll's Vanities—at the age of fifteen.

"Of course, I told the dance director who was interviewing me that I was eighteen,"

Mara says. "And just like that I got a job in the chorus. I was lucky to get in."

After two years in Carroll's show, Mara joined George White's Scandals, was seen in

nightclubs across the country, and eventually wound up at the Greek Theatre in Los

Angeles in the road company of Gentlemen Prefer Blondes.

"By this time I thought I had cured my fear of audiences and speaking lines," Mara

explains. "So I took myself out to Universal-International on an interview and

managed to get a one-line bit in Son Of AH Baba, starring Tony Curtis.

"Was I surprised! Can you imagine? It took six takes for me to finally sputter one

line out!

"When the picture was released I discovered that they had cut my scene out!"

The studio might have cut out Mara's debut, but it didn't forget the talented Miss

Corday. A few months later she was signed to a long-term contract by U-I. That was 9

pictures ago for the girl who became an actress because she didn't like being shy!

Mara Corday will soon be seen in U-I's Take Five From Five.

He had found himself at last.

He knew who he was: Jim Garner, the

actor.

When Sayonara came along, he became
. Jim Garner, the future star. Life was

better than it had ever been for him. But
loneliness, the singleness—that, he still

had.
And then one day, beside a swimming

pool, loneliness ended forever.

The girl's name was Lois, and from his

first look at her, he knew. It took her a
little longer—maybe an hour, watching
the big, good-looking guy with the Okla-
homa drawl play with their host's kids in

the pool, splashing and being ducked,
laughing, tireless. It was important to

Lois—because she had a daughter of her
own, born during a teenage marriage
which was long since over. By the end
of that afternoon they knew they wanted
to see much, much more of each other.

"People ask me," Jim says now, "what
Lois and I have in common. I don't know
how to answer that question. Sometimes
I don't think we have anything in com-
mon. We're complete opposites. All I

know is that I feel good with her."

1 feel good with her. . . .

Give it time

When he'd known her a week, he
wanted to ask her to marry him. He was
almost sure she wanted him to. But every

70 time he came close to it, somehow she

changed the subject, usually to talk about
her daughter Kim, to show him a picture

of the child—a miniature, with longer hair,

of Lois herself. She would give him re-

ports on Kim's progress—for the eight-

year-old had just gone through a bout
with polio and was recovering at her
father's house, where she could have the
all-day care that Lois, a receptionist,

couldn't give her. She would talk about
how long the time seemed with Kim not
in the house. And all the time, she
watched Jim with worried eyes. Finally

she asked him to meet her daughter, and
Jim suddenly realized the importance of

this meeting.
When the visit was over he asked Lois

to marry him.
In his arms she whispered, "I wanted

you to meet Kim before you asked me.
So that you'd see how nice she is—and you
wouldn't mind too much being a—a step-

father."
For a moment Jim Garner stared at her.

Then he said softly, "There's nothing

—

nothing you could give me that could

make me happier—than a child to love.

I had a stepmother, Lois. If I can be to

Kim what she was to me—

"

They were married two weeks later.

Life had no greater gift.

Then he tested for Maverick and won
the part. That was great. But when
Maverick began making television his-

tory, when it toppled over the ratings

of Steve Allen and Ed Sullivan and Jack
Benny, when it made Jim Garner one of
the most in-demand actors in Hollywood
and upped his salary to $1500 a week

—

then it was unbelievable.

A baby of his own
And when Lois presented Jim with the

new baby just in time for Christmas—he
had no words for his joy. And with these
blessings—came change.

"I think," Jim says of himself, "it's just
that I'm not scared any more."
Oh, there are still some traces left of

the old Jim Garner. He still finds it terri-
fying to do a live tv show. At the end of
the Jerry Lewis Telethon, when for hours
he helped collect money for muscular
dystrophy, he staggered off stage, clutched
a stage hand by the shoulder and begged,
"Please—what did I say out there? My
mind's gone blank!"

In other ways, too, there are traces left

of the lonely, insecure child who decided
there was nothing you could count on

—

not forever.
For instance, there isn't a stick of fur-

niture in the Garner home that is bought
on credit. If the money isn't in his pocket,
Jim doesn't buy. They'll go on living in
their apartment for a long, long time in-
stead of buying the house they want, be-
cause Jim doesn't have near enough in
the bank to buy a house outright. Most
business people will tell you that no one
in the world pays cash for a house—that
it isn't a good idea even if you can do it.

But it's no use telling that to Jim Garner.
He contracts no debts to be paid off to- 1

morrow. In his world, tomorrow might
never come. And Lois, with deep under-
standing, waits patiently for this too to
pass away, as other fears have gone. For !

these are very small things. ...

Life is wonderful

. . . Jim Garner opened his eyes. It was
New Year's Day, 1958. The frightened
little boy was gone; the lonely young man
was fast disappearing. He looked around
him, and the attractive room was filled

with things that were his. His books, his
furniture, his wife—who had made them
all so precious . . . who had given him
two children to love.
He cleared his throat. "Lois—I've got

to tell you—how much all this means to
me. How much you—I mean—I never
had anything like this before—" He
stopped. The words wouldn't come out
right.

Lois touched his mouth with her finger-
tips. "Ssshh," she whispered, "you don't
have to tell me anything. I know. . .

END

Jim is in Darby's Rangers for Warners'

here come the brides!

natalie wood, jayne

mansfield, joanne

woodward—trousseaus,

showers, honeymoons . .

next month modern
screen brings you a

bride's-eye view of the

three most beautiful

weddings of the year . .



"THE
LAST $50
IS

THE HARDEST!'

Ask Bing Crosby about that little item

and he'll just laugh and say that the

easiest part of the whole thing was the

last $50.

The item is the $750,000 Bing donated

to his alma mater, Gonzaga University,

for a new school library. The last $50

—

well, this is how the story goes.

ACT I

Scene: A private airport.

Cast: Del Webb, co-owner of the New
York Yankees.

Pilot of Del's private plane.

Time: Early morning, just before pilot

is about to take off.

Del: How would you like to make a

fast $100?
Pilot: Would I!

Del: Get Crosby into the plane.

Pilot : But—I thought Mr. Crosby won't

get into a plane?

Del: That's why it's worth an extra

$100 to me—if you can do

it . . .

FADE-OUT

ACT II

Scene: Bing Crosby's ranch.

Cast: Der Bingle.

The pilot.

Time: About a half hour after the plane

landed.

Pilot: . . . and that's the whole story,

Mr. Crosby. I could sure use

that extra dough.

Bing: Hmmm. $100 if you get me into

the plane, huh? Okay!
(Crosby steps into plane. . . . Then
immediately hops out again!)

Bing: There! I got into the plane!

Let's split the hundred!

Of course, knowing Bing, it's hard to be
sure he really took half the hundred
bucks. But, says Bing Crosby—shrugging

away any questions about his gift of the

most modern library for the education of

Jj the future leaders of America that any
|||college can boast

—
"Getting the last fifty

was the easiest part of the whole deal."

rock and roll

(Continued from page 24) He bent over
his notes again. He knew what the guy
was thinking. Pat Boone ought to be eat-
ing lunch at the Stork Club. What the
heck was he doing smearing his face with
bread and butter in a taxi? Pat shrugged
cheerfully. If he only knew. . . .

The bell rang. All over the room, kids
were piling books into brief cases, chatter-
ing, heading for the door. Pat heaved him-
self out of the chair and headed for the
teacher's desk.
"Excuse me," he started, "about this

afternoon. I
—

"

The Professor put down his pencil. "Mr.
Boone," he said gently, "the semester is

now fourteen weeks old. Every week, for

fourteen weeks, you have gotten to class

late. And every week, at the end of every
class, you've come up to apologize. Mr.
Boone, it's all right. Really it is. I under-
stand."
Pat wiped his forehead with his hand.

"Well—well, thanks. Thanks a lot. I mean
—it's so ridiculous, my getting here late

like this every time—but—just can't seem
to make it. I come straight from rehearsal
to here, and if it isn't something that went
wrong, it's a photographer shouting, 'Just

one more pose'—or something, and—

"

"Mr. Boone," the Professor said, "I'd

stop worrying about it if I were you.
You're not the only man working your way
through Columbia, you know. You may
be making a little more money than the
rest, but they've all got the same problems.
I assure you, we're all used to it." He
smiled, friendly. "I should like to add

—

you have exactly three minutes to get to
your next class. Also—" as Pat started for

the door—"Also, Mr. Boone—you seem to

have—ah—could it be mayonnaise on your
chin?"
But Pat Boone was already out the

door and down the hall.

A minute later, he was outside, racing
across campus, late as usual. Everyone
was always telling him he might have a
sense of rhythm, but he sure had no sense
of time. Coming late to class like this.

Disgraceful. He never did it in the old
days when he was going to school in
Texas. Or anyway, not so much. He ought
to be ashamed. He ought to learn to move
faster. He ought to

—

It's hard to be famous

Suddenly he slowed down, grinning a
little. He could feel the tiny ripple of talk

that followed him. At first when he
started at Columbia it embarrassed him
something awful, sensing the way he did
that kids would stop talking suddenly
when he went by and then start up again,

in that low buzz. At the beginning he was
worried that they'd turn into a crowd of

autograph hunters, dogging his steps,

making it miserable for him to get from
class to class—he even had nightmares of

the Dean calling him into his study to

say, "Er—Mr. Boone, you're creating a
traffic hazard on campus. Now, if some-
thing can't be done about this, I'm afraid

we'll have to ask you to leave." He shud-
dered at the thought. It wasn't that he
was conceited—just that he did get
mobbed everywhere else.

But by the end of the first week he
knew he didn't have a thing to worry
about. These were New York kids, blase,

sophisticated, accustomed to having celeb-
rities in their backyards. Except for one
or two who approached him timidly, red-
faced, to say their kid sisters would kill

them if they didn't get his signature. For
them he had torn a sheet of notepaper out
of his loose-leaf and scribbled his name,
and that was the end of that. But still

—
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the actress

and the

statesman

The man was a rising young political

figure in England who was destined, one
day, to hold the fate of nations in his

hands. The girl was a young actress.

But, way back then, they were just a

young boy and a young girl who suddenly
found they were in love and wanted to

share the rest of their lives only with each
other.

So, one lovely spring evening, he held
her in his arms and asked her to marry
him and she whispered an ecstatic yes.

He told his family, and they decided it

was all right to have an actress gracing
their ancestral halls—after all, she did
come from one of the most aristocratic of

the stage families!—but, they asked the

boy, would she be happy? Happy as the

wife of a political figure whose life, whose
social life as well as his nine-to-five life,

would completely revolve around the dry
functions and the dry talk that shape a

country.

He loved her. Enough to want her to

be happy with him, not just have her for

his happiness. And so he thought of a way
to find out if the life he would live could
bring her happiness. Not a test ; no, not a

test of her. A proof, for her . . .

And a few days later he invited her to

a party at his home. A small dinner party,

he explained, without mentioning who the

other guests would be.

The other guests were three of England's
most prominent statesmen : Chamberlain,
Lord George and Lord Roseberry. And of

course, as is inevitable when four political

figures get together, the talk was mostly
about the current bills before the House
and the latest decision of the King and
how to out-maneuver that young upstart

who was trying to pass a bill they didn't

like at all. Oh, every once in a while, the

men would suddenly remember the beau-

tiful young girl with them, and try to keep
on a subject that might interest her. But

—

well, you know how it is when four guys
from the same company get together for

an evening: the talk always leads back to

what happened at the office!

By the end of the evening, both the

lovely actress and the young man knew
that their love would turn bitter—as

he worried about her boredom and her
restlessness, while she worried about
whether or not some other woman might
have helped his career, because some other

woman would have been the right wife for

him. They said good-bye. . . .

But you know their last moments to-

gether are still remembered—and the
love they felt then—any time you hap-
pen to be around Ethel Barrymore when
the subject of Winston Churchill happens
to come up. And a kind of glow surrounds

, her, as she's suddenly carried back to the

days of her first young love. . . .

Ethel Barrymore is in Warner's Johnny
72 Trouble.

there was that little buzz that ran behind
him. He stopped suddenly and turned
around. Two girls, standing, staring, a
couple of feet away turned scarlet and
walked off fast. Pat's grin got broader.
Funny that he got a kick out of it now.
Maybe just because it proved they were
all so nice—leaving him his privacy, not
wanting to intrude.
He flopped into his seat in study hall

just as the bell rang, and he settled down
to a familiar dilemma. He had a whole
fifty minutes to study—what? On the
one hand, he had a quiz coming up in
two days. On the other, they'd just re-
written half of Friday's script and he'd
hardly even looked at it. Which was
worth more—his A average and a good
chance for a Phi Beta Kappa key when
he graduated, or being sure he wouldn't
fluff on Friday night? He remembered
suddenly the nicest compliment he'd ever
had: a Professor who told him outright,
"Pat, I don't know how you make the
grades you do, with the amount of work
you have outside of school. I couldn't do it

myself." All right, he told himself. Let's
see you live up to it. He opened the
attache case and took out two text books
and his script. He'd spend half an hour
on studying and half an hour on the
script. Five minutes later, he dug into his
pocket and took out a candy bar, un-
wrapped it without taking his eyes off

his book, and started eating. A minute
after that a fellow from one of his classes
moved into the seat next to him and
asked what Thursday's lecture had been
about. Pat hunted in his case, found his
looseleaf book and passed his notes to
the guy. He took pretty fair notes; not
everything, but the high points—enough to

make him remember the rest. A few sec-
onds later a girl came in late and slid into

a chair in front of Pat. He reached out a
hand to help her with her coat, and then,
since he'd lost his place anyhow, he got
out his pipe and his tobacco pouch and
smoked for a few minutes. When the bell

rang he'd gotten halfway through the
material for the exam and hadn't even
touched the script. Well, he'd study to-
night. He'd simply have to study tonight.

A firm resolve

No matter what little Cherry wanted to

do, he'd have to study, that was all there
was to it. And he probably could, too,

now that he'd moved the doorknob on the
study door up too high for his daughter's
eager fingers. He was fine as long as she
didn't get into the room. He could re-
sist anyone outside a door. But once she
got in

—

Anyway, she couldn't reach the knob
now. He'd study tonight.

He felt fine, getting to his next class

two minutes before it began. Almost as

soon as the instructor walked in, Pat's

hand was in the air. There was a point
from last week's lecture that he hadn't
been sure about. He asked his question
clearly, and as usual, no one even glanced
at him in surprise. The kids were used
to hearing the Boone voice asking things
in class by now, roaring at a joke, answer-
ing a question. No shrinking violet, that

Pat Boone. When he had something to

say, he said it.

It was almost five when class broke up.
There was a crowd at the elevator, so Pat
didn't wait. He took the stairs down to

the main floor two at a time. This was
the night

—

the night—he had an hour and
a half to get home to New Jersey, kiss his

wife, eat dinner—and get back to school

for two more classes. He found his car in

a hurry—one of the guys from the tv

studio brought it up to Columbia and
parked it for him—and he tossed his case

in the back and took off for home.

Dinner was
,
waiting for him. So was

Shirley, with a kiss and a quick hug.
For twenty minutes he talked to Shir-

ley, grinned at the kids, ate dinner, and"
unwound. Then suddenly dessert was
over and Shirley was packing him back
into his coat. He was kissing Cherry and
Linda and the baby good-night—they'd be
asleep when he got home—and he was off

again to Columbia, to classes and note
taking, arriving breathless a minute late.

It was well after ten when he put his
key into the lock again and opened the
door. He hung up his coat while Shirley's
sleepy voice called down the stairs,

"Honey? I'm up here. You coming to
bed?"
"Got to study a while, Sweetheart," he

called back. "Don't wait up for me."
He went into the study, shut the door.

The door sure did look peculiar now,
with the knob up so high—but it would
be a tremendous help to a guy who wanted
to keep his A average. He sat down at
the desk. The house was quiet. Perfect
for studying. A little lonely, maybe—but
he'd really get some work done.
He opened his book, bent over it, read

carefully, turned the page. Suddenly his
head went up. Were those by any chance
footsteps, coming down the stairs? Pat
waited. A second later the steps stopped

—

in front of the study door. He heard a
tiny, startled: "Oh!" He heard a sound
very much as if a puzzled little girl was
standing on tiptoe, reaching for a moved
doorknob and bumping down on her
heels. Finally a whisper:

The play Career with Cliff Robert-
son opened at the Ivar Theater,
and in the audience were Paul New-
man, Joanne Woodward, Eva Ma-
rie Saint, Jeffrey Hayden, Biff El-

liott, Jack Lemmon. All of these
players, including Cliff Robertson,
met and became friends while look-
ing for acting jobs on Broadway;
which is what the play is about.

Sidney Skolsky
in the New York Post

"Daddy? Daddy?"
He resisted the urge to get up. "Cherry,"

he called softly, "I'm studying. Go back
to bed, Honey."
"Daddy—" A little louder. A little

rapping at the door. "Daddy—

"

"Cherry, it's way past your bedtime.
Now, go to bed."
A wail. A banging. "Daddy, I want in.

I want in, Daddy. Daddy—

"

Pat stood up. Sternly, he marched to
the door. Briskly, he opened it. "Cherry,
I told you—" and, as always, his heart
melted. He stooped down suddenly and
gathered the sleeper-clad little girl into
his arms. He warmed her bare feet in
his hand. "Come on, Baby, I'll take you
back to bed."

He can't win

Cherry nestled down. "Will you sing
to me?"
"Honey, I've got to study."
"Will you throw me in the air?"
He glanced back at his desk and gave

up. "If you'll be very quiet so we don't
wake up Mommy."
"Like a mouse," Cherry agreed. With the

little bundle in his arms, Pat started up
the stairs. It would be half an hour be-
fore he got back to his books, and he had
to get to sleep some time. And a fat lot

of good moving that doorknob was, he
could see that, all right. Oh, well. May-
be tomorrow

—

He grinned, going up the stairs. He
knew perfectly well what tomorow would
be like.



——

the "GRINGO"
with Guts

In the Mexican town of Ojinaga a

small group of aspiring matadors were

making their first try-outs in the ring.

Up in the stands, an old Mexican—

a

veteran of countless fights—remarked to

a friend, "See that blond fellow over

there? The gringo? He's got guts."

The gringo with guts he was talking

about was James Dean.

Jimmy had seen several bullfights in

Tijuana and Mexicali and the excitement

of the sport was in his blood.

That's why he had taken lessons with

one of Mexico's best masters, and why
he was so thrilled on this Sunday, the

afternoon of his first formal fight.

Still, the professionals had some mis-

givings. "Are you sure you want to?"

"Heck, yes," replied Jimmy. "After all,

I've seen bulls before, back on the farm."

"But these are fighting bulls."

"I'll risk it," was all that Jimmy said.

There was a breath-taking instant when
the bull's horns were only a few inches

away from Jimmy's chest; yet as the

beast lunged, Jimmy made a gaonera, one

of the most spectacular and difficult feats

of capework even for a professional mata-

dor. The spectators shouted "jOle!" and
that's top praise.

When the bullfight was over, the old

Mexican gave Jimmy a word of advice.

"Take it easy, boy. Don't fight in so

close. Maybe later, but not now. There
are plenty of Sundays to come."

But Jimmy continued to fight in close

—for the next two Sundays.

On the third Sunday, though, Jimmy
didn't show up for his practice.

That was the Sunday of September 30th.

That was the Sunday he was killed.

When the old Mexican heard that the

gringo Jimmy was dead, he said, "I

warned him to be careful with the bulls."

Of course, the Mexican didn't know
that it hadn't been the bulls, but his

Porsche racing car, that had killed James
Dean. . . .

It would start early. Too early, when
he'd had maybe—with luck—five and a

half hours of sleep. Shirley, in housecoat
and apron would lean over him and say,

"Time to get up, honey. Pat—Pat? Time
to get up—

"

Sometimes she would get a view of one
disbelieving jve, opened and closed again
in short order by her husband. More
often, he'd be very good about waking
up—get himself all the way into a sitting

position before falling asleep again. By
breakfast he'd feel better—there'd be that
blessed little calm moment of Cherry's
Grace—and then there'd be Shirley, hand-
ing him his case with his notebooks and
textbooks and music and scripts in it,

kissing him good-bye at the door, and if

her eyes were wistful, counting the few
precious moments they had spent to-
gether yesterday, would spend together
today, comparing them to the hours of

talking and holding hands and just being
together they used to have when Pat was
making $44.50 a week—well, her smile
would be cheerful and her good-bye
wouldn't have a note of reproach in it.

After all, they had decided a long time
ago—and it was her idea, too—that no
matter what else they had to give up, Pat
would finish school. Maybe not get the
M.A. and the Ph.D. he had wanted—but
he'd get his bachelor's degree. For so
many reasons. Because if this singing bit

ever gave out, he would still be prepared
to teach or preach, and earn a living.

The executive

So, on the way to knowledge, the car
would clip over the George Washington
Bridge and end up in a parking lot in

When Joe E. Lewis entered Beth
Israel Hospital for a jaw opera-
tion, he gave as his permanent ad-
dress, "Belmont Park" . . .

Earl Wilson
in the New York Post

Manhattan. Pat Boone, president of Cooga
Mooga Productions—that's the name of the
company he formed to handle all the busi-
ness concerning himself—dressed in white
bucks, grey slacks, open shirt and sweater,
would climb out and head for his office.

The minute he walked in, a babble of

voices would hit him.
"You're ten minutes late!"

"We're rewriting the intro. Look. It

goes like this
—

"

"Hey, there's gonna be a reporter here
in fifteen minutes to ask you—

"

The president of Cooga Mooga would
dump his books and get to work. He'd
sing his songs, read the script, talk to the
guest star—and somewhere along the line,

he'd disappear. Two minutes later the
shout would go up:
"Where's Pat? Hey—"
"Somebody find Pat—

"

They'd flush him out of his office. "Pat,

gotta show you this new song. Come on—

"

Pat would sigh and put down his book.
"Listen, fellas, I've got an exam this aft-

ernoon. Elementary Music—

"

A burst of laughter. "Elementary Music?
What're you taking music for? Of all the
things you already know about—

"

"Listen, that isn't so. You realize I can
hardly even read music? You know I just
found out in class last week what a fugue
really is? You know what Bach said

—

"

"You know what the director's going to

say if you don't get those lyrics memo-
rized?"

A minute later, Elementary Music would
be forgotten. And half an hour later, Pat
would still be working on the song when
the door opened.

f OPPORTUNITIES
FOR YOU

For rates,

write COMBINED CLASSIFIED
529 W. Madison, Chicago 6

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN (CW-M8)
SEW FOR BIG Moneyl Prepare for good paying job or home
sewing assignments. Earn to $100 weekly. Latest factory se-
crets, methods. Placement Service. Free information. Write
Hollywood Garment Trades School, 5880-CW3 Hollywood
Blvd., Hol lywood 28, Calif.

MAKE MONEY AT home assembling our items. No tools.

Experience unnecessary. Lee Manufacturing, Dept. 32,
8507-W 3rd, Los Angeles 48, California.

$200. MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewing Babywearl No house
selling I Send stamped, addressed envelope. "Cuties",
Warsaw 2, Indiana.

DRESSES 24c; SHOES 39c; Men's suits $4.95; trousers
$1.20. Better used clothing. Free Catalog. Transworld 164-F
Christopher, Brooklyn 12, N.Y.

EARN SPARETIME CASHI Guaranteed Pay! No Selling

!

Everything Fu rnished. National, Box 88C, Boston 22, Mass.

$200. MONTHLY REPORTED, preparing envelopesl Reveal-
ing method, 25cl Economy, Box 2580-C, Greensboro, N.C.

MAKE $25 to" $35 weekly mailing envelopes. Our instructions

reveal how. Glenway, Box 6568, Cleveland 1, Ohio.

SEW? SAVE 50% with Pre-cut Wearing Apparel. Discount
Sewing Supplies, Catalog free. Readikuts, Loganville 22, Wise.

WIVES—INCREASE YOUR family income sewing babywear
for stores. Write Tiny-Tot, Gallipofis 1, Ohio.

SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time, Easy,
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 2, Ark.

MAKE MONEY CLIPPING Newspaper ItemsFor Publishers!
Newscraft, CW-983-E. Main, Columbus 5, Ohio.

"BUYWISER": "BEST-BUY" finder: $1.00: Buywiser, 427W
Lynwood, San Antonio 12, Texas.

$CASH, MAKING SCENTED Flowers, Free sample. Boycan
Industries, Sharon, Penna.
CASH PAID FOR local information! We instruct. Publishers,
Box 11 -CC, Union City, New Jersey.

BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES
GROW A LIVING Miniature Forest or orchard (only inches
high), that bears tasty tiny fruit at home. Learn amazing
Dwarfing secrets! Sensational Fascinating hobby. $$$$ Home-
business Opportunity. Free Details! Miniature Nurseries,
Dept. MH, Gardena, California.

MAKE BIG MONEY invisibly mending damaged garments at

home. Details Free. Fabricon, 6231 Broadway, C h icago 40.

SELL TITANIA GEMS. Far more Brilliant than Diamonds.
Catalog 10c. Diamonite, 2420-D 77th, Oakland 5, California.

S30-$60 WEEKLY Sparetime preparing, mailing envelopes. In-

struction $1 , refu ndable. Reiss, 210-B Fifth Ave., New York 10.

PAINT PICTURES AT Home For Us. Experience Unneces-
sary. Picture Institute, P.O. Box 507, Tacoma 1, Washington.

CLIP VALUABLE NEWSPAPER items. Many worth $3.00.
Steady income. Derco, Box 494. Muncie, Indiana.

$25 WEEKLY POSSIBLE, sparetime preparing mailings for

advertisers^JTernple_Co. , Muncie 16, Indiana.

$35.00 UP, REPORTED! Prepare envelopes for advertisers!

Cove, Box 2580-A, Greensboro, N.C.

MAKE YOUR TYPEWRITER Earn Money. Send $1.00.

Hughes, 7004 W. Diversey, Chicago 35.

EXTRA MONEY—COPY Confidential Reports. Details Free.

Write Prestige, Box 3422, St. Paul 1. Minn.

AGENTS & HELP WANTED
FASHION DEMONSTRATORS—$20-$40 Profit evenings.

No delivering or collecting. Beeline Style Shows are Party
Plan sensation I Samples furnished Free. Beeline Fashions,
Bensenville 89, Illinois.

BEAUTYDEMONSTRATORS—TO$5.00hour demonstrating
FamousHollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. Forfreesam-
ples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 1983C, Glendale, Calif.

HOMEWORKERS: ASSEMBLE HANDLACED precut moc-
casins and bags. Good earnings. California Handicrafts, Los
Angeles 46-A, California.

60% PROFIT COSMETICS $25 day up. Hire others. Samples,
details. Studio Girl-Hollywood, Glendale, Calif., Dept. 1983H.

FOREIGN * U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS

SHAKE HANDS WITH Your Future! Work for the US Govtl
Thousands of open jobs, paying to $16,000, to 26 days annual
vacation, 13 days for sickness, job security, opportunity to ad-
vance, are officially published bi-weekly in The Exchange,
Washington'sonly newspaper devoted to would-beand Federal
Govt Employees. Subscription $2.50 for 26 issues; 50c sample
copy Rush Order Now I The Government Employees' Ex-
change, 1832 K Street. N. W„ Washington 6, D.C.

HIGH PAYING JOBS: All types. Foreign, USA, Chance to

travel. Fare paid. Information. Applications. Write Dept. 63L.
National Employment Information, 1020 Broad, Newark, N.J.

EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES

COMPLETE HIGH SCHOOL at home in spare time with 61-

year-old school; texts furnished; diploma; no classes; booklet

free. Write American School, Dept. X397, Drexel at 58th,

Chicago 37, Illinois.

FINISH HIGH SCHOOL at home, spare time. No classes.

Diploma awarded. Write for Free catalog. Wayne School,
Catalog HCX-15, 2527 Sheffield, Chicago 14.

LOANS BY MAIL
BORROW $50 TO $500. Employed men and women over 25,

eligible. Confidential—no co-signers—no inquiries of employ-
ers or friends. Up to 2 years to repay—monthly payments.
Supervised by State of Nebraska. Loan application sent free in

plain envelope. Give occupation. American Loan Plan, City

National Bank, Dept. CW-3, Omaha, Nebraska.

PERSONAL & MISCELLANEOUS
HAVE YOU A Problem? Free Information. Lawrence Renner,
Ph.D.. Box 362 , Canton , Oh io.

ADULTS—RECEIVE "INTERESTING Mails". Send 25c.

Bentz, (Dosk-S/51), Chatawa, Mississippi.

MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS
POEMS WANTED FOR Musical Setting And Recording.

Immediate Consideration. Send Poems. Songcrafters, 2724
Arcade Station, Nashville, Tenn.

U. S. SAVINGS BONDS
ARE

DEFENSE BONDS



The way he tells it, singin' cowboy Gene
Autry got on a horse—then flew head
over heels. And all because of a kitten!

Gene was driving his family to New
York—he was on his way to star in the
rodeo. They were making one stop-over at

the Chicago home of Leslie Atlas, a friend
of Gene's.

When the Autry wagon pulled up to his
friend's home, half the town was out to

welcome them. Fans—mostly the little

ones—had on their Sunday-best cowboy
suits or Indian outfits—and soon the shouts
started. "C'mon, Gene, give us some
tricks!" "Whoop it up, Gene!" "Go, Gene,
Go!" -

•

The Atlas household included a stable

and a horse was brought around. In the
excitement no one remembered a saddle
or bridle though. So, Gene figured he'd
ride bareback and give out with a real
show.

He roped; he rode; he jumped; he
bucked. He tricked it up, he whooped it

up. The kids were so impressed, you
could've heard a pin drop.

Then along came kitty. Nothing special

about her. Just a little old cat meandering
along for a constitutional. Oh, maybe
looking for a little grub, but in no special
hurry about it. Just meandering along.

The grass looked greener on the other
side of the dusty road, so kitty decided to

go have a look-see. The great Gene Autry
was making his horse stand on its front
legs, a particularly tough trick, but this

little old cat didn't know from nothing,
pardner. She gave a lazy yawn and set out
across the road . . . two feet in front of

the horse.

Being in the middle of his trick, Gene
didn't see pussy. But Gene's horse sure did
and this was one horse that didn't want no
truck with no underfoot cat. no siree.

The horse bucked. Gene went flying out
like any green dude getting the heave-ho
and landed a good fifteen feet away

—

landed hard, on the seat of his pants.

The crowd remained quiet, the shocked
quiet of seeing the impossible. Gene Autry
thrown by a horse?

But one small cowboy didn't mind let-

ting this world know about it. His hopes
and dreams had crashed with Gene Autry.

He darted out and stood looking down at

the grounded Gene, his hero, his hero
who had let him down, in front of every-

body. His big eyes were loaded with tears.

"Gee, Gene," he sobbed, "how could
you let a plain ol' horse throw you? Just a

plain horse?" Completely rejecting his

former hero, he pointed an accusing fin-

ger at Gene. "Ya know what?" he shouted.

74 "You don't sing so good, neither!"

"Hey, Pat—it's one-twenty-five."
Pat's jaw would drop, his eyes get a

dazed look. "It can't be. I've got a class
at one-twenty! And I haven't even had
any lunch!"
A hand would reach out with a brown

paper bag in it. "Here's your lunch.
Swiss and ham on rye, milk, coffee. You
can eat it in the cab."

Pat, grabbing frantically for coat and
books: "In the—?"
"Len's outside getting the cab. Just

grab this and get in. Someone'll bring
your car up to Columbia this afternoon.
You going home for dinner tonight?"
"No—no—can't—I'll grab a candy bar

at school."

Looking after Pat

"Never mind the candy bar! You go
into Chock Full O' Nuts and eat a good
supper like Shirley told you to, hear?
Don't let yourself get run down. It shows
in your voice when you're tired."

"Yeah," Pat would say, already buzzing
frantically for the elevator. "Sure. 'Bye,
now."

he's available

(Continued from page 47) night, apologize
for being a killjoy but explain that I have
to get up early the next morning. I know
that I'm the delight of all the mothers, but
I'm not so sure the girls like it!"

At this point we are forced to interrupt
David's narrative to tell all of you fe-
males who may not already be aware of

the fact: David Nelson is being extremely
modest when it comes to his estimation of

his impact on the opposite sex!

No time for romance
"I'll let you in on a secret," David con-

tinues. "Off screen my love life isn't exact-
ly what I'd call exciting. The main reason
is that at the moment I'm working pretty
steadily and I don't have too much time
for romance. But it doesn't worry me

—

I'm never too busy to look—I always ap-
preciate a pretty girl! When I started col-

lege at USC and joined a fraternity I at-

tended the usual campus parties and dated
some sorority girls, but there was nothing
steady about it. In fact, I really don't be-
lieve in steady dating, although I did go
steady twice, when I was in high school.

But I feel that going with one girl ties

you down too much. I think it's okay to

see one girl more than others provided
you have an understanding that if either

of you meet someone you'd like to date,

there are no strings attached. If you have
a relationship like this it actually makes
for less problems. Usually if you know
you're free to date other girls you don't

want to. I think that seeing one girl and
being made to feel guilty if you even look

at another female is just not right. There's
time enough for that once you get mar-
ried. Right now I am dating one girl

more than any others. Her name is Nancy
and she goes to Junior College.

"But we aren't going steady."
What kind of boy is this David Nelson?

What is he really like—and how did he get

that way?
David talks about himself honestly,

pokes fun at himself and discusses the

past twenty-one years without the slight-

est trace of self-importance.
"I was born in New York on October

24, 1936. I guess you could say I was born
in a trunk. That's such a corny phrase
these days, but I do qualify. At the time
of my arrival, Mom and Pop were playing
an engagement at the Lexington Hotel
in New York and doing a radio show from
there. By the time I was three, I'd trav-

Twenty minutes later, the cab would
pull up in front of Columbia on Broad-
way and 116th Street, stopping with a

jerk, spilling the remains of a container
of milk on Pat's bucks. He'd shove the
end of his sandwich and the piece of wax
paper he used as a tablecloth into the bag
as he had done so often, and dig into his

pockets for a couple of bills for the driver.

"Here," he'd say hastily. "Keep the
change. And listen—would you throw
this away for me the next time you pass
a wastebasket? Thanks. And—hey

—

there's a whole container of coffee back
here—I didn't touch it. It's hot—have it."

The cab driver would blink. "Finish it,

buddy. I'm in no hurry. Sit down and—

"

"I can't. Here—drink it while it's hot."

The cab driver would sit, holding the
hot coffee, thinking, I wonder if I shoulda
mentioned he's got bread crumbs on his

face. . . .

And another school day would begin
for Pat Boone. END

You can see Pat in 20th Century-Fox's
April Love.

eled in every state in the union with
Pop's band, when they were doing vaude-
ville and <5ne nighters.
"By the time I was five, we were living

in a house in Hollywood and my folks

were busy starring on radio. Nothing much
unusual happened to me as a kid. I never
felt I was anything special. My folks came
home every night and we were together
as much as any kids and parents are.

"When I was nine, Pop and Mom went
on the air with the Adventures of Ozzie
and Harriet. I used to listen to the show
every week; at first I thought it was kind

(

of hokey. The boy who played Ricky was
really funny. He was supposed to be
four, but he had a deep bass voice! When
I was twelve, and Rick was still real small, (

we stepped in and took over the roles of

ourselves. It was fun, but nothing unusual.

Owes everything to Pop
"Today people say I'm real natural on n

the screen. If that's so, I can tell you that I

everything I am as an actor I owe to my
[

In a recent Esquire, Ava Gardner
described one of her honeymoons:
"MGM sent a press agent along on
the honeymoon. When you came
down to breakfast, he was there.

When you had your dinner, he was
there. When you went to sleep, he
was darn near there."

Leonard Lyons
in the New York Post

Father. He never let us get actorish. We
were always expected to be ourselves, to

be natural. The folks never stood for any
j

foolishness from us.

"Pop's got very definite ideas about cer-
tain things. One of them is that he can't i

stand people in show business who act

real affected—especially kids. When we
j

made our full length film Here Come I

the Nelsons, Dad did the casting. We hadj
to have a group of little boys for the I

picture, so Dad had a mass audition on the I

set. A whole bunch of kids came to try

out. Dad took one look and shuddered."
Most of them had real long hair and some
of them even had phony accents. Dad just

very patiently explained that he wasn't,
looking for any juvenile Barrymores; then
he practically set up a barber shop right'

on the sound stage. He announced that'-:

any boy who wanted to be in the pic-,

ture had to have his hair cut. You never
saw so many curls on one floor in yourj

life!
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Wlud Happened?RICHARD EGAN
and the Jesuit Priest

Today Richard Egan sees his name in

lights on theatre marquees, and fans run

after him and crowd around him.

In moments like these, when success

seems so intoxicating, Richard smiles quiet-

ly and thinks of a man who is far from the

shouts of the crowds; a strong, quiet man
in black robes who seeks only the glory of

God, but who helped make all of Richard's

worldly glory possible when they sat on a

hilltop one sunny afternoon five years ago.

The two men sat on a green hilltop out-

side of San Francisco, looking down at the

Theological College in the town below.

They were both husky and handsome, with

penetrating blue eyes and rugged faces,

but then the resemblance ended. The
younger man, Richard Egan, wore slacks

and sweater; the other wore the black cas-

sock of the priest.

The younger man was saying, "Ever

since I've gotten out of the Army I've

wanted to be an actor. I don't know why

—

no one in the family's ever acted. But I

have a chance to get an appointment as a

teacher, with steady pay and no struggles.

The job's waiting for me. Am I crazy to

try to be an actor? Everybody says I

haven't a chance. And I guess that they're

right. . . .

"I don't know what to do," he continued.

"What do you say? Do you think I'm crazy

to give up the teaching job—and beat my
brains out to become an actor? Tell me
what to do."

The priest looked straight ahead
thoughtfully, then turned to Richard.

"I think," said the young priest, "that

j

you should try to become an actor. I re-

ceived the call to do what I am doing.

I
There are other kinds of calls besides the

one that came to me. Surely, God puts in

our minds and hearts the desires we should

have, to fulfill our lives.

"I was grateful when I got the call. You
have received your call, too. Follow it up."

The priest made an appointment that

day for the young man to confer with the

pramatic instructor at the State College,

land then sent him off to Hollywood with

his blessings to try to break into motion
pictures.

He became Richard Egan, movie star;

the person who guided him along the

worldly road to stardom was his brother, a

[Jesuit priest, Father Willis.

i
Watch for Richard Egan in U-I's Voice.

Un The Mirror.

"Since I've always gone to public school,

I'm usually asked if I was treated differ-

ently than the other kids. Not really. One
of the main reasons, I suppose, is that
when I went to Hollywood High there
were some other professional kids going
there at the same time, so I wasn't too
much of a novelty.

"But since my folks were well-known
and since I was on the show, some kids
on campus did have an automatic chip on
their shoulders. They just assumed I'd be
a snob. I really tried extra hard to be nice,

so they'd see I wasn't snobby. Any rough
times I had came mostly because of ath-
letics. Not at my own school, but when I

was pitcher of the baseball team and we'd
go to other schools to play games. Some-
times I'd get a bit of razzing from the
stands.

"Getting along with people hasn't been
one of my major problems, mainly because
I've always been taught to just be myself
around others. Some of the best advice
my Pop ever gave me was a long time ago.
He told me to always say yes, sir and
yes, ma'am to people. I think it was good
advice. A lot of kids don't have enough
respect for their elders.

"You know, to change the subject from
me—to me, I still can't get over what's
happened since I was bitten by the acting
bug. It's opened up a whole new world.
A couple of summers ago it just hit me,
all of a sudden. First I thought I'd like

to do westerns, mostly because they're
shot outdoors and usually away on lo-

cation; the idea of leaving town to make
a picture appealed to me. Besides, I visu-
alized myself playing a tough gunfighter

—

the complete opposite from anything I've

ever done. Dad and I read a few scripts,

but nothing seemed right. Incidentally, I

rely on Dad heavily for his opinion on
things like this. He's pretty uncanny when
it comes to judging a script. When Fox
sent us Peyton Place Pop was as excited
as I was. Don't ask me to describe my
role though, because I'd have to say that
I'm playing a sort of David Nelson charac-
ter! More or less the same type of thing
I've been doing on tv, with a big exception:
I get to kiss the girl!

"On TV I never get to kiss anybody!

First day on the set

"My first day on set, I really was scared.
I'd never met Hope Lange. I knew she
was married to Don Murray and every-
thing, but I felt funny just kissing her
without any time out for preliminaries.
Besides, it was not only my first day, but
my first big love scene and my first screen
kiss. I didn't get introduced to Hope until

twenty minutes before we started re-
hearsing the kiss. But it didn't really turn
out to be too difficult—I just played it

naturallyl

"The day we finally shot the scene, a
buddy of mine was visiting on set. Boy,
did I get the business from him. We've
been friends for a long time; in fact, when
we were in the sixth grade we were rivals

for the same pig-tailed girl. He reminded
me that my technique has changed since
then.

"It must have, because instead of fight-

ing over our grammar school sweetheart,
we decided to give up women and take
up sandlot baseball.

"But I was a very young boy at the time!
"You know," David explains, as if its

something that he's done a lot of think-
ing about, "I'm always being told that
I'm lucky; that I've probably never had
any worries and that it must be nice to

breeze through life without any problems.
I don't bother arguing about it. But, frank-
ly, who doesn't have problems? I had a
big one a while ago. I wanted to quit
school. I didn't see how going to college

Were you once a gorgeous blonde? Did you neglect your

hair — letting it slip, shade-by-shade, into a dull, dark color?

Now, at last, you can bring back the sparkling beauty of

blonde hair with BLONDEX, the new 11 -minute home lotion

shampoo. Made fresh, as you need it, BLONDEX whips into

a rich, billowy lather ... rinses away the dingy film that

makes blonde hair dark and old-looking ... reveals the lus-

trous highlights that men love! Contains ANDIUM to lighten

and shine as it shampoos. Absolutely safe — use it for chil-

dren's hair. Get BLONDEX at 10«, drug or dept. stores.

?J FEMALE HELP WANTED
$23 WEEKLY for wearing lovely
dresses supplied to you by us.
Just show Fashion Frocks to
friends in spare time. No in-
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DINAH SHORE:

HOW TO KEEP YOUR HUSBAND
HAPPY

What makes for the happiness of a

husband? Making him know that he

comes first, says Dinah Shore.

Take the little matter of early rising.

Dinah used to like nothing better than

to sleep late and allow herself the luxury

of breakfast in bed. But when she fell

in love with George, who was a rancher

used to getting up at the crack of dawn,

she knew there would have to be some
changes made. So, she schooled herself

to get up at 7:30—and found that watch-

ing the sun rise with the man of your

dreams can be very wonderful.

"I remember the time when, as a new
bride most anxious to please George and

impress his ranch-hands. I got up at

dawn to cook a steak breakfast for them

all." Dinah laughs. "I'm a pretty good

cook, but George's wood-burning stove

was something else again! The steaks

burned to leather. George laughed and
was so sweet that I'll never forget it if I

live to be a little old lady of a hundred.

"When you make some small sacrifice

to show the guy you love how important

he is Io you, you usually get repaid ten-

fold. These things make a marriage

strong."

To keep their marriage bright and

beautiful, Dinah often runs off with

George and the children to their home
at Palm Springs to enjoy sun and fun

and each other. George doesn't like

crowds or cities for very long. He's hap-

piest in the wide open spaces and Dinah's

happiness lies in being with him.

" And at home, when her TV show is

over. Dinah becomes Mrs. George Mont-

gomery as soon as she walks through

the door. No career worries will she let

into her life as wife and mother.

Incidentally, it was Dinah who en-

couraged her actor-husband to go into a

second career—furniture manufacturing.

"It was self-protection," she laughs. "He
used to build beautiful furniture for our

home. I couldn't stand those wide empty

spaces every time one of our friends

talked us into parting with something

else because George can make another."

Does Dinah offer George her feminine

intuition and wifely counsel in his work?
Yes, when they are needed and sought.

But in her own career, she seeks his

opinion and criticism in everything she

does. She tells him and the world, "I'm

impulsive and lose sight of the whole.

But George sees things in their right

perspective; his advice is so valuable."

Dinah works at her marriage—because

her husband is the most important thing

in her life." "And he knows it!"

George is in Warners' Black Patch
and U.A.'s Street of Sinners. He'll be

finishing Toughest Gun in Tombstone

for U.A. soon.

was helping me. I wanted to be an actor
and I felt I needed more time to concen-
trate on acting without the outside work
of going to school.

"I discussed it with Pop, but he didn't

see things my way! So I cut all my classes

and I flunked out. My family was not
pleased!
"When I woke up and realized what

I'd done, I tried to make up for it. I

went to night school and continued mak-
ing up my grades by going to school
over the summer. The following semester
at junior college I made a B-plus average
and was able to get back into USC.

My real luck

"As I said, people just keep telling Ricky
and me how lucky we are and they
couldn't be more right.

"But our luck is the kind of parents we
have, and not the fact that they're well-
known!
"Even when it came to our decision to

get into show business, the folks never
pushed us one way or the other. They
neither encouraged nor discouraged us.

They just let us make up our own minds.
The folks have never allowed the show
to interfere with the outside interests that

Rick and I had. Even when it came to my
76 playing football. Pop never said, 'Don't go

out for sports, they're too time consuming
and besides you might get roughed up
and bruises don't photograph well.' Nope.
But am I glad, now, that nothing ever
happened that might have kept me from
being in Peyton Placel"
Watching David on the set, it's easy to

understand why he feels that way.
Terry Moore, Russ Tamblyn and Barry

Coe are among the younger set that

worked in the picture with David. Between
takes there were plenty of laughs, plenty

of fun.
An entire town had been constructed on

the lot. It was 92° in the shade, but on
the set the town of Peyton Place was a

winter wonderland. The streets were icy,

the trees brown and bare, and the entire

company was dressed in heavy woolen
overcoats and mufflers.

When the scene was over and the di-

rector called "Cut!"—in a matter of min-
utes, the girls in the company shed their

coats and revealed nothing but bathing
suits underneath, and the men stripped

to the waist and tanned themselves in the

sun. Snowballs flew all around, landing

outside of the camera's range on brilliant

green grass.

Then there was the day Russ gave Barry
a hot foot and told him that Terry had
done it. Barry, seeking revenge, put a gob

of ice down Terry's coat and she in turn
thought it was David and tried to think
of a way to get even. "And she did, too,"
David laughed. "The day after the ice

episode I had to do some off-camera lines.

Just before I had to say my lines, Terry
came up to me and put a big spoonful of
chocolate ice cream in my mouth. I broke I

up completely and when the director, Mr.
Robson, called "Actionl" all I could do
was laugh. He was not pleased!

Fun . . . and work
"Really though," this serious young guy

adds, "I hope I'm not giving the impression
that we do nothing but cut up on the set.

I

On the contrary, everyone is so busy
learning their lines, rehearsing and worry-
ing about their own scenes that there just

isn't too much time for any fooling around. 1:

It's just every once in a while we let i

down a bit, and ease the tensions enough
so you can go on working at high pitch."
"David Nelson," a voice boomed through

a megaphone, "you're in this next shot."

And off he walked, back to work . . .

a boy well on the way toward becoming
one of Hollywood's brightest stars.

A boy with the manners of a gentleman,
which he is—and the virility of an all-

around athlete, which he is.

A boy whom any girl would be glad to

vote the ideal date for '58—because first

and foremost, regardless of any personal
triumphs that may come his way in the
future, David Nelson has already scored)
one major success. He has learned to live

his life with the understanding—and re-
spect for others—that makes for a fine

human being.
. . . And he's available! end

David is appearing in Peyton Place foil

20th Century-Fox. \.

Hollywood's shameful story

(Continued from page 26) support anc
another little one on the way. Debbie has
stated time and again, with characteristic
spunk, "There's no reason for me to give;

up my acting career. I've worked toc^

long and too hard for it." And from these;

two simple facts—a guy wanting to do wel
at his job and a girl wanting to keep the

success she's struggled for—sprang th«

terrible rumors that have plagued Eddi< 1

and that have wounded Debbie. And tha;

have hurt the many people who love therfli

Rumors that cannot be completely si-j
E

lenced, because they're at least partly true]
A whisper at a studio commissary: "Ed f

die hasn't had a hit record in two year l

and suddenly Debbie blossoms out witM
Tammy . . . Number one on the hit parade

1

1

I hear Eddie's burning."
An off-hand remark backstage at th r

George Gobel show: "Can you figure thos r

record fans of Eddie's? Everybody pre L
dieted that his marriage to Debby woul
put a distance between him and his fan;

And it happened! Since his marriag
they've been staying away in droves. N )

wonder that marriage is heading for th,
,

Hollywood rocks."
j

And a helpful item in a Hollywood col

umn: Debby and Eddie Fisher are takin 1

a new house in Beverly Hills. Tha
makes the third. This young couple can'i

seem to agree on a house to live in .

or on anything else, for that matter.
In the MGM make-up department: "Sb

can't stand his friends. ... I hear she won'
even let Eddie have a poker game at hom;
with his buddies."
This is the shameful climate in whic

the sensitive plant of their young marriaj
has had to grow. And, unless somethir
is done to change that climate—and fastv



>'DONT"
said

PAUL NEWMAN
Paul Newman picked up the phone,

(Haled a number, and said just one word.

"Don't!"

That started the wheels rolling. A few

ays later, it was over. But to start from

le beginning . . .

The beginning was the first day that

i*aul Newman and Ann Blyth started work-

ng on Both Ends Of The Candle. Day
ter day and week after week, Paul and

^nn lost themselves more and more in the

ragic story of the fabulously talented

inger Helen Morgan, whose addiction to

Icohol sank her to the deepest despair

nd unhappiness. Week after week, Paul

matched Ann enact another life. Paul

matched Ann live another life. And Paul

ved the role of the man who loved her

[jo very much.

I

And then it was just two days before

|i£ end of the film, and Paul knew what

J.e wanted to do—what he had to do . . .

lut how to do it? That was what Paul
Duld not figure out; that was what he
ept trying to think of—just the right way,

|l«ist the right word. Until suddenly, like

bf 'fiat unexpected flash, it came to him. . . .

) he picked up the phone, dialed the

imber of the gift shop and said to the

jHianager— "You know those sterling silver

i' pliot' glasses I ordered? Engrave them
'ith just the word Don't!"

That would be a cute gag for his last-

ay-of-shooting gift to his leading lady!

Paul can soon be seen in MGM's Un-
|l They Sail. Watch for him in Warner
os.' The Left Handed Gun and in 20th''s

ie Long Hot Summer.

the plant may die. In the past six months
there has been scene after scene that show
how far apart two young people in love
can be driven.

Too many jokers

One day recently, during a rehearsal of

the TV show which Eddie does every sec-
ond week, alternating with George Gobel,
Debby stopped by to visit. Eddie greeted
her with a kiss and then turned back to

the arranger to finish a discussion they'd
been having. From somewhere in the
studio a voice sang out: "Ta—mmy . . .

Ta—mmy," followed by snickers.
And later, over a private cup of coffee

with a friend, Eddie confided, "Every time
I hear that song, it's as if someone poured
salt into an open wound."
The friend nodded sympathetically. "I

know how it is, Eddie."
"No you don't," Eddie said. "Everybody's

wrong. They think I'm upset because
Debby has a hit record. It isn't that at

all. What bothers me is that she makes
records at all."

This kind of remark from Eddie would
have been unthinkable a couple of years
ago, just after their marriage, when his

career was riding high. He had just mar-
ried the girl of his dreams, and the pres-
ent and future looked like one long path
of roses.

This is a sad sample of what the pres-
sures of being a 'property'—the show
business term for a money-making per-

When Tony Curtis appeared in St.

Louis a teenage girl tried to enter
the room where he was being in-

terviewed on radio. She explained
that she'd walked twelve miles just

to see Curtis and ask him a ques-
tion. Curtis' press agent heard her
story and got her in to see the
movie star. She told the radio audi-
ence how she'd walked twelve miles

just for this meeting. "Go ahead
now," Curtis said to her, "ask me
the question you were so anxious to
ask" . . . The girl asked the ques-
tion: "Do you know Tab Hunter?"

Leonard Lyons
in the New York Post

former—and being married to a 'proper-
ty,' can do to people. Of course some
friends have read other meanings into a
remark like that. They say that Eddie has
asked Debbie, time and again, to give up
her career; to be his wife and the mother
of his children, exclusively. To devote
herself to making a home for him.
Although deep inside Debby knows that

her real achievement as a woman lies in

her children, and her love for her hus-
band, she doesn't express this. What her
close friends hear is her resentment at

missing out on the plum assignment of

the daughter to Rex Harrison and Kay
Kendall, in The Reluctant Debutante.
Why didn't she get the part? Simply

because she's pregnant.

Eddie at home
All America looked up to them as a

shining example, and career problems like

this are bringing them to the brink of

tragedy.
Eddie has shown signs of being happier

away from his home than in it with his

family. And here, the shame and respon-
sibility belongs on the shoulders of the
men around Eddie . . . the men who han-
dle his professional life . . . who are used
to making him laugh when he feels low
.... tell him he's done well when he's

worried about a song going over. . . .

But these are the jobs a wife takes on
when she marries a man she loves. And
just after they married the rumor ran the
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VALENTINE
FOR CLARK—
FROM KAY

It was like any other day February 14th on the Band of Angels set at Warners.

Until Clark Gable was called off the set between takes. That's when it became

Valentine's Day.

Because waiting for him in his dressing room was his own, special valentine.

It was a keg. Beautifully varnished, about five-gallon size, little red felt hearts

all over it and a white thumb tack pinning a large, lacey valentine to the center of

the keg.

"It's from Kay," grinned Gable, "she made it. Look—" It was filled to the top

with golden yellow popcorn!

Asked what the valentine said, Clark handed it around: Hamish, I love you,

darling. Mrs. G.

Hamish is the name of the character Gable plays in Band Of Angels. But Kay had

written it this way : Ham-ish ! The tag on the gag is that Kay always makes popcorn

for the cast of a Gable picture. And by the time Gable got around to his keg, the

whole five gallons had disappeared. As somebody remarked, "You can drink an

awful lot of beer with that much popcorn."

Clark Gable doesn't drink beer. But he didn't need that keg of popcorn anyway.

Hamish, Ham-ish, it was.the same difference. The valentine was in his heart, and

he looked like a mighty happy king.

Clark is appearing in Warners' Band of Angels, and will soon be seen in Para-

mount's Teacher's Pet and U.A.'s Run Silent, Run Deep.

rounds that Debbie was 'cleaning house.'

Taking all the hangers-on that any suc-

cessful singer gathers in the course of his

career, and putting them in their place . . .

which is, Debbie feels, in the office or

studio; not in her home.
And from Eddie: rebellion!

One night, not long ago, Eddie had a

bunch of his buddies over to the house for

a poker game. By two in the morning the

house was full of smoke, the clank of

poker chips and the clutter of sandwiches
and coke bottles.

Suddenly Debbie appeared, wearing a

robe, her hair rumpled from sleep. She
stood there for a full minute, obviously

deciding just how angry to be. Then,
mustering her famous sense of humor she

grinned and said, "Our baby says that

since you won't let her sleep . . . can she

deal?"
The laughter broke the tension and the

game resumed. It broke the tension for

everyone except Eddie, that is. He stared

moodily at his cards without a smile. The
following week, after a serious quarrel,

I Eddie took off swiftly for 'a series of ap-
pearances.'

That time in Vegas

On the night plane to Las Vegas, flying

towards the gray-black horizon, Eddie felt

the sudden stirrings of pain in his chest

and stomach. The old stomach trouble

which had plagued him wasn't licked, ap-

parently. It was no wonder, the way
things had been going lately. Eddie lit a

I cigarette, and puffed gloomily, wondering
; ... where does it go wrong . . . how does

a bright, sunlit road suddenly grow so

dark you can hardly see your way . . .

78 how does that wonderful oneness made up

of Debbie, Carrie and me, suddenly be-
come a lonely threeness . . .

The plane's loudspeaker announced,
"Las Vegas . . . Las Vegas in ten minutes
. . . we are now passing over . . ." but

Eddie didn't hear the pilot's droning voice.

He was thinking how grateful he was that

there would be no stories in the papers

about his sudden flight from home, no re-

sulting gossip. The arrangement one of

his friends had suggested was a good one.

When one of their more-and-more-fre-
quent quarrels erupted, his manager called

a night club and booked Eddie for a pre-

viously-unscheduled appearance ... to

start immediately . . . and nobody knew.
He hated to leave her when she was

pregnant, but sometimes ... I wonder if

she's all right, he thought . . . and the

baby. . . . Eddie melted when he thought

about Carrie. Only the other day, the day
before their quarrel, Debbie had spent

hours picking just the right shade of hair

ribbon for Carrie. She was really a mar-
viously-unscheduled appearance ... to

way. Eddie settled back in his chair, and
tried to get some sleep, thinking: We're
really lucky in so many ways . . . We
ought to be ashamed of not remembering
that always . . . we ought to be ashamed
. . . I'll call her as soon as we land . . .

just to see how she is. . . .

Debbie lay sleepless in her bed, smell-

ing the jasmine that becomes so fragrant

at night in Beverly Hills. . . .

What we were once

How people change, she was thinking.

She remembered herself before marriage

... the bright young laugh-and-dance girl

who liked nothing better than a gay party

or a big dinner gathering at some charm-

ing restaurant. . . . And Eddie. . . . She
remembered him as he'd been when she

|

first met him . . . kind of shy . . . sitting
J

for hours over a cup of coffee, just the
i

two of them . . . talking about everything
under the sun . . . especially of the home
they'd have someday. . . .

But people change. She herself had
|

changed. Maybe it was loving Eddie. Or
maybe the baby coming. But suddenly
parties were a lot less important than a

nice house in which to live, and turning;

in early was fun when your husband and 1

your child were near you. . . .

But Eddie changed too. Suddenly justi

the two of them being together seemed
impossible. There was always a bunch of',,

men around. Business advisors, song
pluggers. tv people. And when she ob-
jected, well, Eddie wasn't as understanding
as he used to be. He was tense about the

way his career was going. He began to

spend more and more time away from
home. . . .

It was natural, Debbie thought defen-

sively, that she should begin to regret the

pictures she'd missed out on. If a home
wasn't really going to be a home, then
why bother. Yes, Debbie thought, we've
both changed . . . but I wonder if we can
ever change back. . . .

The phone shrilled. Debbie reached for

it, wondering who could be calling at

that hour.
* * *

Thus, the wasteful story of two young
people allowing a bright dream to be
darkened. In Hollywood, a place where
shame has eaten into the lives of so many
people, the history of Debbie and Eddie
gambling with their lives and the happi-

ness of their children, is the most shameful

story of all.

Perhaps this year . . .

As the new year gets under way; as

the birth of Carrie Frances' little brother^

or sister approaches, a silent plea is rising
,

from the hearts of all those who have'
r

loved Debbie and Eddie: a plea for them"
to forget the brightly colored bubble oi' t

careers; to realize that they are not 'prop-j >

f

erties' manufactured to make millions oi

dollars for themselves and those around
them—but two young human beings foi"

1

whom love was once the answer to every-j

thing. Young people who should bei:<

themselves, not celluloid images of success.

,

and money.
j j

All over America there are youngsters

who have been married a couple of years

or so; who have a kid or one on the wayi i

or both. In their daily lives the husband,
j,

may have job troubles; the wife may hav^
j

misunderstandings. But most of them hav«

learned something Debbie and Eddie musf 1

learn: that trouble can push people apart .

or it can bring them closer together thai,
j,

ever before.
, (

Hollywood is full of successful singers

living in big houses in Beverly Hills . .
'<

alone. Visiting their children on Sundays *

And it's full of successful actresses sitting
|

by the pool alone, wondering why the daj

seems so long and afraid that the night wil

seem even longer. . . .

According to all the signs, it's now oj'tj

never, for Debbie and Eddie. Unless tha|,
,

change we're praying for happens dee}
(

inside them, they are dangerously close t<

a final break. We hope they have no:

passed the point of no return.

Because we believe, as most people da,
|

that there is no shame that cannot bi
j

wiped out by love. We believe that tin
1

story of Mr. and Mrs. Eddie Fisher cat 1

have a happy ending. ... '

If they'll try! en Ij

j

Debbie is scheduled to make The Bo*

Friend for MGM and. This Happy Feeling

for U-I.
,



HEDY
LAMARR
goes
back
to

school

I It was rather a delicate moment. But,

greed the director and the producer and
n all probability the writer and the studio

ead and a few other people, Hedy Lamarr
ust had to be told.

The next big question was—who was
oing to tell her?

Then came some more conferences. In

act, if such big and important people

adn't been involved, you might have
ailed them passing-the-buck conferences.

And finally it was decided that, naturally,

lie one with the most tact should do it,

hould tell Hedy.
So in a quiet moment, she was ap-

roached.

And there were the long explanations

bout what an important picture it was.
jind how nobody was worried—not at all

forried!—about what kind of a perform-
nce Hedy would turn in.

But there was one minor matter. . . .

And that was her accent

—

"Accent!" Hedy screamed in her quiet,

ell-modulated, husky, sexy voice. "Accent!
here isn't a trace of my Viennese accent!"

^claimed the Austrian beauty.

And then the bombshell came.
"Not your Austrian accent," she was
Id. "But that Texas accent!"

Seems in her five years of living deep
the heart of Texas' with Texan husband
oward Lee—Hedy had acquired such a

N

f road Texas brogue that the studio wanted
?r to take speech lessons!

Hedy will soon be on screen in U-l's

ke Female Animal.

hayworth-hill romance

(Continued from page 49) But let's go
back to how they met.
Our Private-File cards read:
Bob Schiffer—he's not the usual press

agent, but a public relations counsel for
Hecht-Hill-Lancaster—asked Jim how
he'd like to have dinner with Rita Hay-
worth. The Schiffers are old friends of
Hill and Rita.

Hill said that he wouldn't mind, but
warned Schiffer—who had been trying to
get Jim married for the last six years—"If

you think you're going to get me to be a
party to some match-making scheme you
have up your sleeve, you're mistaken."
"When I hung up," Bob said, "I chuckled

to myself a little because it was exactly
what I was planning.
"Mrs. Schiffer and I drove over to Jim's

house, picked him up and went to Rita's
home. There we had a couple of drinks
and talked a while. Rita wasn't too inter-
ested in Jim, although she was a very gra-
cious hostess. Jim, perhaps a little wary
of whatever plan I might have, didn't go
over-board for Rita. About an hour later

we went to my place for dinner.
"Well, as we were drinking coffee Jim

said to me, 'We're having trouble with a
couple of scenes in the script and it's go-
ing to take a lot of work to straighten
them out.' Jim was referring to a story
Hecht-Hill-Lancaster wanted to buy.
"For the first time that evening, Rita

perked up with a real expression of in-
terest and said, 'You mean the scene where
the wife tries to show the husband that
he doesn't understand her as a woman?'

Don't feel sorry for yourself if you
didn't get invited to Mike Todd's
party. Think of the guy who has
to do the dishes. Robert Sylvester

in the Dailv News

"Now it was Jim's turn to look sur-
prised. He gave Rita that long intense
gaze he has for people who interest him
and said, almost smiling, 'That's exactly
what we're worrying about. But I didn't
think actresses ever worried about the
quality of stories.'

"Rita said, 'Actresses play the parts. It's

their responsibility to try to understand
people.'

"Rita and Jim sat with their heads to-
gether for the next two hours discussing
the pros and cons not only of the scene
that started them off, but on others.
"Before the evening was over they were

acting like two long-lost buddies who had
just found each other.
"One morning, four days later, Jim came

into the office and said, 'I had dinner with
your favorite girl last night. She's not
only beautiful, she's smart.'

"

That's how it all started.
* * *

On dates Jim and Rita studiously avoid
night clubs, large parties, etc. Prefer
small dinner parties with a few friends.
"This is a time in our lives," said Jim,

"that is pretty important to both of us.

It's nice knowing that people are hoping
for our happiness, but people, however
good their intentions, can interfere. To
put it bluntly, I have been courting the
woman I love with the serious intention
of asking her to become my wife. Show
me a man who wants people around him
at a time like that."

/ * * *

Hill was born in Jeffersonville, Indiana,
the son of a lawyer. As a boy he was
strictly the athletic type and although he

i
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was known in the neighborhood as "that
wild Hill kid," his behavior would be
more aptly described as dashing. He ex-
celled in baseball, basketball and track.

Jayne Mansfield told me as she
wafted off to Europe that the Las
Vegas Tropicana wants to build a
show around her build in Novem-
ber. "They'll produce the show,
and I'll just produce me," she
gasped breathlessly. Earl Wilson

in the New York Post

In high school, despite the fact that he
was still regarded as an athlete, and "a
student who just wouldn't calm down," a
serious facet of his personality began to

develop. When Jim left high school he
went to the University of Washington.
He took a two year pre-med course,
wanted to be a doctor. It was there that
"for some reason which I cannot explain,"
Jim borrowed a fellow student's type-
writer and wrote a short story for the
university magazine.

Hill's story won the $25 prize, and he
left college, went to New York and be-
came a page boy at NBC.
He used to borrow radio scripts from

the network files and study them at night.
Six months later he turned in his first

script, a who-dun-it for a detective series

and was so pleased with the check he re-
ceived that he decided to write as a free-
lancer for radio. In 1950 he collaborated
on a script for Burt Lancaster called His
Majesty O'Keefe.
Lancaster, impressed with Jim, told him,

"If I ever get a production company of

my own you're the guy who will pick my
stories and supervise scripts."

Hill's drive and ambition paid off. Last
year he was made a full partner in the
production company now known as
Hecht-Hill-Lancaster Productions.

Jim's first big production was Trapeze.
Separate Tables, one of last year's most

successful plays, is currently Hill's pro-
duction baby. .

At first meeting Hill reminds you of a
movie star.

He's six foot, blue eyes, sandy ("not
blonde, but not brown") hair, 175 pounds,
well distributed. Women say he's hand-
some. He has a dimple in his left cheek.
Asked what impressed her about Hill

the most, Rita replied, "He's got a wonder-
ful recklessness about him that holds all

day and all evening. No matter how good
I feel before I meet him, I feel better when
I'm with him. I love him and I'm so glad
he loves me."

In March of '57, Hollywood buzzed for

a while with romance rumors that cir-

culated about Rita and Jim.
At that time, when asked if there were

any romantic possibilities in the future,
Rita replied:

"He is a wonderful man and I confess I

enjoy his company. But right now I don't

have time for love. I just want to work
hard and have everybody pleased with
me ""

* *

One thing that had been bothering Rita
has never been discussed before. When
she came back to Hollywood early in '57

to make Pal Joey for Harry Cohn at

Columbia it was no secret that it would be
her last for the Great Man.
As the completion of Pal Joey drew

near, a kind of brooding attitude came
over Rita. Although in recent years she
had rejected or objected to almost every
suggestion Cohn had made regarding her

80 movie career, Rita knew in her heart that

her stature as a movie star, regardless of

her displeasure with the studio, had been
founded and maintained by Columbia for

fifteen years. She began to feel fearful

about her future as an actress. She had
no idea what she was going to do when
she left Columbia and for a while seri-

ously considered re-enlisting.

What finally convinced her that it was
useless for her to hang around Columbia
was the preoccupation everyone at the
studio seemed to have for Kim Novak.
Rita held out for top billing over Kim in
Pal Joey and got it. But, as she remarked
rather sadly, "It's the first time I ever lost

a man—in the movies, that is."

The last year her personal life has
undergone a radical change. Hill is, ad-
mittedly, the reason. He has actually
changed her way of life.

For instance, Hill is a real golf fan.

Less than two months after he met Rita
he had her putting on the greens. A few
weeks later she was playing nine holes.

"Once she caught on to the true spirit

of golf," Jim said, "—relaxation, a sensible

exposure to the outdoors and a sense of

accomplishment, because in golf you have
to unlearn everything you ever knew
about athletics—Rita became the best
golfing partner I've ever had."
Nowadays Rita's friends are startled to

hear her speak of "the terrible sand-traps
and that awful cross-water drive" at Peb-
ble Beach.

Jimmy Durante gave me some won-
derful advice. Several years ago
I was considering dropping the
piano from my act and becom-
ing a "straight" comedian-emcee.
"Don't do it, Victor," Jimmy
warned. "You can always make a
living as a pianist in show business.

And, besides that, when you walk
onstage to start a new date and
you sit down at the piano, just feel

under the pidno and you'll find a
whole week's supply of second-
hand chewing gum . . . FREE!"

Victor Borge

Rita's ex-secretary, on learning that Miss
Hayworth now knew the difference be-
tween a two-iron and a putter, remarked
with some surprise, "The Rita Hayworth
I knew wouldn't be caught within a mile
of a golf course. If she's playing eighteen
holes now, she must love Jim Hill madly."
Jim has also introduced Rita to boating.

Up until this summer, Rita's knowledge
of boats was limited to a stateroom on the
Queen Mary, or an Aly Khan-type yacht.

Yet, all last summer, Rita spent every
spare day she could get away from Pal
Joey to be with Jim on the Hecht-Hill-
Lancaster boat, Majorca.
By the end of the summer, Sailor

Rita was referring to the floor as the
"deck," the wall as the "bulkhead," the
doorway as the "hatch" and the kitchen as

the "galley."

Hill loves to kid Rita by telling the
story of the time Rita drove into a gas
station after they had spent hours on a
small boat in the Pacific Ocean. Rita told

the attendant to be sure and check a tire

which she thought was a little low on air.

"Which one, ma'am?" the attendant
asked.
"Port aft," replied Rita.

The puzzled look on the face of the at-

tendant sent Rita and Jim into gales of

laughter. "I mean left rear," Rita ex-
plained after she finally got her breath.

Rita has always been scared stiff of fly-

ing. In the past she avoided any kind of

sky travel whenever possible.

Hill helped her conquer that, too. He's

a great aviation enthusiast; flies his own
|

plane. Though it was weeks before he
could coax Rita to go up with him, today
Rita will fly anywhere. And enjoys it!

She's quick to point out that Jim is re-
sponsible.

"I guess," said Jim, "that Rita knew I

was in love with her. Once on the golf
course I was tempted to ask her to marry
me. And I came darn near proposing to
her on the Pacific Ocean one afternoon,
in the late summer. But again I decided :

to wait. I was still afraid of being refused.
"Then one morning we were flying down I

to Palm Springs, and without even think-
ing about it I asked Rita to be my wife, i

She had been looking out the window at
!

the ground below. When she heard my
question she didn't turn around right
away. After a moment she looked at me
and I saw that she was crying a little.

;

Then she broke into a big smile and put
1

her head on my shoulder. I got so damned
excited we almost couldn't land the plane
at Palm Springs."

* * * " -.'

The situation on when they will marry
j

is this:

Bob Schiffer told me that there is little

chance they will wed before the end of i

January. Both Rita and Jim are up toj
their ears in work, which really shouldn't
mean much. But Rita wants desperately to

:

do a good job in Separate Tables. Jim of
course, bearing the entire production re- 1

sponsibility, is determined to make the
movie one of 1958's best.

So the chances of their being married
before the end of January are small.

[

"However," says Schiffer, "there is the,
possibility that four or five smooth days;
may loom up ahead of Jim and Rita. That
is, a period where they can be sure pro- 1

duction will move along without their as-
sistance. If that happens, it's just pos-
sible they'll take off, get married and haveJ
—at least—a three-day honeymoon."

Hill says that a wedding before Separate 1

Tables is finished is pretty remote. "But
you know we can both feel differently!
about it next week," he adds.

Rita: "I have every intention of being!
perfectly happy with Jim for the rest ofl

my life."

Jim: "Rita has been pushed around allj

her life by a lot of people who had no!

rights whatsoever. I'm not going to make!
.a lot of promises. Learning to love Rita
came easy. Earning her love didn't. It's

not easy for a man to tell people hoW|
much he loves a woman. I can tell Rita1
I can't tell you. One thing I can tell you,'
They'll never push her around again." END'

Rita is now playing in Columbia's Pai|
Joey and soon can be seen in United Ar-i

j

tists' Separate Tables.
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LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood continued from page 13

I'M ON MY
SOAP BOX
Frankie, you may not think so, but one of

the best things that ever happened to you and
to your career are some of those blasting

criticisms you received on your tv shows—the

early ones.

There isn't much doubt about your being just

about Mr. Tops in show business today. There

isn't anything you can't do—sing, dance, act

—

j

and you've even got an Oscar to prove how
expertly you do the latter.

But even the most talented star can't live on

praise, praise, praise alone. It isn't good for

the game. It breeds complacency and indiffer-

ence and a very human tendency to coast a

bit on one's laurels.

It must have come as a big shock when the

tv critics wrote such things about your tv

appearances as:

Even the great Sinatra can't just walk on

and walk off a show.

He hasn't given his programs enough atten-

tion; they are careless and too casual and his

attitude is condescending toward tv.

His ratings tell the story—way down low
where they belong—and this for a man who is

way up high in every other entertainment

medium.
Pretty bitter pills to swallow when you're

used to nothing but the highest praise, weren't

they, Frankie? But to your credit, let it be said

that you didn't sneer them off. You set about

correcting your show immediately, and you
went to work hard readying the programs that

are to follow the original thirteen already

filmed and which you couldn't do much about.

I know you'll come back on top—you al-

ways do. And even though those blasts hurt

at the time, I think they've helped you as a
person. You're proving you can take it. And
that you can leam, even when the going is

rough.

JOHNNY SAXON,
MAYOR

:

Popular John Saxon had been Mayor of

Universal City only a short time when the

studio closed down for a few months. "Who
ever heard of a city closing down on a
Mayor?" cracked John.

And then he learned that even with the

company idle, he was not going to be let off

any of his duties. As the officially elected

Mayor, he will have to keep up quite a bit of

his work . . . such as seeing that the grounds

are kept up, that the lot is properly policed

and the whole place kept in good order.

"It's going to be mighty lonesome around
here," brooded Hizzoner Saxon.

I NOMINATE
FOR STARDOM

. . . Dolores Michaels—a really com-

pelling young actress who gets off to a flying

dramatic start in Time Limit and Fraulein.

A product of Kansas City, Missouri, she has

that wheat-blown type of wholesome good
looks which marks Doris Day—but out at

20th they think they have a junior Bette
Davis on their hands.

There is nothing actressy or affected about

her. Asked in what period she and her in-

terior decorator husband, Maurice Martine, are

furnishing their new house in Laguna Beach,

she laughed, "So far we have a bed, ice box

and stove. I suppose you might call it the

when-we-get-more-money period."

She says it's a coincidence that her first hit

was scored in a picture titled Time Limit be-

cause she's the first struggling young actress

who ever put a time limit on getting someplace

in pictures—or else she was going to forget

the whole idea.

"My husband and I agreed that there were
many girls trying to crash Hollywood and get-

ting nowhere. He suggested that I give myself

six months to try to make a dent. If nothing

happened in that time, I was to throw in the

towel and alternate between being a house-

wife and appearing in Laguna Beach amateur
theatricals, where I got my training."

For five long and discouraging months

—

Dolores got exactly nowhere. It got to be five

months and three weeks. "Then—out of the

blue—I received a call to test at 20th as part

of their new faces program of signing people

up on training contracts. I simply couldn't

believe it when I was one of the five girls

selected."

It was even more of a surprise when she

was immediately given a good part in Way-
ward Bus. and then the lead in Time Limit.

"How can a girl be so lucky?"

Easy—just be talented like Dolores.

PERSONAL OPINIONS:
You can get bets either way about Esther

Williams and Jeff Chandler getting mar-

ried when both are free. My money says that

Esther may think long and hard before she

plunges into matrimony again. Always a care-

ful girl with a dollar, her divorce settlement

with Ben Gage—California's community prop-

erty laws give him half of everything she

earned during eleven years of marriage—was
a whopper! . . .

And Marg Chandler asked for $5,000 month-

ly alimony from Jeff, pius $750 a month for

child support and the family home, from what
she claims is Jeff's $300,000 annual income. . .

.

A young man who is nof thinking of getting

married is Tommy Sands. He was very

definite when he told me, "Molly Bee and
I are still good friends and we'll continue to

date—but we're both too young and have too

far to go in our careers to think of getting

married." While vacationing in Mexico, Tommy
found a new heartbeat, pretty Monica Gomez
Mira, deb daughter of a prominent Mexican
doctor. . . .

Frankie proved what a really fine

artist he is when the brick-bats from
the critics started hitting him. . . .

It would have been so easy for Frank
to just sound off; instead, he did some-
thing about his programs! 81
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MY OSCAR
PREDICTIONS

In my many, years of covering Hollywood,
I have made it a point not to advance my own
personal preferences about which actor or

actress or which picture should win the Aca-
demy Awards. I do not think this is fair. The
vote should come from the Academy members
as they see the contestants and not be influ-

enced by other "pollsters," including news-
paper writers.

When Modern Screen editor David Myers
asked me to give my opinion on possible

Oscar winners, I explained my policy to him
and said I did not want to change it.

"All right," he laughed, "let's compromise
and give me your guess about who you think

will be in the running." So on those terms,

here goes

—

Among the male stars, there are so many
great performances in so many fine pictures

it is difficult to limit the list to five outstanding

portrayals. But I feel reasonably sure these

will be among the nominees:

Alec Guinness in Bridge On The River

Kwai; Marlon Brando in Sayonara;- Rock
Hudson in A Farewell To Arms; Charles
Laughton in Witness For the Prosecution;

and I hope, hope, hope Robert Mitch urn

is not overlooked in Heaven Knows, Mr. Alli-

son, even though it was released early in the

year. Kirk Douglas could well be in the

running for Paths of Glory, as well as An-
thony Quinn in Wild Is The Wind and
Frank Sinatra in Pal Joey.

The women stars did not seem to have as

much opportunity to shine as did the men,

principally I feel because so many of the

films had strong war backgrounds. However,

we may look to such performers as:

Elizabeth Taylor in Raintree County;

Deborah Kerr in Heaven Knows, Mr. AUi-

ROCK HUDSON

son; Anna Magnani in Wild Is The Wind;
Lana Turner in Peyton Place, in a different

type characterization; and a dark horse in the

race, Jean Simmons, in Until They Sail. I

do not include Jennifer Jones in A Fare-

well To Arm„ because I do not consider it one
of her top portrayals.

Among supporting players, men and women:
Red Buttons is sure to be recognized

for his dramatic work in Sayonara. Young
Geoffrey Home is a stand-out in Bridge
On the River Kwai, as is old-timer Sessue
Hayakawa. Mickey Shaugnessy is a

KIRK DOUGLAS

JEAN SIMMONS
(in a scene with Paul Newman)

comedy riot in Don't Go JVear The Water.
Diane Varsi, in her first important role, all

but stole the thunder from the stars of Peyton
Place. And I loved little Sandra Dee in

Until They Sail.

The pictures I enjoyed most and think will

be front-runners are:

Bridge On The River Kwai, Sayonara, Wit-

ness For The Prosecution, Legend Of The Lost,

Don't Go Near The Water, Peyton Place, Wild
Is The Wind, No Time For Sergeants and
Heaven Knows, Mr. Allison.

May the best man and woman and the best

picture win!
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THE LETTER BOX:
Lots of mail from foreign fans this month,

which speaks well for the circulation of

Modern Screen. One of the most interesting

letters comes from Greg Zaide, Jr., Manila,

Philippines

:

"First, what you print about Hollywood is

accepted as gospel here. (Thanks.) Now may-

be you will be interested in the results of cer-

tain polls we've had.

"Of the movies we have seen this year Hat-

ful of Rain and No Down Payment are the

most popular with the exception of Heaven
Knows, Mr. Allison. Deborah Kerr and
Robert Mitchum are great in the latter.

"Tony Perkins is the new young actor

we like best and he showed the most talent in

Fear Strikes Out. Joanne Woodward is

our favorite new girl. Our favorite male singer

is Pat Boone and Julie London the fa-

vorite femme canary." Wish I could print more

of your letter, Greg, it's all very interesting. . .

.

"I am disgusted at all the snide innuendos

and cracks taken at Debbie Reynolds and
Eddie Fisher hinting that these two are

having trouble in their marriage over Eddie's

jealousy of Debbie's hit Tammy," writes Lon-

82 nie Steinberg, Sherman Oaks, Calif. You're

right—there isn't any jealousy on Eddie's part.

He's proud of his girl. . . .

A postcard from Six GI's, Frankfort, Ger-

many, says: "We were shown Hatful of
Rain the other night and all we can say is—
Boy, what an actor that Tony Franciosa is.

He gets our vote for the best." I thank you for

Tony, boys. . . .

From Maria Quartero, Monterrey, N. L. Mex-

ico, comes the complaint: "You and Modern
Screen are guiity of not being more enthusi-

astic about Leslie Caron, the screen's most

shining talent. Next to our own Cantinflas
we love the little French ballerina best." Oops,

we'll have to get you some news on Leslie

—and soon. . . .

"Jerry Lewis has more sex appeal than

any man on the screen, including Yul Bryn-
ner. I've heard many women say so," is the

startling communique from Ralph Paige,

Gainesville, Florida. I love Jerry, but aren't

the girls kidding you about that sex appeal?

Anyway, Ralph would like to make some per-

tinent predictions for 1958: "1 foresee the mar-

riage of Frank Sinatra and Lauren Ba-
call. (I don't!) "Aiso, Pat Boone will sell

more records than Elvis. Betcha." It's your

bet, boy. . . .

Mrs. R. Blaike, Menlo Park, postcards:

"Thanks so much lor the news about Jezn

Arthur. She always was and always will b<

my favorite screen actress. No one on tht

screen today approaches her talent". . . .

"Louella, I read your interviews and yoi

know in your heart that those actors yoi

quote don't talk as intelligently as you mak(
them out," blasts Evie Keller, San Francisco

"I live close enough to Hollywood to havt

talked personally to some of these stars am
most of them have a vocabulary that goes m
farther than 'huh?' or 'yeah.' " I've never pu

quotes in a star's mouth yet, Evie, despit*

your cynicism. . . .

Ronald Hegdahl, an airman stationed i

Puerto Rico, writes: "I saw The Vintage, i

very fine picture. How did Hollywood ever k
Michele Morgan go back to France—she'

just great". . . .

"I hope all those sourpusses who are pre

dieting the fall of Elvis Presley take a gai

der at the box office receipts of Jailhous

Rock," chortles Bob Busel, Allentown, Peni

"Elvis is here to stay a long, long time." Look

like you're right . . . even though he just gt

his draft notice!

That's all for now. See you next month



3fa-Pi/f
rinses softeh-than-new fluffiness

into babysthings...yes,al[washables!

See these two stacks of baby clothes and blankets?

These actual photographs dramatically prove how
luxuriously soft and fluffy Sta-Puf makes your
baby things! Cottons and woolens . . . blankets,

shirts, anything that touches baby's precious skin,

fluff up almost double in size. Yes, even scratchy

wash-hardened diapers rinse so downy soft with

Sta-Puf they just can't possibly chafe. Automatic
washers and dryers, even outdoor drying in the

warm sun and fresh breezes can't match Sta-Puf's

gentle action. For Sta-Puf actually restores life

and springiness to every wash-matted fiber. Try
Sta-Puf Rinse in your very next wash.

A. E. STALEY MFG. CO., Decatur, Illinois

you can see and feel the difference!

Ordinary woolen sweat-

ers feel like cashmere,
softer and fluffier than new.

Shi

Sta-Puf eliminates annoy-

ing, embarrassing "nylon

cling" in undergarments.

Corduroy, bed linens,

dry almost wrinkle-free,

require little or no ironing.



Loose powder turns orange-y... dries your skin, too!

But not 'Love-Pat'.. .the complete make up!

If you fear dry skin, why use loose poivder? Powder dries,

soaks up precious skin oils. But 'Love-Pat' wont

dry your skin. Why? Because it contains up to 3 times as

much beauty oil as loose powder or other compact makeups.

(And that's why it won't turn orange-y either!)

With 'Love-Pat', you smooth on a creamy foundation that has

powder's velvet finish. To start the day . . . and for

touch-ups all day . . . get 'Love-Pat'. Tomorrow!

New tortoise-shell tone compact
with 24K gold design.

In 9 radiant shades. 1.35 plus t

XOVE-PA
PRESSED POWDER TLUS FOUNDATION WITH LANOLIT



NATALIE'S HONEYMOON!
exclusive by Louella Parsons



The end papers do the

waving for you

New kind of

Home Permanent

from

Procter & Gamble

Every end paper contains its own

waving ingredients-just the right

amount for each curl

Because the end papers them-

selves measure out the waving

action, your wave will be perfect

Easiest, fastest way yet to a rea

lasting wave-just wind, wet w
pure, clear water, and neutral

W hv didn't somebody think of this before? A home
permanent w ith the \\ ave in the end papers instead

of a bottle of lotion. That's Procter & Gamble's
new PACE.
Guesswork taken out. Because each paper con-

tains just the right amount of waving ingredients

—

never too much, never too little— you get a perfect

permanent automatically.

No more waves that take in one place, don't in

another. No more stragglers or strays. No m<
"first week" frizz.

No messy, strong-smelling lotion. Just wi

hair as usual, wet with water, neutralize, and loc

An even, lasting wave that looks like a gift of natu

So now there's no reason to leave the house
a permanent. Not when it's next to no fuss at

to get one at home. That's with PACE—the won
free way to a perfect wave. How about today?;

Costs no more than lotion permanents— $2 plus tax.

Choice of 3 strengths: Regular . . . Gentle . . . Super Wind curls as usual. Any home permanent Squeeze on clear water w ; th PACE'S h

curlers will do. (End papers do the waving.) plastic bottle. No messy, strong-smelling lo

Procter& Gamble's

no lotion permanent



a breath of Paris about yon... every day*

Discover the most fabulous deodorant ever . . . Evening in Paris Deodorant Stick.

Amazing how it glides on dry -to keep underarms dry; to give you dawn-to-dawn

protection. Delicious the way it surrounds you with a mystic fragrance; the very breath

of Paris that only Evening in Paris Deodorant Stick can give you. Try it tonight

!

EVENING IN PARIS DEODORANT STICK SPECIAL ! 2 FOR *1

regular *1.50 value



FREEDOM
How wonderful! To take off at a mo-
ment's notice—go where you want to

go, do what you want to do—without

heed to time-of-the-month! Tampax
makes all the difference in freedom for

you

—

perfect freedom and comfort!

Freedom to move about unhampered
by pads, belts, pins. Freedom from bulk.

Freedom from chafing and discomfort.

From telltale lines and bulges. From
embarrassing odor.

With Tampax® internal sanitary pro-

tection, you're apt to forget about

differences in days of the month

!

Invisible and unfelt when
place— nothing can show and no
one can know you're wearing it!

Tampax is dainty, easy to dispose of

—

never a problem on trips. Frees you, too,

of carrying problems. You can tuck

away a whole month's supply in the

side pocket of your grip.

You can find Tampax vendors in rest-

rooms throughout the United States.

And Tampax is always convenient to buy
wherever drug products are sold. Your
choice of three absorbencies (Regular,

Super, Junior) to suit your individual

needs. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer,

Massachusetts.

Invented by a doctor—
now used by millions of women

APRIL, 1958 AMERICA'S GREATEST MOVIE MAGAZINE
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STORIES

21 Three Minutes In The Fires Of Hell (John Wayne) by Don Banning

22 I'll Say Yes to Frank (Lauren Bacall-Frank Sinatra) by Louella Parsons

24 Hi, I'm Sandra Dee by Kirtley Baskette

26 Jeff Chandler Tells The Truth About His Divorce and Esther Williams
by Chris Hatcher

28 Does He Love My Daughter Enough? (Pier Angeli-Vic Damone)
by Ed DeBlasio

30 Johnny On The Spot (John Saxon) by Mike Connolly

32 Can't Live With Him—Can't Live Without Him (Peggy King)
by Dick Williams

34 I Loved Etchika Choureau—Why Couldn't They Leave Us Alone?
by Tab Hunter as told to Marcia Borie

36 I Wish I Could Have Worn White At My Wedding (Jayne Mansfield)
by May Mann
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Hugh O'Brian) by Helen Weller

46 God Spoke To Me Through My Brother (Richard Egan) by Ed DeBlasio
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Color portrait of newlyweds Natalie Wood and Bob Wagner on the cover by Jack
Albin. Watch for Natalie in Warner Brothers' Mabjoree Morningstar and United
Artists' Kings Go Forth. You can see Bob in 20th Century-Fox's Stopover Tokyo.
Other photographers' credits on page 73.
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MARVELOUS . . .

as he goes to town in

cap and gown on
"The Pipes Of Pan"!

MIRTHFUL ... on

the high wire or swing-

ing to "Everything Is

Tickety Boo"!

MAGICAL ... as

he juggles and jiggles

through "The Square
Of The Hypotenuse"!

MADCAP. ..as he al

lez-oops with a chimp
or whoops it up with

"Chin Up.Stout Fella"!

MATCHLESS. ..as

hegetsonthe ball with

"You Can't Always
Have What You Want"!

MASTERFUL...
as he makesthe rafters

ring with his role as

"Merry Andrew"!

DANNY
KAYE

in

MERRY
ANDREW

M-G-M presents

A SOL C. SIEGEL PRODUCTION
co-starring

PIER ANGELI
BACCALONI • NOEL PURCELL

ROBERT COOTE
with PATRICIA CUTTS

Singing! Dancing!
Romancing! Clowning!

It's the Big Top-per
to everything that

Danny Kaye has ever done!

IT'S THE MERRIEST!

Screen Play by ISOBEL LENNART and I. A. I. DIAMOND • Based on a Story by Paul Galileo • Music by SAUL CHAPLIN

Lyrics by JOHNNY MERCER • Choreography by MICHAEL KIDD • In CinemaScope and METR0C0L0R • Associate Producer SAUL CHAPLIN • Directed by MICHAEL KIDD



ANNOUNCING NEW

rollon
LOTION DEODORANT

ONLY 59<

NEW SQUEEZE TUBE! NEW NEVER-CLOG ROLLON TOP!

Now, with a touch, you roll your deodor-

ant on. Immediately, you're dry underarm;

all day long you're free from perspiration

worries. And always, delicately scented with

a lingering, romantic fragrance. Why not

treat yourself today— be lovelier tonight!

tot fcwA
CREATED IN FRANCE BY BOURJOIS. MADE IN U.S.A.

Want the real truth? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen,
321 West 44th Street, New York 36. The most interesting

letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies.

9 Hasn't Kim Novak had secret friend-

ships with Aly Khan and Jimmy
Stewart and Yui Brynner?

—L.Y., Chicago, III.

A Not so secret.

9 Why is it that Frank Sinatra,
Jimmy Stewart, Bob Hope and Bing

Crosby are buying up radio and tv

stations like mad?
—G.T., San Francisco, Calif.

A Such investments are enormously

profitable.

9 Can you tell me how much 20th

Century-Fox Studios earns from oil

wells on studio property and whether
the actors get their share?

—F.T., Louisville, Ky.
A 20th gets $325,000 per year in oil

royalties; the actors get nothing from
this.

9 Have Liberace and his brother

split? If so, why?
—H.T., Los Angeles, Calif.

A Yes; George got tired of traveling.

9 Is it true that Audie Murphy has de-

cided not to give interviews any more?
—L.W., Pottstown, Pa.

A Audie isn't as accessible as he once

was.

9 How come Anthony Franciosa was
given ten days in jail for striking a

photographer? Isn't that a tough sen-

tence for a minor offense?

—V.H., Huntington, W. Va.

A Franciosa had a previous record-

under the name Tony Papaleo.

9 How come John Saxon, Bob Wag-
ner, Rock Hudson, Rory Calhoun and

Tab Hunter were discovered by the

same agent, Henry Willson?

—D.B., Los Angeles, Calif.

A Willson has an eye for talented

young actors.

9 Which or the motion picture actresses

draw the most at the box office these

days?
—G.T., Hempstead, N.Y.

A. fngrid Bergman, Kim Novak, Liz

Taylor, Natalie Wood are among the

top.

9 Didn't Gary Cooper make a play

for Diane Varsi while they were work-

ing together in Ten North Frederick?

—E.R., Ely, Nev.

A Mercy, no. Coop is almost three

limes Diane's age.

9 Is it true that a brave studio plans

to put Mario Lanza, Judy Garland,
and Maria Callas in a film to be en-

titled, Hold Everything?
—H.T., Minneapolis, Minn.

A No.

9 Liz Taylor's first husband was Cath-
olic, her second Protestant, her third

Jewish. What is her religious affiliation?

—R.I., Rochester, N.Y.
A Liz has been interested in Christian

Science for some time.

9 Is it true that Desi Arnaz has be-

come the richest and most powerful ac-

tor in Hollywood ?

—K.T., San Diego, Calif.

A Not the richest, but he and Lucille

Ball now control thirty-five sound
stages.

9 Do Bing Crosby and his wife Kathy
Grant want children?

—R.Y., Spokane, Wash.
A Yes.

9 Is it true that Guy Madison still

keeps paying Gail Russell's medical

bills?

—K.T., St. Louis, Mo.
A True.

9 Isn't Jean Seberg secretly married
to director Otto Preminger?

—C.L., Ames, Iowa
A Not yet.

9 What is the lowdown on Judy Gar-
land and Las Vegas?

—EX., Reno, Nev.
A On New Year's Eve Judy tried to

quiet noisy ringsiders. Unable to do so,

she started to scream at them, then

stalked ofj-stage and back to Hollywood.

9 How many children does Dean Mar-
tin have? Do any of them have his

original nose? I mean before his was
remodeled.

—Y.R., Akron, Ohio
A Martin has seven children; three

have his nose.

9 Can you tell me when the movie
South Pacific will open?

—B.R., New York, N.Y.
A April 7th, 1958.

9 Isn't Debbie Reynolds furious with

Eddie Fisher because he spends all his

spare time with Mike Todd?
—J.Y., Dallas, Tex.

A But Eddie doesn't.



School's out- it's

Gable Day
-a holiday
in hilarity f

Geometry;

A curve is the
nicest distance
between two

points !

j

Physics:
No two .':

people can
occupy the

same space
at the
same time

(but they
can try!)

Paramount presents

Ciarfc Doris

jabfoDaye
SONGS:

"TEACHER'S PET"
"TEACHER'S PET MAMBO"

"THE GIRL WHO
INVENTED ROCK AND ROLL" I

Perlberg
SEATON
PRODUCTION

Co-starring

\ /G ''3 \ /" r-NMarn'e

YouQg -VanDoren
Produced by William Perlberg • Directed by George Seaton

written by Fay and Michael Kanin • A Paramount Release

ten years -from todeiy

you'll still be tafk/ng

about 58s Very Forward

Look in Comedy 1
.



WORTH
SEEING

THIS
MONTH

NEW MOVIES

FOR LAUGHS
Teacher's Pet

FOR ADVENTURE
Cowboy

FOR DRAMA
The Quiet American

"I Accuse!"

The Mark Of The Hawk

FOR SUSPENSE
Chase A Crooked Shadow
Beautiful But Dangerous

FOR MUSIC
Sing, Boy, Sing!

FOR THRILLS
Count Five And Die

Gig Young and Clark Gable have a battle oj wits—bottled wits—over pretty teacher Doris Day.

TEACHER'S PET

Gable's back again!

Clark Gable
Doris Day
Gig Young

Mamie Van Doren
Nick Adams

Here is a delightful film in grand romantic

comedy style. It's about a big newspaper edi-

tor (Clark Gable) and an egghead (Doris

Day), who teaches college journalism. Gable

learned journalism the hard way, and he's

proud that he never got through high school.

And he hates journalism teachers. When he's

asked to deliver a guest lecture, he blows up

and writes a bitingly sarcastic letter of re-

fusal. However, his boss insists he make an

appearance and Gable is astonished to find

that the lovely Doris is the teacher. He is

mortified when, unaware of his identity, she

reads his letter to the class—tearing it and

him to shreds. Gable decides to hang around

under an assumed name. In no time he's

teacher's pet. He turns in such lovely copy

she begs him to give up the wallpaper business

and think seriously of a newspaper career.

He is thinking more seriously of his rival

—psychology professor Gig Young. One night

Gable is sitting with flashy, dopey Mamie
Van Doren in the night club where she sings

when Doris and Gig walk in. There follows

a battle of wits between Gable and Gig

—

and Gig wins. Unfortunately, Gig doesn't stop

when he's ahead ; he keels over in an alcoholic-

stupor which leads to a hilarious hang-over

scene. The moment of truth—when Doris

learns Gable's identity—is only a little painful.

6 Mostly it's great fun.

—

Paramount.

COWBOY
memories of the West

Glenn Ford
Jack Lemmon
Anna Kashfi

Brian Donlevy
Richard Jaeckel

If you think that all you need to be a cow-

boy is a gunbelt and a jigger of whiskey, you're

so wrong. Here's a very good film that tells

the whole truth about the rugged West. Rugged

is putting it mildly. It opens in Chicago, about

eighty years ago, in a fancy hotel. Jack Lem-
mon's a desk clerk there, and he's in love

with guest Anna Kashfi, the daughter of a

Mexican rancher. Her father ends that ro-

mance fast by packing up and going home.

Meanwhile, cattleman Glenn Ford and his

fun-loving cowboys check in after a hard

but profitable cattle drive. Lemmon wants to

drive back to Mexico with them to see Anna,

but Ford warns him that he wouldn't wish

the life of a cowboy on anyone. For two

months you're on your horse on a dusty trail

with hardly any sleep, terrible food, danger

from the Comanches and the weather, no en-

tertainment, no parties and no slouching. Til

come, says Jack. At first, he's a terrible cow-

boy; he can hardly ride a horse. And he's

appalled by the apparent inhumanity of the

men. One of them dies from snake bite as

the result of a practical joke, but nobody

sheds any tears. Another gets himself into

trouble in a cafe, but no one tries to help

him. By the time they get to Mexico though,

Jack's toughened up. When he discovers that

Anna's been married off, he gets mean. On
the drive back he takes over when Kind is

shot in the leg by a Comanche, and works

the men mercilessly. He thinks he's a reai

cowboy, but he hasn't learned yet; Glenn

teaches him the last lesson. You'll like this

movie, which has vivid and fascinating scenes

of the real life in those wide open spaces.

—CinemaScope, Columbia.

THE QUIET AMERICAN

love and politics

Audie Murphy
Giorgia Moll

Michael Redgrave
Claude Dauphin

Kerima
The novel by Graham Greene has been

turned into a fascinating movie whose ele-

ments of suspense are heightened by excel-

lent character studies. The scene is Saigon

in 1952. Back then, Saigon belonged to France

wl-ich, with the Emperor and with aid from the

U.S.A., was fighting against the Communists.

Michael Redgrave plays an English journalist

covering the war. He is an empty man whose

values depend on their immediacy. At present

he is separated from his wife and living with

a beautiful native girl (Giorgia Moll) whom
he supposedly loves. The American is Audie

Murphy, who arrives in Saigon with great

enthusiasm for creating a Third Force in Indo-

China. Not colonialism, not Communism, but

self-determination. His ideahsm irritates Red-

grave. Not only that, Audie declares himself

in love with Giorgia and informs Redgrave

that he can give her marriage and security

and is about to start a campaign to win her.

Another kind of campaign begins in mysterious

quarters. Little by little suspicion is created in

Redgrave's mind about Murphy's political

motives; he's led to believe that Murphy is

a Communist agitator and is instrumental in

having Audie murdered. Under the relentless

inquiries of police inspector Claude Dauphin,

Redgrave realizes that insane jealousy made
a fool and a dupe of him. A wire from his

wife agreeing to a divorce is his last hope.

He pleads with Giorgia to marry him, but

—

having known real love with Audie—she re-

fuses to go back to Redgrave. It is a beauti-

fully acted, powerful film.

—

United Artists.

"I ACCUSE!"

historic trial

Jose Ferrer
Viveca Lindfors

Leo Genn
David Farrar

Emlyn Williams
The false arrest and long imprisonment of

Captain Alfred Dreyfus before the Franco-

Prussian war went down as one of the larger

scandals in French history. Here the charac-

ters and incidents are beautifully re-created

with Jose Ferrer as Dreyfus. He was a man
proud of his military career and his promo-
tion to captain. It was an unusual achievement

since, until then, there had been no Jewish

officers in the French army. Although Dreyfus

was a devoted husband to Viveca Lindfors.

he had a stiffness and reserve that put off

people. He was respected, but not very popu-

lar among his fellow officers. When it became

known that someone was spying for the Aus-

trians and that a letter signed only with the

intial 'D' was intercepted, suspicion easily fell

on Dreyfus. His court martial came at a time

when the army needed good publicity. Com-
pletely innocent, Dreyfus was publicly dis-

honored and sent into solitary confinement on

Devil's Island. His former superior officer (Leo

Genn) is the first to discover that the real

spy is a Hungarian major (Anton Walbrook),

and for his pains Genn is sent to the front

in Tunisia. It takes years before another trial

is ordered. K.vcn then Dreyfus is not exoner-

ated. nuTih pardoned, finding this injustice

completely unendur- (Continued on page 8)



From Herman Wouk s great Best-Seller...
the novel that belongs to the

young lovers of today!
Warner Bros, presents

Marjorie Morningst&r

'Marjorie, take those feelings

and put them in the bank.

Save them for the man
who'll marry you."

I've been playing your rules—
not touching you, not

touching any other girl

either. . .till Imogene."

GENE

STA RRING

NATALIE

KellyWood
CLAIRE TREVOR

ED WYNN
EVERETT SLOANE
MARTY MILNER
CAROLYN JONES

WITH
GEORGE TOBIAS • JESSE WHITE

MARTIN BALSAM • EDWARD BYRNES

IN WARNERCOLOR
SCREENPLAY BY EVERETT FREEMAN
BASED UPON A NOVEL BY HERMAN WOUK
PRODUCED BY MILTON SPERLING
DIRECTED BY IRVING RAPPER

THE NIGHT MARJORIE'S
BEST FRIEND TELLS

HER SOME HARD TRUTHS
ABOUT MARRIAGE . . .

"I married Lou because life

only lasts so long. I don't have
a wonderful lover like Noel. If I

had, I'd follow him like a dog.'

Get more out of life . Go out to a movie!



new movies

(Continued from page 6) able, he takes up the

fight again. As Emile Zola, the novelist whose
newspaper editorial / Accuse condemned the

world for allowing justice to be so miscarried,

Emlyn Williams is superb.—MGM.

CHASE A CROOKED SHADOW
Anne Baxter
Richard Todd

who's got the diamonds? ^XXn™
Faith Brook

Anne Baxter is one of those heiresses who
lives alone in an island castle off Spain and
has an air of sadness about her. Nobody loves

her but her uncle. But this movie is about her

brother. Her brother is dead; she identified

his body when he cracked up in an auto.

Imagine her surprise when her brother (Rich-

ard Todd) shows up at the villa. She rips

a diamond from her throat and flings it at

him. Take this, you imposter, she says, my
brother is dead. He laughs and pours himself

brandy. Take it easy, Anne, he says, or you'll

wind up in the hospital again; nerves, you
know. She gasps and calls the police (that's

Herbert Lom). The police arrive and get very

irritated. Richard has proper identification

papers and passport. Even the photograph up-

stairs looks like him. And he remembers all

the little things that he and Anne did to-

gether as kids. Anne is quite distraught. Next
morning, in addition to brother, there is a

new housekeeper who has a no-nonsense-or-

I'll-put-you-in-a-straitjacket air about her,

and a new butler of the skulking variety. Wait
till my uncle comes back, Anne tells them all,

I'll show you. Funny thing, when her uncle

comes back he greets Richard with affection.

Then Richard says, ij you tell me where the

diamonds are and sign this new will I'll go

away. Now we're getting somewhere. Anne's

father had a diamond mine in Africa. When
the government took over he was supposed

to make up his losses in diamonds, but the

diamonds disappeared. Brother wanted to steal

them, but Anne—who was on Dad's team

—

got there first. Too late. Dad had committed

suicide in shame. The diamonds are in Cairo

in a bank, says Anne. The diamonds are not.

They're in the beachhouse in a box. Who is in-

nocent and who is guilty ?

—

Warner Brothers.

MARK OF THE HAWK
revolt in Africa

Eartha Kitt
Sidney Poitier

Juano Hernandez
John Mclntire

Clifton Mackin
The fight for freedom has never been more

violent or chaotic than in Africa. In this story

of Africa, there's an educated young man
(Sidney Poitier) whose name means The
Hawk, which is also the symbol taken over

by the terrorists. Poitier represents the work-

ers and has just been elected to the legislative

council. The white colonists are very suspicious

of him. The African terrorists, particularly

his brother (Clifton Mackin), keep urging

him to become their leader. His wife (Eartha

Kitt) is worried that he will. Poitier's first

speech to the council asks for immediate steps

toward freedom for his people. Denied, he de-

livers a bitter, arousing report to the workers

at the mine. Among the frightened whites

is one who believes in strong arm tactics and,

anticipating a raid on his plantation, sets an

ambush. Poitier has about made up his mind
lo join the terrorists when a newly arrived

American missionary (John Mclntire) tells

him the story of his own struggle, personal

and political, against the Reds in China.

Poitier, persuaded that he is not alone in

his dreams and that he must achieve them

through the gifts of Christ—which are faith

and love—tries to stop the terrorists. He is too

late and is himself arrested as their leader. The
movie's preachy, but the words are well worth

hearing. — SuperScope, Universal-Interna-

tional.

SING, BOY, SING!

is rock 'n' roll a sin?

Tommy Sands
Lili Gentle

Edmond O'Brien
John Mclntire

Nick Adams
Even when he was a little boy Tommy

Sands had a guitar. He'd tote it to all the

revival meetings his grandpa (John Mclntire)

preached, and Tommy would sing to the sin-

ners. Edmond O'Brien, who is long on sin

but short on conscience, discovers Tommy
and proceeds to turn him into another Elvis

Presley. Considering Tommy's talent, O'Brien's

ruthlessness and press agent Jerry Paris' in-

exhaustible supply of dimes—he's always call-

ing disk jockeys for plugs—it's no wonder
that Tommy soon finds himself housed in a

fancy New York hotel with an engagement at

the Roxy, a Hollywood contract in the offing

and hordes of teenage fans down in the street

ready to march anywhere. The trouble is

Tommy's lonely. O'Brien won't let him go

anywhere lest he get a message from Grandpa

that he's headed for fire and brimstone unless

he gives up rock 'n' roll. As it happens, Grand-

pa's suffering from a heart attack in Louisiana.

Attempts to reach Tommy have been in vain,

since O'Brien intercepts all the messages.

Everybody's got to die, O'Brien says, so why
spoil Tommy's show at the Roxy? Well,

sooner or later, truth rears its head and

Tommy flies home. By this time he has a

hysterical following, a bevy of man-eating

press photographers at his heels, and a paid

companion (Nick Adams) who is a hero-

worshipping ex-soda jerk. Grandpa's last

words to Tommy threaten to blow his career

sky high.

—

20th-Fox.

BEAUTIFUL BUT DANGEROUS
Gina Lollobrigida
Vittorio Gassman

prince and opera star Robert Alda
Gino Sinimberghi

Tamara Lees
Beautiful, but dangerous—that's Robert

Alda. No, wait a minute. That's Gina Lollo-

brigida. The only thing dangerous about Rob-
ert Alda is his left eyebrow, usually raised,

and the fact, I suppose, that he's psychopathic.

This all takes place at the turn of the century.

Gina goes on for her mother in a cafe in

Rome. Her mother's an awful singer. Gina's

a wonderful singer. There's a Prince in the

audience—a true-blue, white Russian Prince

(Vittorio Gassman)—who makes everybody

listen to Gina and then drives her to the hos-

pital to see her dying mother. Well, Gina falls

in love with Vittorio and vows to become a

great singer so he'll be interested. Maestro

Robert Alda coaches her, but then he makes

passes. He gets very mad because he can't

make Gina understand she's in love with him.

Gina drops serious music for the guitar and

then she conquers Paris. After fighting a duel

—Gina fights a duel with a jealous prima don-

na—she becomes the star of the Folies-Plas-

tique where Vittorio sees her again. His noble

friends warn him she's hard to get, but he

bets his finest horse he'll win her. This trifling

with her love enrages Gina, and she disap-

pears to study singing with a famous tenor.

Next thing you know she's an opera star,

with Maestro Alda conducting. Vittorio comes
back. Go away, cad, she tells him, I'm going

to marry the tenor. Strangely enough, the

tenor gets shot dead on stage while singing

Tosca. For the next few years, Gina's under

the terrible delusion that Vittorio did it. It's

only when she goes to Moscow to sing for

the Czar that she finds out the truth about

the murder.

—

20th-Fox.

COUNT FIVE AND DIE Jeffrey Hunter
Nigel Patrick

svies snips snips' A"na Marie DmingDr
spies, spies, spies. David Kossoif

Rolf Lefebvre
During World War II the Germans knew

there was going to be a Second Front but

they didn't know where, largely because of

the efforts of Allied intelligence agents. Eng-

lishman Nigel Patrick and his American as-

sistant Jeffrey Hunter set up what look like

film offices in London. Most of the staff is

Dutch, and the plan is to leak false informa-

tion that the invasion will happen in Hol-

land. Both Patrick and Hunter know it's

a bluff, but they have a hard time getting

together anyway. Patrick's always making it

easy for the Germans to spy, and Hunter's

always lousing up the trap on the theory

that the Germans ought to work harder for

their information. Hunter falls in love with

a new radio operator, beautiful blonde Anna
Marie Duringer, who flies in from Holland

;

the staff member who flew out to be replaced

was picked up by Nazis. One night, when spies

raid the deserted offices, Hunter and Anna
Marie intercept them and she kills one

—

much to the displeasure of Patrick. When
another of the staff is picked up by Nazis

—

Patrick has them delivered in one-seater planes

—Patrick is convinced there's a spy in his

office and her name is Anna Marie. This dis-

pleases Hunter, who can hardly bring himself

to kiss her. When the child of another staff

member is kidnapped and held for informa-

tion from his father, everything begins to

fit together. What exactly fits together makes

for an exciting movie.

—

20th-Fox.

BONJOUR TRISTESSE (Columbia): Jean Seberg
is the teenage daughter of widowed French playboy
David Niven. They are devoted pals and share a gay
mad round of nightclubs—and their summer Riviera
villa—with his current love interest. Into this care-

free menage comes Deborah Kerr, a successful fash-

ion designer who really loves David and is appalled

at his influence on Jean. Jean is afraid the older

woman will destroy her indolent way of life—and so

destroys her. In color and black and white. Adapted
from Francoise Sagan's novel.

THE BRIDGE ON THE RIVER KWAI (Cinema-
Scope, Columbia): Academy Award material here.

The setting is a bleak Japanese jungle prison camp.
Alec Guinness comes marching his bloody but un-

bowed battalion into camp; they are whistling their

song of pride and resistance. Guinness is a strict be-

liever in the duties and privileges of a British officer.

Sessue Hayakawra, the camp commander, follows an
old tradition, too—that of saving face but never spar-

ing the enemy. Immediately a clash of wills sets in

which isn't resolved until almost everyone is killed.

A FAREWELL TO ARMS (CinemaScope, 20th-

Fox) : A tragic love story of World War I, starring

Rock Hudson as an American ambulance driver, and
Jennifer Jones as a British nurse. Though she loves

him passionately, she won't marry him, because wives
are not allowed at the front, and she can be with him
as a nurse. But their happiness cannot be; the birth

of their child brings no joy—only death. From Ernest
Hemingway's novel.

NO TIME FOR SERGEANTS (Warners): Andy
Griffith plays the lead in this film adaptation of the

Broadway hit which made him a star. He's the good-

hearted, patriotic hillbilly who gets drafted despite

his Pappy who's been fending off the Army with a

shotgun. But he finds he just loves the service, the

sergeant, and even makes a bang-up job of latrine

duty! When an airplane blows up, he grabs a para-

chute and Nick Adams, and they arrive almost in

time for their military funeral. The whole thing is

hilarious.



Even when it rains... you'll shine with

Permanent Weatherproof Curls

Easy as setting your hair. No rods

to wind, no resetting, no hours of

drying! Yet curls last months with

fast new PIN-QUICK.

Now! Springy, clingy, sunny-day curls, even when
it rains! Just one easy, breezy setting with new Pin-Quick

does it — gives you the soft, casual hairstyle you love. And
makes it iveatherproof— free from rainy-day droop!

No need for drying hair sprays, no nightly pin-ups!

No resetting even through day after day of damp weather.

Pin-Quick weatherproof curls last for months—stay soft, shiny,

full of life! For the one pincurl permanent that takes only

minutes, yet gives you months of shining weatherproof curls,

get new Pin-Quick by Richard Hudnut.

© 1958 Lambert-Hudnut Division, Warner-I.ambert Pharmaceutical Co.

Get Weatherproof Curls 1-2 fast!

FAST-1! Curl in minutes!
No rods! Just set pincurls,

apply Pin-Quick lotion. Then
lock curls in to last with easy
Magic Curl-Control!

FAST-2! Dry in minutes

!

So easy under a dryer. Won-
derful Pin-Quick is five times
faster than any other pincurl
wave! And no resetting!

RICHARD HUDNUT
Guaranteed faster and longer-lasting

than any other pincurl permanent.



starring in

"THE FEMALE ANIMAL"
A Universal-International Picture.

In CinemaScope.

JANE POWELL, beautiful Lustre-Creme Girl says: "Yes, I use Lustre - Creme
Shampoo! Blonde hair just has to shine and look soft. A Lustre-Creme Shampoo works

that magic for me every time." Lustre-Creme is used by the world's most glamorous

women—shouldn't you use it, too?

For the most beautiful hair

in the world

out of^ top movie stars

irse Lustre-Creme Shampoo
When Jane Powell says, "I use Lustre-

Creme Shampoo," you're listening to a girl

whose beautiful hair plays a vital part in her

glamour-career.

Your hair can have that Hollywood-lovely

look with Lustre-Creme Shampoo. Under the

spell of its lanolin-blessed lather, your hair

will shine like the stars ! Yet it's so easy-to-

manage—even right after shampooing. Waves
are smooth— curls springy.

You'll see—and he will, too—how much
lovelier your hair can look when you change

to Lustre-Creme, the shampoo of the stars!

Lanolin-blessed

creme or lotion

never dries . . .

it beautifies

Typecasting
ANDY GRIFFITH

Nobody can accuse Mervyn LeRoy of

type-casting Andy Griffith as the naive

and semi-literate Will Stockdale in No
Time For Sergeants.

In the JFarner's motion picture, Andy
has trouble filling out Air Force forms,

and reads haltingly from a primer about

Tony and his pony.

But in real life, Andy was a school

teacher until four years ago!

"I'm afraid I wasn't a good teacher,"

confessed the actor. "Though I enjoy

getting up before an audience in a play,

I was always nervous when talking to my
class. I'll never forget my first lecture to

my speech class at Goldsboro High School

in North Carolina. I was discussing the

pronunciation of the word coffee. In my
anxiety I spelled it coffie on the black-

board. I never lived it down!

"I just didn't have much talent for

teaching and I had, let us say, a disci-

pline problem. The youngsters would
laugh at my jokes but I couldn't convince

them I should be treated with respect. I'd

rarely be addressed as Mr. Griffith. It

would generally be Andy or Sport."

While still teaching Griffith made oc-

casional appearances at the little theatre

in nearby Raleigh, North Carolina. Direc-

tor Ainslie Pryor convinced Griffith he

would make a better actor than teacher.

After three years at Goldsboro High
School Griffith resigned to tour southern

cities in a series of comedy monologues.

These were to lead to the starring role

in the stage production of No Time For
Sergeants and later to the film.

Griffith receives occasional letters from
his former pupils. They still address him
as Andy or Sport, but they're also mig.ity

proud of their ex-teacher.

And what does Andy think about his

teaching?

"L with my southern accent," he ex-

plains, "was trying to teach my class to

speak without an accent. I never did suc-

ceed, but I did lose most of my own
Southern accent!"

Andy will be in No Time For Sergeants
and Onionhead for Warners.
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.axane ana Bob Wagner don't mind bucking typhoons or racing trains-as Ion* as theyVe cheer^cheek
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Natalie and Bob's honeymoon!

The latest about Rock

Debbie's baby shower

All about Geoffrey Home



louella parsons'

GOOD NEWS

Natalie and Bob's

hectic honeymoon!

12

Natalie Wood and Bob Wagner have
never made a movie that was any more
hectic than the start of their honeymoon, a
series of events that might have been scripted

under the title of The Chase or Their Stormy

Honeymoon. The latter refers to the weather,

not their emotions.

To begin at the end of an unbelievable ten

days after they eventually arrived safely at

a suite at the Waldorf Towers in New York,

Mr. and Mrs. Wagner got on the long distance

phone to tell me, "We're just now catching

our breath. You've never seen anything like

the storm that hit Florida just as we arrived

to board the boat we'd chartered for a cruise.

That's a laugh!

"Bob had gone to so much trouble to get

just the right boat and right captain to handle

it because he knew how tired I was after

Marjorie Morningstar and he wanted me to be

free of telephones and social engagements and
everything else."

"So what happens?" it was Bob on the tele-

phone now. "The worst storm to hit the Florida

coast in fifteen years blows up! They called

it a storm—ha! It was really a typhoon.

"You'll never believe what was happening

to that boat as we tried to make our way back
to port. It was pitching like a wild horse.

Dishes and glasses were crashing all over

the galley. All the furniture that wasn't nailed

down was sliding from wall to wall. It was
all but impossible for our skipper to see one

wave ahead of us. I was so worried about

Nat. It was an awful ordeal for her."

Natalie, back on the phone again, picked

up the adventure—if it can be called by such

a peaceful word, "And all the time we kept

thinking about Bob's beautiful boat at Balboa
and the wonderful summer weather they were
having in California!"

Now that the honeymooners were safe and
sound in New York, we could laugh about the

frightening experience which was actually

just a topper to the series of wild happenings

which followed Natalie and Bob since they

said "I do" at their wedding in Scottsdale,

Arizona.

They had walked out of the small chapel

where they were married to be confronted by
at least fifty fans on horseback all yelling

good wishes and pelting them with rice.

"It's a good thing somebody thought of

rice," Natalie laughed. "Bob's parents and
mine and the Richard Sales, our guests at the

wedding, had forgotten all about rice. But

not those fans. Bob said that for a minute he

thought a posse had caught up with us."

Whether the friendly but uninvited horse-

back riders had anything to do with it or not,

the result was that the brand new Mr. and
Mrs. Wagner missed their train heading for

Florida. It was just pulling out as the wed-

ding party pulled up in front of the station

in Phoenix.

And then began the wildest chase staged

since the days of the old Keystone comedies.

Luckily, the highway and the railroad tracks

are parallel, so the car could follow the

train for many miles outside Phoenix, and

with all the yelling and waving, the wedding

party was not long in attracting the attention

of the engineer.

When he saw them, he beckoned to Natalie

and Bob to stay alongside the train, indicating

that he would stop as soon as he could put

them aboard.

But that wasn't until fourteen miles later,

when they reached a crossing!

By this time everyone aboard the train was
in on the game, waving and shouting en-

couragement to the bridal party and their

friends.

"Finally the train was able to slow to a stop

and we were hustled aboard, parents and
porters and friends helping us with all of our

seventeen pieces of luggage," the newlyweds
told me.

New York proved relatively safe for them
compared to these other adventures, but it,

too, had its demands.
"Since we arrived we haven't had one min-

ute to ourselves," sighed the bride. "Every-

one has been so sweet and hospitable; what
with invitations and interviews we've been on

the go every minute.

"Bob is planning to remedy that by buying
a new automobile back here and we plan to

drive back across the country.

"And we sure are hoping this will give us a
chance to see the U.S.A.—and each other,"

she laughed.

P.S. Since I printed in my newspaper col-

umn about the young Wagners flagging down
the train, I've had many letters—one of which
is printed in The Letter Box department of

this issue—from railroad workers protesting

that this couldn't have happened.

Well, it did happen and it isn't publicity

bunk.

Ask Natalie and Bob.



All's well that ends well, say I—and as

for Natalie and Bob, they're happy as larks as

long as they're together! And they have
a solution worked out for a quiet few days!

There's no- denying Bob tried! He hired
the yacht and shopped for a crew, and
thought he had the ideal plan all worked out.
But a typhoon, or just about, nixed that!



LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued A baby shower
for Debbie

Lita Baron and Camille Williams,

Debbie's •personal secretary,

ooh and aah over the presents as

Debbie unwraps each little thing

Carrie Frances' baby brother

or sister will be using.

Quite a collection of them, too!

Can you imagine being able to hold a baby

shower luncheon in the garden of your home
in mid-/anuary? Well, that's what Rory Cal-

houn's missus did; Lita was honoring Ed-
die Fisher's missus. Debbie Reynolds.
How was it? It was beautiful with the gay

pink umbrellas and the pink table cloths.

And it was lots of fun with all the young

movie mothers and mothers-to-be. But I don't

care what anyone says, it was a little chilly.

Let the Los Angeles Chamber of Commerce
make something of that!

I sat at the table with Janet Leigh and
Ronald Reagan's wife, who expects her

baby in the late Spring. "I wish Tony and

I were expecting another one," laughed Janet,

referring, of course, to her good-looking hus-

band Tony Curtis. Mrs. Curtis just hap-

pened, however, to have the cutest picture

you ever saw of Kelly Lee Curtis tucked in

her handbag.

Dancer Marge Champion got a laugh

by saying her little boy has asked for Kelly

Curtis' hand in marriage!

"I don't know what I'm doing in this crowd,"

chuckled youthful-looking Nancy Sinatra. "My
children are about grown"—which was
stretching it a little about Nancy, Jr., seven-

teen; Frankie, Jr., fourteen, and Tina, eight.

Yvonne De Carlo and Mala Powers
both looked so young and streamlined you'd

never have known they had their babies just

weeks ago.

Of course the big event of the afternoon

was when Carrie Frances Fisher arrived gur-

gling and good natured and all done up in

pink to match the decorations on her mother

Debbie's maternity gown. What a cutie pie

Carrie Frances is, and what a happy baby.

It was on the late side when Debbie started

opening her gifts, which were piled up in the

cutest antique baby buggy. Lita had found

it, painted it white, and topped it off with a

lacy little pink umbrella. A very sweet

party.

Sheilah Madison, Guy's pretty

wife and the mother of three

youngsters herself, 'checks

on' Pat Crowley. Pat

is eagerly waiting for her first

baby—just a bit impatiently!



And here's a portrait for the family album—except
that the proud papas are missing!—

Debbie and her Carrie Frances, and Lita with

young Cindy—the tivo apples of Rory Calhoun's eye!

I so much enjoyed listening to Janet Leigh and Yvonne

DeCarlo chatter about formulas and such—just like any

two mothers the world over! It's so refreshing to see,

over and over again, how important the real things in

life are to Hollyivood's young people . . . Hollywood's 'stars.'
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PARTY
of the month

It isn't always that the most elegant party

is also the most fun. But Dana Wynter and
her handsome lawyer husband Greg Bautzer

managed to combine both elements in a for-

mal, yet very gay, party in Romanoff's Crown
Room.

A small waterfall trickled through a bank
of pink camelias in the cocktail anteroom.

Each table surrounding the dance floor held

very tall silver vases holding pink and red

flowers, almost an umbrella effect. What a
background for the beautiful gowns worn by
the ladies!

Dana, so beautiful with her dark hair and
eyes, greeted her guests in a Grecian white

satin gown with a train. Mrs. Kirk Douglas
wore a soft green dress obviously created

in Paris. Cyd Charisse, in a white model,

didn't sit at the same table with Tony Mar-
tin—but he sought her out for almost every

dance.

Rock Hudson came stag—which is cer-

tainly a waste of a good escort, if you ask

me. Mel Ferrer had a good reason for

coming by himself; Audrey Hepburn was
in Paris for the start of The Nun's Story.

Jack Benny and George Burns kept

Mary and Gracie—and everyone else with-

in ear shot—in gales of laughter with their

fast quips.

Speaking of stags, even some of the girls

came alone when their escorts were suddenly

taken down with colds or couldn't attend for

some reason, including Gia Scala and Do-
lores Michael.

Evie Johnson wore a deep green off-the-

shoulder dress studded with vari-colored

beads—and yes. Van was adorned in his

red sox with his dinner clothes!

One of the most admired women was Mrs.

Gary Cooper—with Gary, of course; she

was wearing a white and silver gown which
seemed to match her hair.

Betty Furness was with Cesar Ro-
mero—and how that boy can dance!

Kirk Douglas told me he had never

danced so much in his life, not even in Paris,

and I think many of the men present could

echo that sentiment about this beautiful and
oh-sooooo-much-fun affair.

Dana and Greg look as if they're en-

joying their party—as much as I did!
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I nominate
for stardom . .

.

. . . Geoffrey Home, the 24-year-old actor

who soars straight to the top in one per-

formance, that of the young soldier in The

Bridge On The Rivei Kwai, and holds his

own with the great Alec Guinness and Bill

Hoiden.
'. haven't had so much mail about a new

young actor since the Tab Hunter hysteria

and the Tony Perkins panic. The questions

are hot and heavy about Geoffrey: Where
did he come from? Is he married? Is he Eng-

lish or American?

All right, here goes: Geoffrey dropped by
my house when he was in Hollywood for

the premiere of Bridge and I got your an-

swers direct from him.

He is an American, although he was born

in Buenos Aires. His father, George W. Home,
was at that time an executive for Standard

Oil. His parents are divorced, his father now
living in Caracas and his mother, remarried,

making her home in Havana.

Geoffrey considers himself "almost a na-

tive" of California, having attended Stanford

University, Fresno State College and the Uni-

versity of California before he caught the

acting bug and headed East to study under

the famed Lee Strasberg at the Actors Studio

in New York. He did some stage work, but

nothing important until Bridge. *

"It's all happened pretty fast," this likable

boy told me. "I'm still on Cloud 9 over the

way I've been received by the critics and
the public in my first big role."

As for romance, he thinks right now that

he's in love with New York model Nancy
Berg, a most sophisticated young lady who
strikes me as being slightly older than Geof-

frey. He insists they are the same age. I'm

not betting on matrimony, however.

Since Bridge he's appeared in Bonjour Tris-

tesse with Deborah Kerr and David
Niven. And he may wind up with a sup-

porting Oscar this year.

I'm on my
SOAP BOX
to ask . .

.

. . . what happened to the women stars of

Hollywood last year that every single glam-

or girl in the movies fell off the list of First

10 At The Box Office—and fell with a thud,

leaving it entirely in the possession of the

males?

It was a bad, bad year for the belles. For

the first time in twenty-six years, not one

woman was on the poll conducted by The

Motion Picture Herald of American Exhibitors!

Instead, the stars who drew the most peo-

ple into the theatres during 1957 were, in

the order named:
Rock Hudson, John Wayne, Pat

Boone, Elvis Presley, Frank Sinatra,
Gary Cooper, William Hoiden, Jimmy
Stewart, Jerry Lewis, Yul Brynner.
The next question is—where were Doris

Day? Deborah Kerr? June Allyson?

Geoffrey Home gave such a

wonderful 'performance in

The Bridge on the River Kwai.

But demure little Debra Paget

doesn't leave any doubt at all

that she's not acting—it's love!

Ava Gardner? And above all, where was
Kim Novak, who in 1956 was in third spot

with the paying customers? Also, Elizabeth
Taylor in MGM's most expensive film, flain-

tree County?

You can't say that these girls didn't have

some good pictures. Doris had a click in

Pajama Game; Deborah was lovely, and won
the New York Critics Award, in Heaven Knows,

Mr. Allison; Ava had the attention-getting

The Sun Also Rises; not a great picture, but

she had a big acting opportunity. June was
attractive in My Man Godfrey, and Kim had
the publicized Jeanne Eagels and Pal Joey.

Yet none landed in the anointed circle!

The answer could be that 1957 was a year

of great war stories and Westerns, which

always give the male stars the brightest

chance to shine. Whatever the answer, the

fact remains that for the first time in over a

quarter of a century the femme stars bit the

dust.

Debra hops on the

Merry-go-round
For a girl who has always lived at home

with Mamma, and often insisted that her mater

accompany her on the few dates she ac-

cepted, Debra Paget certainly lifted Holly-

wood eyebrows when she selected five-times-

married—counting Debra—singer David Street

as her No. 1 husband.

Mr. Street has the unusual distinction of

being married to two women within six weeks!

He was divorced by Sharon Lee, wife No.

4, in Las Vegas on December 6th and married

Debra in Hollywood on January 14th! This

is pretty speedy action even in movietown.

Some wag said the something new in

Debra's marriage was her wedding ring;

and the something blue could be the lawsuit

slapped on the bridegroom by his first wife,

Mary, who claims he owes her over $4,000

in back alimony. Sharon Lee says she gave
him S3,000, which he never paid back.

If bad beginnings make for good endings,

this marriage should be a wow—maybe.

Kirk's wife
breaks the news
Anne (Mrs. Kirk) Douglas was trying

to think of a way to tactfully break the news
to her son Peter that he is going to have a
little brother or sister this summer.

"Wouldn't you like a little brother or sister

to play with?" said Anne cheerfully.

"No thank you," replied Peter, settling

that.

When old friends
meet ...
Jerry Lewis, coming face to lace with

Dean Martin at the door of the Hollywood
Brown Derby following their separate TV re-

hearsals, cracked to his former partner in a
most friendly fashion:

"You're great. How'm I?"



After the wedding? Why Jayne showed
her new husband she could rustle

up a mean omelette. Jayne scrambles

the eggs—and Mickey poured the

champagne for their wedding breakfast.

If I didn't know how much Burt Lan-
caster loves his wife, Norma—
I'd almost say he was enjoying this!

Jerry Lewis ran into his one-time

friend and partner Dean Martin.

And his greeting was priceless!

I like Jayne
Mansfield

She's as cooperative and as friendly as a
little pup. And I was quite touched when
she asked me to be her matron of honor

at her wedding to Mickey Hargitay. When
I told her circumstances prevented me from

accepting, she cried over the telephone and
said, "I look on you as my best friend in

Hollywood."

But looking back on that jammed, packed,

pushing, pulling crowd of 8,000 strong that

shoved and surged and almost broke the win-

dows of the Wayfarers Chapel in Portuguese

Bend where the wedding was held, I honestly

have to admit to a sigh of relief that I wasn't

part of it. It would have been a frightening

strain.

However, I cannot agree with some critics

who are harping that the three-ring-circus

aspect of the affair was bad publicity for

Jayne. Such a hectic wedding might be bad
publicity for some Hollywood actresses, but

not bouncy, bosomy Jayne.

Her entire career has been based on a
whoopla figure and whoopla publicity. She
isn't ever likely to give Anna Magnani a
run for an Academy Award. Jayne is a sort

of living substitute for the Petty Girl.

Who expects her to act "for real?" The more
unreal she is, the better. She's expected to

have a pink swimming pool, a leopard skin

rug in her car, mirrors in her bedroom and
gold ink in her pen—all a part of the trim-

mings of her jazzed-up stardom. She's even
expected to pick such a mate for herself as

Mr. Muscles, the former Mr. Universe, Mickey
Hargitay.

Mickey and Jayne mean no harm to any-

one—and no one should mean harm to them.

The whole story of their wedding, pictures

and all, starts on Page 36.

The latest

about Rock
These days, Rock Hudson seems kinda

down in the dumps. After spending New
Year's with his good friend Kurt Krasna and
Mrs. Krasna in New York, Rock came down
to finish up a few scenes on Twilight of the

Gods at U-I, but came down with a fever

of 103 instead.

He's miffed with his studio anyway. At

least, he's very disappointed that, as of now,

they are refusing to let him do Ben Hui at

MGM. Rock really had his heart set on this

spectacle.

What with his marriage and property set-

tlement troubles with Phyllis—well, things

just aren't going too well for Rock, except

for one bright thing: he was voted No. 1

at the Box Office—as I mention elsewhere in

this department—and that cheered him.
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Purely personal

Frank Sinatra can do the most wonder-
ful things when he's in the mood. Nancy
Sinatra's parents, Mr. and Mrs. Michael Bar-

bado, have always adored their former son-

in-law even though he and Nancy have been
divorced eight years. So when Nancy gave
a party at the Villa Capri in honor of their

50th wedding anniversary, Frank not only
joined the group but sang Anniversary Waltz
directly to his former in-laws! . .

.

Terrifying experience John Wayne's wife,

Pilar, went through when she was awakened
in the middle of the night by the barking
of her little dog—and found her bedroom in

flames! Dashing through the room to the

adjoining nursery, she rescued little Aissa
and fled to safety. The entire roof of the

house went up in flames. What made it such

a strain on her was that John was off on

location making The Barbarian. The whole

story of Pilar's bravery is told on page 2. . . .

We almost lost Red Skelton with a
frightening asthma attack. His doctor said,

"If there are ten steps to Death—Red took

nine of them." . .

.

Another hospital patient this month was
Burt Lancaster, rushed to surgery in the

middle of the night following an attack of

appendicitis. "I would have (his right in the

middle of a picture I'm financing," cracked

Burt wryly, referring to his expensive Separate

Tables production with Deborah Kerr and
Rita Hayworth

It can't be completely over romantically

between Ava Gardner and Walter Chiari.

She's plugging for him to get a role in her

next, Goya, just as hard as she did for him
to be in The Sun Also Rises.

John Wayne's wife and their baby
watched firemen working on the

ruins of their home . . . and re-

membered how close death had come.
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Not even Kim, for her perform-

ance in Pal Joey, made the Top Ten.

Eddie Fisher was so pleased at the

compliments his fan voiced— in poetry!

THE LETTER BOX:

A railroad gentleman from St. Petersburg,

Florida, who signs himself One of Your Read-
ers—But No Fool, writes: "I've never read such

bunk as your newspaper article about the

train engineer stopping to pick up Natalie
Wood and Robert Wagner in the country

alter they had missed boarding the train in

Phoenix following their wedding. I worked
on the RR as an engineer for thirty-seven

years and I know this could never happen
for anybody, including a couple of movie
stars. What's more, I suppose you'll print this

nonsense in your column in Modern Screen,

too." Honest, it really happened, Mr. Engineer.

Read more about it in my honeymoon story

on Natalie and Bob in this department this

month! . . .

Emma Adams, Detroit, asks: "How fickle

are movie fans. I was just looking over some
copies of Modern Screen of 1956 and early

1957 and there was story after story about

Tab Hunter. Lately, nothing—and all be-

cause Tab had a quarrel with his producers

and didn't make an important film for months.

Isn't there any loyalty?" Don't worry about

Tab. I've had lots of mail asking about him,

you'll be seeing him soon in Gunman's Walk,
and a story about Tab is right on page 34. . . .

"How come Kim Novak could tall from

the list of first ten at the box office when she's

had such fine acting roles, as in Pal Joey?"

postcards Emanuel Myers, New York. Pal Joey

was released late in the year, which may be

the answer. . . .

Mrs. Vera Campbell, St. Louis, has her mind
made up: "Frank Sinatra and Lauren
Bacall are not made for each other. I just did

their horoscopes and they don't jibe". . . .

Many, many letters came in with fans'

choices for the Academy Awards. Here are

some with unusual and newsworthy comment:
"I've always been under the impression that

the Oscars went to the outstanding American

actors in American films. II this is true, how
is Alec Guinness getting so many plugs

lor The Bridge On The River Kwai?" asks Mrs.

Helen Macy, Oakland, California. The actor

does not have to be an American. The pic-

ture must be American-produced, which
Bridge was. So Alec qualifies. . . .

Sarah McMasters, Dallas, believes: "If

anything keeps Marlon Brando from win-

ning an Oscar it will be that phony Southern

accent he used in Sayonara. I was born in

Kentucky and have lived in Texas fifteen

years and I've never heard such a mouthful
of mush as Marlon sprouted." Some other

fans thought it very authentic. . . .

"For the Best Actress Oscar, it will be a
tight race between Anna Magnani in Wild
Is The Wind, Deborah Kerr in Heaven
Knows, Mr. Allison and Joanne Wood-
ward in Three Faces Of Eve," is the opinion

of Evelyn Day, Buffalo. "I forecast that Mag-
nani won't win because she won so recently

for Rose Tattoo. Joanne Woodward is a new-
comer without much pull, so I see Deborah
Kerr, who is personally popular, being the

winnah!" Remember, the Awards are not sup-

posed to be popularity contests. But your
views are interesting. We'll see. . . .

Marie Mondie, President of the Fisher Cats,

sends her poem to Eddie Fisher:
E is for excellent, for all the songs you sing.

D is for delivery of your ph! so golden voice.

D is for Debbie, who for you is the right

thing.

I is for idealism, cause you're everyone's

choice.

E is for efficiency that makes you King.

F is for the fairness that's in your heart.

I is for your influence that gives others a
start.

S is for superior lor your newest song.

H is for your humor that never goes wrong.
E is for your effort as husband and singer

too.

R is for the ring with which you said 'I do.'

Thank you, Marie, I'm sure Eddie will enjoy
your poem.

That's all for now. See you next month.
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new nylon miracle

at your
fingertips

!

Now! Same look, same wear as a salon manicure!

Cutex new Nylon "Precision" Brush does thetrick!

You know all the miracles of nylon!

Now see what wonders it performs on
your fingertips. Gives nails the same
luxury look, the same lasting wear as

a professional manicure — for a frac-

tion of the cost!

New Cutex Nylon "Precision" Brush
strokes polish on perfectly, with new
smoothness, new ease. Controls polish

so there's no smearing, no "running."

Instantly, polish dries. Nails sparkle

with a flawless finish that looks and
lasts like a salon manicure

!

Get Cutex . . . it's the best at any price

!

World's largest selling manicure aids

Spillpruf too ! 35

£

matching Cutex Lipstick, 354 to 794



DISCOVERED BY PROCTER & GAMBLE

First and only permanent with
pin curl ease , rod curl strength

PIN CURLS FOR THE CROWN.

"Top hair" needs this softer

wave . . . and Lotion plus new

Liquifix give longer lasting

quality to these pin curls.

Wonderful new soft waves that last and last!

A wonderful new method, wonderful new Liquifix

It's here! The first, the only all-over permanent with

the ease and the lasting quality you've asked for. ..yet

it's so unbelievably soft and natural. That's because

new PIN-IT gives the right kind of waves for the differ-

ent areas of your hair. . .then locks in your permanent

with special lotion and new Liquifix neutralizer. Best of

all, this new Twice-a-Year PIN-IT keeps your hair just

the way you like it, from the first day to months later.

new twice-a-year

Apply Lotion and Liquifix with New Target-Point Squeeze Bottle
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1

/o/m Wayne was seven thousand miles

away the night his wife woke to the terror

of flames licking at their baby's crib . . .

3 MINUTES
IN THE

FIRES OF HELL

T^his is the story of three of the most terrible minutes

'-in a woman's life. One hundred and eighty sec-

onds of fear, pain and panic. Three moments when

love and inherent courage saved her baby's life and

her own.

It is also the story of a small, faithful dog who

showed her the way.

Pilar Wayne is a petite ('four-foot-ten), beautiful

woman. Before her marriage she was known as Pilar

Palette, and regarded as one of the most glamorous

women in South America and a Peruvian actress of

unquestionable ability.

A few years ago she met John Wayne. They fell

in love. Without hesitation Pilar gave up her career

and her country for the man she loved and became

his wife.

A year later she bore him a child, a girl, Aissa.

They lived quietly and comfortably in Encino,

a pleasant green suburb fourteen miles north of

Hollywood.

And Pilar thought, "The {Continued on page 75)



Only Louella Parsons could have gotten this story.

Lauren Bacall confesses:

THE burning romantic question of

the new year is Will Frank Sinatra

marry Lauren Bacall? I thought the

best way to get an answer was to ask

one of the interested parties.

So I said to Betty, as all her pals call

her, as straight from the shoulder as

I could shoot it, "When are you going

to marry Frank?"
And she answered, "The minute he

asks me!"—and that is as straight a

summing up of this completely fasci-

nating love story, and as honest an
answer as any glamor girl has ever

given about her love life.

It was no less than I expected from
Betty. This tall, green-eyed widow of

Humphrey Bogart doesn't know the

meaning of beating around the bush.

She is one of the most completely hon-

est human beings I have ever known,
man or woman. Another star in her
position might have said, "Oh, Frank
and I are just good friends," or

"Really, marriage hasn't crossed my
mind." But not Betty. She's not that

kind of a friend or a woman.
I must admit the occasion of our

meeting this particular evening was
a romantic one. It was the bridal

shower given by the Richard Sales for

Natalie Wood, just a few nights be-

fore Natalie and Bob were married.

Men had been invited to this shower,

YES
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too, including Bob and Frankie.

Next to the bride and groom-to-be,

the happiest and most-in-love couple

present were Betty and Frank. He
seldom left her side and he was as gay
and charming as only Frankie can be

when he is completely relaxed and
happy.

Make no mistake about this—as

much as it is being touted that Lauren
Bacall is madly in love with Frank,

he is in love with her, too, after his

fashion.

Despite this, or perhaps because of

it, they have many battles. As I write

this, Frank and Betty are having one

of their numerous 'time-out-from-ro-

mance' periods. They haven't seen one

another in a week. Some of their

friends believe they will make up^
others say this battle may be the last

one.

The way I see the future of this love

story, it resolves itself into two schools

of thought: the case for, and the case

against the marriage of Lauren Bacall

and Frank Sinatra.

Let's first take the case for their

marriage, which many of their friends

believe will take place sometime soon.

Perhaps the most important factor

is that Frank is happy with Betty.

Speaking in their own lingo, they

have a ball (Continued on page 73)





All in a day for Sandra
Dee. . . . She'll get to

studying her script—just

as soon as she listens to

these real gone rock 'n' roll

platters. Then a little time

out for gossiping on the

phone. And calisthenics are

an absolute must, ofcourse,

to keep healthy, pretty and
trim. Now let's see, where

was that new script? . . .

\V\-

Sandra
"Boys? What boys?" asks Sandra Dee with

a teasing twinkle in her round brown eyes.

"Bring them on. I'm ready, willing and able.

But," she clouds up, "there's a slight

problem : the boys I like think of me as a baby.

And the boys who like me

—

well, I look at them the same way !"

That is a problem ! And so far, Sandy Dee hasn't

figured out an answer, if indeed there is

one. Because the honey-haired, peach-melba

doll, who is Hollywood's cutest,

hottest and busiest new star, finds

herself in a curious fix : Sandy's way ahead of

j

herself—and, at the same time, she's miles behind.

She'll turn sixteen this April 23, but to

date Sandy's never had a date. She's

never been to a dance or been in love,

not even the puppy kind. She's never been kissed

by a guy who meant it—or by one who didn't,

for that matter—except for a script. She
hasn't a girl friend, except her stand-in.

She still goes to school from nine to twelve.

She can't play tennis, or any social games. She
doesn't drive a car, although she'll treat herself

to a champagne-tinted (Continued on page 5U)

This isn't an apple a day to

keep the doctor away—it's San-

dy's favorite treat: a raw
onion ! Another treat for this

busy miss is cooking—and even

her mother admits she's darn

good! Darn good, too, at wear-

ing pretty clothes. Here's a pose

from her old modeling days.





People were staring.

Some in shock. Some in

disbelief.

"The nerve!" buzzed an
elderly lady to a companion.

"Her poor husband!"

"Incredible!" gasped a

disbelieving woman to her

escort. "I wonder if his wife

knows."

"But here in public," said

another, "in a restaurant!

Haven't they read about them-
selves in the papers? And
bringing the children!"

Jeff Chandler and Esther

Williams, the subjects of the

whispered criticisms, neither

heard nor cared. They were too

busy enjoying each other's

company and the happy chatter

of their children seated

around the table; Jeff's oldest,

Jamie, 10, and Esther's

Benjie, 8, and Kimmie, 7. And
Jeff and Esther knew, too,

that—no matter what the papers
and the gossips said

—

there

ivas nothing tvrong in two
friends, good friends, taking

their children out to dinner!

But the incident may go down
as the most expensive family

dinner in the history of

Hollywood marriages.

Five days later, Jeff's wife
Marjorie filed suit for divorce,

charging her husband with
"mental cruelty" and asking

$5,000 monthly alimony plus

$1,500 per month for child

support. It wasn't the first time
Marge had sought her

freedom. In 1955 she obtained

a decree, but the Chandlers

reconciled before it became
final a (Continued on page 70)

Jeff tells the

TRUTH
about his divorce..

.

and ESTHER WILLIAMS

In Italy, Esther and Jeff found

a rare thing—moments when they

could laugh, moments when they

could forget the heavy burden of

unhappiness that each carried. . . .
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fore we were married. This is not true."

And true it isn't. Anybody who knew
the Pierangelis back then, right after

Mama and her three daughters arrived

from Italy, remembers that the Pierangeli

house was always open to any of the girls'

friends. And Vic was originally a friend

of both Mrs. Pierangeli's beautiful twin

daughters, Pier and Marisa.

"Their mother was especially fond of

Vic," remembers a friend of one of the girls.

"Of course, she's a very warm-hearted and
friendly woman and for a while there I'd

say she entertained and fed half the young
people in Hollywood. But Vic she seemed
to like especially. He was of Italian blood,

for one thing. He had a nice sense of

humor, for another. And he'd sit around
for hours, relaxed, singing those beautiful

Neapolitan songs Mrs. Pierangeli likes so

much. And he had (Continued on page 78)

This is a happy story that almost

wasn't. It concerns three people

—

a young wife, a young husband and
the young wife's mother. They are all good
people—honest, God-fearing, happy, full

of love. But for a while all three lived on
the brink of unhappiness and the love be-

tween the young couple and the mother
seemed doomed.

The people we refer to are Pier Angeli,

Vic Damone and Mrs. Enrica Pierangeli,

Pier's mother.

Most of you know of 'some trouble' be-

tween them three-and-a-half years ago,

when Pier and Vic were first married.

Few of you know of what has happened
since, of how the trouble has been ironed

out.

Here, for the first time, is that story. . .

.

"There are people," Pier will tell you,

"who say that Mama did not like Vic be-
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Hollywood's crack reporter, Mike Connolly, puts—

johnny on the spot!
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Can't live with him

"I love him/'

her heart sang— and

Peggy King had

no warning of the years

of despair her

love would bring her

It
was Andre Previn on the other end of the

phone.

"Peggy," he said in that quick way of his,

"there's a preview at Grauman's Chinese tonight.

It's a big one. How about it. Will you go with me?
There was a long silence while Peggy King sat

there, a little girl in a big chair, carefully think-

ing. Just hearing his voice on the phone again

was exciting.

But was it worth it?

They'd had one brief romance.

Then they'd quarrelled.

Soon afterwards both had married others. Nei-

ther marriage took. Now she was getting a di-

vorce, and he was separated from his wife. . . .

Then, just a little while ago, they'd accidentally

seen each other while playing nightclub engage-

ments in San Francisco. (Continued on page 56)
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by Tab Hunter as told to Marcia Borie

T loved Etchika-

X why couldn't they

leave us alone?
I'm fickle, according to the magazines.

I'm a dance-them-romance-them Casanova

who changes girl friends like people empty

ashtrays, casually and often. Well, don't

you believe it! For years now I've been re-

ported madly in love with a succession of

starlets, stars and beauties of all sizes,

shapes and ages. But, honestly, despite

what you may have read, I've only been

in love once—only been close to marriage
once.

And that time—when I really loved the

girl—all the publicity about it killed any-

thing that might have come of our love.

I'm not denying that I've dated quite a

bit, but going out with a girl a few times

is a far cry from the serious romance

you'd read about! I suppose I could sum
it all up by saying that in the majority of

cases the publicity about my dates has

usually outlived the actual relationship by

at least six months!

And if that seems hard to believe—well,

this is what happens over and over again.

I go to a premiere, and maybe dinner

afterwards. The photographers snap away
at me and whoever happens to be my date.

In some cases, it might have even been our

first date.

But then, for six months afterward, those

same pictures, taken during one evening,

circulate and keep appearing over and

over again until it seems like a big, steady

romance. Usually, by the time the pic-

tures finish making the rounds, the girl is

engaged to someone else! But even that

doesn't make any difference ! All that hap-

pens is that the caption is changed to:

Here's Tab with the ex-love of his life,

Jane Doakes. a short time ago, inti-

mates thought they'd wed, but the
whole thing is. strictly just friend-

SHIP. So, in the course of six months, Jane

Doakes and I, who maybe only had one or

two dates, were in dozens of magazines and
papers and our relationship had run the

gamut from steady daters to mere friends

!

I hope I don't sound like I'm making a

federal case of this. I'm merely trying to

give you my side of the situation. That's

why I was happy when the editors of

Modern Screen asked me to sound off

about publicity . and romance and what
effect I think it has had on me, person-

ally. So, here's the straight scoop about

me and my love life.

First Of all, don't get me wrong. This

isn't an all-out (Continued on page 76)
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by May Mann

In the thrill and excitement of her wedding

there were some startling

thoughts on Jayne Mansfield's mind:

/ wish I could

have worn white

at my wedding

There is only one thing I wonder
about," Jayne confided to me a couple

of weeks before her marriage, "my wed-
ding gown. I always wanted to wear white

at my wedding. The veil and the train and

the orange blossoms. But I know that is

impossible."

Jayne's studio, 20th Century-Fox, had

offered to give her the beautiful white wed-

ding dress she wore in her picture The
Girl Can't Help It. "I only had it on about

three minutes before the cameras," Jayne
said. "But I don't want to do anything in-

correct. I want everything to be right."

Jane realized that orange blossoms and

white are the symbols of purity for a

bride, and as everyone knows Jayne was
married once before, when she was sixteen.

"We were school kids," Jayne recalled.

"It was one of those rushed affairs, so I

didn't get to wear white then, either. It

took place on January 28, 1950, and we
just decided to get married and eloped. We
came home and told my parents, and of

course they were very disappointed be-

cause they wanted a formal wedding for

me. Three months later they had us go

through the ceremony again in the Baptist

church at Fort Worth, Texas. I wore my
high school graduation dress, and I wore

an orchid corsage. It was all such a mis-

take—all of it. Except Jayne Marie. It was
meant to be, or I would never have had my
precious little daughter. She is such a joy,

and she adores Mickey. And Mickey adores

her. In fact when I first met Mickey he

told us that he had a little girl by a pre-

vious marriage, Tina Marie, the same age

as my Jayne Marie. When we marry we
hope our two little girls will become real

sisters. And of course, we hope for a baby
of our own and more.

"I want my wedding to be sacred and
very intimate," Jayne continued. "This is

one thing that is for me and Mickey alone.

It is for my husband and myself. And," she

added, "for those closest to us, who love us

and want to share our happiness!"

But small and intimate the wedding was
not destined to be!

The girl just can't help it. Everywhere
she goes, every move she makes—photog-
raphers appear, writers arrive. And Jayne
admits, she's delighted ! "They are so won-
derful to me. I love them all," she says. "I

love everyone and I am truly so grateful."

She does, and she is!

I thought of Jayne's words as she walked

down the aisle of the pretty little glass

church at (Story continued on page iO)



JAYNE MANSFIELD continued

This wasn't the

wedding of

ABOVE Ooh's and aah's greet each

gift at Jayne's shower, while guests

Maureen O'Hara, Marie Windsor
and Marilyn Maxwell applaud.

RIGHT Jayne and Mickey get last-

minute instructions from their min-

ister on where to stand and what to

say during the ceremony. They
learned their roles perfectly, as

everyone at the wedding can testify!

'In the presence of God," begins the minister And Jayne and Mickey take their voios.

FAR LEFT "The groom may
kiss the bride"—and Mickey's

lips touch the lips of his wife.

LEFT Mr. and Mrs. Hargitay

pose for their official wedding

picture. Jayne had a penny in

her shoe from her mother for

"something borrowed," a satin

jeweled wedding garter was
blue, a treasured pink lace

handkerchief she's had for

years was "something old"—

and everything else ivas new.



my dreams... it was better



JAYNE MANSFIELD continued

and Jayne Marie—

look what I've

got for youlf

... a brand-new, wonderful

daddy—and he loves you as

much as I do! Jayne and
Mickey, just back from
their honeymoon, rush to

kiss and hug the little girl

who's been zvaiting for

them, and hoping that some
day, she'll have a brother

or sister to play with, too.

(Story continued from page 37)

Palos Verdes. A vision in pink, she was a radiant bride,

loving and beloved. And I am sure that everyone, who
had been any part of that wedding or the preceding

two weeks of preparations, felt the sweetness and the

rightness of this marriage for Jayne!

We had talked about Jayne's small intimate wedding
two weeks before, when we met to plan the bridal

shower I had promised to give her. And I found myself

for the following two weeks, right up to and including

the ceremony—with Jayne and Mickey. All the world

loves lovers—and there has never been more excitement

in Hollywood than that attending the union of these

two.

But fourteen days before the wedding, Jayne said to

me, "Mickey and I once found a little church, a little

glass church by the side of the road at Palos Verdes

over-looking the Pacific Ocean. Of course, we go to our

own church here, but this is away from Hollywood. It

is an hour's drive down the coast highway. There we
can have a quiet ceremony. One I have always dreamed
of. I have pictured it since I was a little girl. At first

I visualized a big church wedding—walking down the

aisle on the arm of my father to 'my own prince charm-

ing.' But now with a career (Continued on page 80)



YTfant to know how to go over with the boys?W What better way than to get it straight from
the guys themselves ! Let's eavesdrop as they sound
off on what gets them about a girl . . . and what
leaves them cold. How do they really feel about
girls who give freely with the good-night kisses,

and the girls who hold back? Are they flattered

—

or do they run the other way !—when a girl phones
them? And what makes them flip most in a girl's

get-up?

We cornered four of Hollywood's most girl-wise
guys—Tommy Sands, Tony Perkins, Nick Adams
and Hugh O'Brian. And here—on the next four pages
—is what they think, straight from the shoulder:

modern screen's

board of

bachelor experts . .

.

TOMMY SANDS TONY PERKINS HUGH O'BRIAN NICK ADAMS

. . .answer our readers'

questions on

what guys go for

in gals
>
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what guys go for in gals
continued

What about

the goodnight kiss

and more?

Doin' what comes naturally, that's what Tommy and Molly like.

tommy Yes, on the goodnight

kiss, if it's a spontaneous gesture, not a

mental one. If you both fall into it with no

embarrassing pauses and it seems chemical-

ly right, go right ahead. The type of girl

who thinks she's involved if she kisses a

boy is silly. A casual kiss doesn't mean a

relinquishment of virtue. It's pretty much
what a handshake used to be—only nicer.

Some girls think they have to kiss every

guy on the first date in order to get a re-

turn engagement, and on that theory kiss

every boy. I say, kiss when you mean it!

tony Most fellows take their cue

from the girl. If she creates the impression

that she's a ball of fire, he's going to try

to kiss and neck. If she acts as though she

places a value on herself, he's not going to

attempt a wrestling act. The goodnight kiss

on a first date is fine if it's a light, affec-

tionate peck that seems to say, "I like you.

You've been swell." But if you want to con-

trol an over-ardent Romeo on a first date,

avoid the parking-in-the-car or sofa bit.

However, she should be cute or sweet about

it. Don't treat him as though he's the ghost

of Frankenstein. Guys have feelings, too.

hugh a lot happens during the

evening, and if by the end of the evening-

even on a first date—you feel like old and

good friends, and if there's warmth and

tenderness, what could be more natural than

to kiss him? It takes just as much guts

for a fellow to make the first step to kiss

her as it does for the girl to respond. A
goodnight kiss is one of those nice things

that caps a good date. I feel there are one

of three ways to end the evening : the "Let's

be friends" line—with a smile; a kiss with
warmth and feeling ; or a light, friendly kiss.

nick If you feel natural about it,

kiss him. If not, don't. I think a girl should

start worrying if a guy doesn't want to kiss

her. When I take a girl home at night and
she seems lovable, my urge is to kiss her,

and I do. It doesn't matter if it's the first

date or not. It all depends upon the feeling

generated during the evening. If the two
of you have hit it off, why not let him
know you like him? You can't maneuver all

the plays in the game, otherwise you ruin

the fun. And I don't think a girl should
take the attitude that she's been insulted!



Should she

play

hard-to-get?

hugh Yes. I think there's nothing

more beautiful than a girl who is pretty

special. A fellow likes to feel that a girl

isn't going around dating and kissing

everyone. If she gives him the impression

that she's exclusive, he'll try doubly hard

to beat a path to her door. I would, anyway.

As for playing hard-to-get about last-min-

ute dates, if a man makes a habit of calling

at the last-minute and treating her like

Good Old Bess, she'd be smart to say she's

busy. Let him think he has to work a little

to get you. But do it cleverly : act interested

!

tony No. Why all the tricks? Life's

too short. However, I like a girl who stands

up for herself and isn't a doormat. If she

doesn't like a fellow's habit of calling her

at the last minute, she should tell him off.

But that doesn't mean she should turn down
every last minute date. She'll miss a lot of

fun if she does. I happen to be pretty much
of a last-minute man myself. I get pretty

annoyed at a girl who makes me feel that

she has to be booked far in advance. A fel-

low thinks a girl has a sense of fun if she

falls in with his spur-of-the-moment plan.

some extent, yes. Keep a

little something from the man—he'll always

want more. And don't be obvious. Be nat-

ural—don't throw all the tricks at him at

once. Let him know that even though you
can't get together this time, you want to

see him another night. It's intriguing to a

guy if there's a little suspense. It enhances
a girl's value if she's not taken for granted.

But don't make it a pat policy to refuse

last-minute dates, or you'll be turning down
a lot of fun. There's many a night when
I suddenly get the impulse to go out, and
I like a girl who'll go along with me on it.

Hugh has his own ideas about dealing with hard-to-get girls.

nick No. Dating a fellow should be

fun, not a calculated chess move. Why does

a girl feel that she has to surround her-

self with a continual aura of popularity?

A man is flattered if a girl acts as though

she's glad to go out with him. A girl needn't

feel self-conscious if she's available that

same night. He won't, get the impression

that she's a leftover unless she makes an

issue of it. In fact, it becomes pretty an-

noying at times if he gets the impression

that he has to beat off a dozen other guys
to get to her. But if she thinks she's be-

ing taken advantage of, that's another
story. She should assert her independence. continued

43

4



what guys go for in gals
continued

What does

your dream girl

wear on dates?

Tony's pretty sharp about what's sharp, thinks Elaine Aiken. . .

.

tony Anything that looks young and

gay. I can't stand clothes that a girl has to

tug at. I like the kind of outfits that are so

right on her I'm not even conscious of what

she's wearing. And I go for those sports-car

kind of clothes—like things with hoods on

them. For the evening, either all-black or

all-white is my idea of looking sharp. And
I like lots of shoulders showing at night.

After all, if a girl is attractive, and looks

it when she's dressed up—what fellow

doesn't like her looking her sharpest when
he's out with her? So lots of shoulders!

hugh White—the real crisp kind—

arouncTLhe neck
;
smart, well-tailored suits

;

bare shoulders in evening clothes and gowns
that show up a waistline. Certain girls with

certain legs look terrific in Bermudas, but

if a girl doesn't have those legs she just

shouldn't. I like slacks but only if they're

sharp and slim like exclamation points. If

she must wear a hat, make it small and

cute, not something that looks like a walk-

ing TV antenna. And plenty of sweaters,

shirts, skirts and wide leather-belt things.

With that kind of taste, any girl looks fine

!

tommy Either something very

dressy, or very sporty and casual. In sports

clothes, I go for sweaters and skirts that

have a bright scarf or a big chunk of gold

jewelry. I think girls who wear pedal push-

ers look real cute, and blue jeans are fine,

on occasion—Molly Bee wears them when
we go horseback riding or loafing—but I

like the way she wears them, with a sharp

white cotton shirt and none of this Sloppy

Joe type of shirt. I don't go for hats at all.

I like shiny hair that looks as though it's

just been brushed a hundred strokes!

nick Anything that's casual . . .

cotton blouses with necks like a boy's shirt

and rolled-up sleeves, and if it's got a big

monogram so much the better. I like the

kind of dresses that are real tight at the

waist and bounce out so that I want to put

my arms around her. And I really dig those

tight slacks that make her look all legs. I

also go for those ballet slipper kind of shoes,

provided she walks like a girl in them, not

like a wrestler. After all, a girl should

look like a girl all the time—and the way
to do that is to remember a feminine touch.



When Nick takes a gal out, he'd like her to remember who 'brung' her.

What do you wish

a girl wouldn't do?

nick Look all around the room when

she's with me, as though she's trying to do

better ... or talk about other guys when
I'm trying my darndest to make an im-

pression on her. I'm also bugged by the sad

sacks who go into a long discussion of their

problems. It makes me think of mine all

over again. When I'm with a girl I like to

forget everything and live it up. I'm always

frightened away when a girl talks about

home and babies on the first date. After all,

I'd like to get to know a girl—a little !—before

I start thinking of making her my wife.

purse when it falls on the floor. A man
likes to act like a gentleman, if given the

chance. And he likes a girl who lets him!

tommy Insist upon knowing

weeks in advance exactly where we're going.

She makes a date seem as deadly as writing

a will. A guy likes to move on impulses.

And another thing that jars me is watch-

ing a girl start one cigarette with the butt

of another. It's bad enough for a girl to

chain-smoke—she could pause between puffs

!

hugh Wear such heavy make-up that

her face seems buried under layers of the

stuff. I like it on the eyes and on the lips,

but not to be apparent anywhere else. As
for that pale lipstick that makes a girl look

like a ghost with sunburn—why? Another
gripe: girls with hair-dos that are so loose

they have to constantly flip their heads like

a stallion to get the hair out of their eyes.

And I wish certain eager-beaver girls

wouldn't always be in such a hurry to do

things for themselves, like open car doors,

light their own cigarettes or pick up a

tony Stare continually in the mirror

when she's out with me. I go for the girl

who, once she's made up, forgets about her

face and looks at mine as though she cares.

And I can't stand it when a girl whips out

an 18-inch comb in public and goes through

a complete convulsion to give herself a new
haircomb. And a whole new make-up job

while we're sitting at the table. Sometimes it

almost seems as if she likes her coffee

sprinkled with face powder! Another thing

I can do without is a strap adjuster. Besides,

I think a falling shoulder strap is kinda cute

!

(Continued on page 68)
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"My brother is my idea of what a man should be. . . .

// / could be like him in any way, I would be a lot

better off as a human being'."—Richard Egan

Mr. and Mrs. Egan sat back on the couch and smiled.

The neighbor woman, sitting between them, was
a little confused.

"Now watch," said the Egans' oldest boy, Will—all of

four years old—who'd just called them in from the

kitchen where they were having coffee, "—watch and

see how Richie is going to walk."

Richard Egan, ten months old, sitting square on the

living room floor of his folks' modest San Francisco

home, looked up at his big brother and gurgled some-

thing.

"All right, Richie—don't worry," Will said, under-

standing. "I told you that some day you could walk,

and today's the day you can do it."

Baby Richard gurgled something again.

"Never mind," Will said, lifting Richard and helping

him to his pudgy little feet.

The neighbor woman sat forward. "You mean," she

asked, incredulous, "that it's up to Willis to decide

whether or not his brother is ready to walk?"

Mrs. Egan nodded. "And don't be surprised if Richie

does," she said. "There's something between these two

boys, something the likes of (Continued on page 64)

sto ^ir
GOD
SPOKE TO ME
THROUGH
MY BROTHER

The world knows him as

Father Willis.

Richard Egan knows him
as the brother

who taught him to be

a man. . . .
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I'LL

NEVER MARRY
AGAIN!

by Venetia Stevenson as told to Jane Williams

T am never going to get married again. I mean that.

I know I'm only nineteen, and you may think I feel that way now, because of my
heartbreaking marriage to Russ Tamblyn.

But it's more than that.
,

I know myself. I know I'd be happier if I could kid myself into hopes of an idealistic

marriage. But I have no such hopes.

That's why I know I'll never get married again. For a lot of reasons. . . .

First of all, I guess it's because I know few couples I consider happily married. And

I know lots of married couples. Maybe it's the group I go around with that makes me
feel that way, but I don't think so. I have friends who are married and not planning

a divorce. But it seems to me that if they continue to live together one of them is just

going to give in more and more—just to keep peace in the family—until that one is com-

pletely henpecked!

That's one type of marriage I see around me.

Even sadder to me is to see two genuinely wonderful people, (Continued on page 83)

( Left) Anna Lee, Venetia's mother, with her second hus-

band. Some of Venetians determination never to marry

again stems from memories of her parents' marriage.

(Below) Tony Perkins is just one of a dozen fasci-

nating dates who keep Venetia from ever feeling lonely.





At home in Monaco, Rainier-

like any man—is at his office

all day, and Grace more and
more is assuming her neces-

sary official duties. They are

with their baby in the morn-
ing, and they see her at

noon, bathe her and put her

to sleep in the evenings. But
there is so seldom a whole
day in the nursery, and sweet

little Caroline is just at that

age when she's learning so

many new things to de-.

light Mommy and Daddy. In
Switzerland, though, they
would have time for that. . . .

And eagerly they planned
their escape from the palace.

GRACE and the PRINCE

ESCAPE

They took a chauffeur—but only to take care of the car when the Grimaldis
weren't in it! On the road to Switzerland the chauffeur sat in the back seat

while Rainier drove and Grace held the map and looked for the road signs.

At U'-SO in the afternoon, they arrived. And then began the most precious

moments of all, the times Caroline laughed in their arms and took her first

steps and her first tumbles on the grass of the farm high in the mountains.
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There have been any number
of official honeymoons for

Rainier and Grace Grimaldi,

that nice young married couple

in Monaco. There was the first

one, aboard Rainier's yacht,

right after the wedding. And
then there was the trip to

Philadelphia to see Grace's

parents, and to London to visit

their royal relative, Elizabeth

II, and to Rome to their spirit-

ual father, the Pope. In a way,

the whole first year of Grace's

marriage was a honeymoon—
a private kind of time. She and
Rainier didn't exactly neglect

their official duties—but people

were kind about letting them
wiggle out of a few hospital

openings, speech makings, pub-
lic dinners. Grace was a bride,

in love with her husband, need-

ing time and privacy to learn

to know him well. For royalty,

they had a lot of time to them-
selves. But that was last year.

From now on, there will be less

and less time alone for Grace
and her husband. But even a

princess and the mother of two
royal youngsters—their second

child was just weeks away!—
can yearn for a last honey-

moon. That's why Rainier

and Grace announced suddenly

that they were going

'somewhere in Switzerland'

for a few weeks. They weren't

too specific about where, for

this was no official visit. This

was—their last honeymoon.

continued
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GRACE
and the

PRINCE
continued

On their first trip into town they asked where they

could find a Catholic Church. Grace wore the black lace

scarf she wore for her audience with the Pope—which

she now treasures as her most precious possession.

In a simple farmhouse

high in the Swiss Alps

the Grimaldi family

find their most

precious moments

The farmhouse had wood paneling and

cotton curtains and rag rugs on the

floor. It was no place for a ball gown
or a full-dress uniform. Grace climbed

into maternity slacks and Rainier

threw away his shaving brushes, and

their only contact with the outside

world was the overseas edition of The

Herald Tribune—and the market where

Grace, her hair in pincurls, shopped.

Above: Then, too soon, it was the night before Grace and

her husband went home. Grace put on a skirt, and Rainier

knotted a tie below his proud new beard. They drove down to

the village for dinner. With no one to stare, they ate, danced

. . . dawdled over their coffee, for tomorrow they would be

home and Rainier's beard would come off—in the interests of

propriety—and Grace's slacks would go back into the closet.

But the memories would stay, held together by love. . . .
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hi, I'm sandra dee

(Continued from page 25) Thunderbird
this month as a birthday present. She gets
woozy lighting her mother's cigarettes, and
at studio parties—with Mama by her side
—she sips tomato juice guiltily, afraid
someone will think she's sneaking a
Bloody Mary!
Yet in the past few months, Sandy has

made four hit pictures, with two sexy
roles—the last one shot in Paris—and
earned herself $1,000 a week, which, by
the way, is a comedown for her. Before she
was coaxed out to Hollywood, Sandra Dee
often collected $2,000—as the top young
photographic model in the world. In one
way that was great. It aimed her at Holly-
wood—without an acting lesson in her life.

But in another way, that was the trouble.

Sandra Dee is a glamour girl who turned
her back on her teens. It wasn't all her
fault. . . .

The cost of glamour

She has a face just about as perfect as

can be, poise, sex appeal and charm. The
result? Well, it has cost her the normal
boy-girl experiences, adolescent adven-
tures, and adjustments for womanhood
which most people consider mighty im-
portant. Sandy's glamour made her Mama's
pride and Daddy's darling. It made her
sophisticated far beyond her years. It made
her easy in the company of adults . . . and
awkward with her own age group. It also

made Sandy so frantically busy that she's

never been able to stop, go back and catch

up on what she skipped. And it still does.

A while back, for example, Tommy Sands
called U-I producer Ross Hunter. He knew
that Ross brought Sandy out to Hollywood.
Obviously, he was the man with the power.
"Can you give me Sandra Dee's phone
number?" he begged.
"Nothing doing!" barked Hunter. "She's

working tomorrow!"
"I guess," sighed Sandy when she heard,

"Tommy just called the wrong man!"
Maybe fate has called the wrong turn

for pretty, puzzled Sandra Dee—there's

already a hint of rebelliousness when
Sandy declares, "I won't get involved in all

this at the cost of my happiness, don't you
worry. All I really want to do is get mar-
ried and have a lot of kids—no later than
twenty-two. When I do, I'll quit."

But Sandy Dee is pretty deeply involved

right now. And to marry, you first have
to fall in love. Up until now things have
whirled so fast for Sandy that she hasn't

had time to look around her for that. On
the other hand, she's been stared at with
rapture by somebody or other ever since

she made her birthday bow in Jersey City,

N. J.

Her nineteen-year-old Slavic mother,

Marie, named her Alexandra. When Sandy
was still a baby, Marie divorced her hus-
band and, from then on, as she says simply,

"Sandra was my whole life."

The doting relatives

At her grandmother's big house on Ave-
nue A, Alexandra was scrubbed, brushed,

curled and primped in ruffles and laces

four times a day. With a granny, aunts and
a doting mother to sew pretties and fuss

over her, actually Sandra was a kiddie

fashion model almost before she could

walk. For Marie, this was an understand-

able indulgence. "I had always dreamed
of having a beautiful baby doll of my own,"

she explains, unashamed, "and now I had
one. I couldn't resist dressing her up."

But for Sandy the treatment got a little

thick at times. "I couldn't eat a cookie,"

she recalls, "without changing my dress."

The fear that gripped Marie's heart was
that somehow her treasure would be

marred or even taken from her. So Sandra
led a cotton-batting existence. She couldn't

shinny up a tree but that Mama snatched
her down in horror. Playmates were re-
stricted, lest she catch some dread germ.
Actually, despite her hothouse treatment,
Sandy was as hardy as a weed. Once,
marching with some kids, she kicked
through a glass door and cut her knee—

a

family crisis—and she still has the scar.

But in all her girlhood they called in a doc-
tor only three times—for measles, mumps
and chicken pox.

"I had a ball"

It was Sandra's mom who wept when
finally she led her off to kindergarden

—

not Sandy. "I couldn't understand it," she
remembers. "All the other kids were bawl-
ing for their mamas, until the teachers had
to pull down the window shades so they
couldn't see them. Me, I was laughing with
joy. I grabbed the records and started

them, dug into the finger paints and danced
around the room free as a bird for once.

I had a ball."

But her mother came to lead her home
by the hand, and pretty soon she was
helping the teacher play records—to keep
an eye on her daughter. And who was
Queen of the May in kindergarden, also

teacher's pet?—Why Alexandra, of course.

Although she lived barely two blocks

from school, never did Sandy trudge alone,
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or come home by herself. That chaper-

onage kept up into the grades. "I was nine

years old," admits Sandra Dee, "before I

was allowed to cross a street by myself."

What finally helped shake Sandra loose

was what has brought her all the fantastic

bounties in her young life—her own lus-

cious beauty and bright, irresistible bounce.

Although Sandy's great grandmother
had been born in Bayonne, and everyone

since, Marie's clan was of Russian ex-

traction, as her father was, too. So, they

worshipped in the local Greek Orthodox
church. One night, they held a charity

raffle and, naturally, Sandra was the cutie

picked to pull out the winning numbers.

One was held by a wealthy real estate

operator named Eugene Douvan, who had
just given a sizable donation to the

church.

"A million dollars for the little girl"

Douvan declined the prize, "But," he

announced, "I'll bid a million dollars for

the little girl!" And he wasn't kidding too

much, as things turned out. A little later

when Marie needed a job, the pastor in-

troduced her to Eugene and she went to

work as his secretary. Pretty soon she

married him. For a long time he used to

tease Marie, "I really only married you to

get Sandra!" That was a gag, of course.

Marie Douvan is a pert, pretty, twinkly- i

eyed woman who today, at 34, looks more •

like Sandy's big sis than her mother. But
p

there's no doubt that from the minute he |l

spied her, he worshipped his stepdaughter,
f(

too—and vice versa. "In a lot of ways," s

admits Sandra, "I was closer to him than
I was to my mother.
"They took me everywhere with them," 1

Sandy remembers happily, "even on their -

honeymoon."
After that they moved from Bayonne «

into an apartment on East 55th Street that 9

Douvan owned, and, at six, Sandra plunged i

into the life of a Manhattan kiddie sophis- 9

ticate. N

When her parents took in the new Broad-
way shows, Sandy trotted right along, t

dolled out in a coat with ermine cuffs, P

collar and topped by an ermine hat. When i

they dined out—as they did almost every S

night—at the Colony, Le Pavilion or Gal- t

lagher's, she was there in a custom sewn B

dress, greeting the headwaiter familiarly

and using the right fork with no qualms. !

For lunch at 21, little Miss Douvan peeled r

off her white gloves and smoothed her R

long hair confidently, as she ordered her t

sole Marguery or sometimes crepes suz-
f

ettes—but with milk, please.

"I even developed a sort of cafe-English 1

accent; I never knew exactly how," puzzles &

Sandy. Maybe it was talking to all those ,

snooty headwaiters.
At any rate, Sandra Douvan loved every b

minute of her precocious high life. There's t

no doubt too, that it gave her a poise and •

polish which later made big league model- 1

ing, tv and movies push-overs for her. But
when she was eight, the picture changed.

|

A more normal life x

One day, Daddy Douvan drove his girls
g

out to Long Island to look over an air-
|

plane hanger he owned. He spied a house k

in Freeport and bought it. They moved 9

right out. A more normal, suburban life J

and public school, the Douvans decided,
|

was just the ticket for Sandra. Well, it
|

was and it wasn't.

Sandra had no idea how to make friends. ll

And she arrived at Roosevelt school 1

weighted with other handicaps. To the !

kids there, her sophistication was only

ridic. They howled when she started to
]

read in the high toned accent, stepped on
her polished shoes and tossed dirt on her

custom frocks. One girl who sat behind
|

her took to daubing her back daily with
f

ink. The shiny Cad that dropped her off

each morning drew jeers. Baffled, Sandra
J

kept the rougher details from her mother, W

and decided to lick her own problem. "But '

first I knew," she says, "that I sure had 1

to change my style!" !j

Her mother was shocked when she '-

begged for blue jeans and plaids and *

insisted on walking alone to school. But p

she bulled it through rebelliously and 1

things immediately improved. Luckily, too,

Sandy could turn on her fatal charm with

talent. She'd had dancing lessons, so she

worked up a tap number to Sioux City

Sue that wowed the classmates. It got so

the principal used to call on her to dance

and sing when things were dragging. She
also played the lead in a school play, 1

Paddy O'Neal.

By the time she hit eighth grade, Sandy
Douvan was popping her bubble gum with
confidence. She was president of her class, ,

sat on the student council and sang with

the glee club. She had two girl friends,
j

"close as Bobbsey Twins." Often it took

her from 3 to 6 o'clock to straggle home,
what with cokes and boys and things to

y
delay her.

"I had more boy friends than I have
now," grins Sandy ruefully, "which is none. I

In fact, I was a big flirt in school, very

big—a real butterfly. The teacher started r



writing notes home because I jabbered
so much in class." One boy named
Pouglas gave her an I.D. bracelet and
asked her to go steady. Sandy took it

home and mulled over the offer. "But
the next day I gave it back," she reports.

"I figured I'd just knock myself out of

a lot of good times."

What ended the good times, and
Sandy's rebellion, too, was a move back

|
to the city when she was twelve, and
what happened soon after.

For a few months Sandy went to P.S.

69 near the hotel they parked in, long
enough to flunk sewing—she was pretty
good in everything else—and that was
an ironical twist. Because fashions and
fittings and clothes and dress trinkets

were just around the corner waiting to

smother her teens in high-style glamour.
And it started at—of all places—the
headquarters of the Girl Scouts of

America on 44th Street.

Now, Sandy Douvan was no Girl Scout.
At that point, rubbing two sticks to-
gether to roast wienies was her idea of

nothing to do. But a girl at school whose
father was an agent told her about the
Scouts fashion show.

This'll be fun

Sandy was 5'4"—like now—and looked
at least fourteen. Life in the city was
getting dull and a show of any kind
sounded like fun to her. Neither Marie
nor Daddy Douvan had any objections

—

jthen. They didn't know what Sandra was
i getting into, and neither did she.

"At the show, I was second in line,"

relates Sandy smiling, "Mom said to
watch the first girl for tips—you know,
what to do with my hands, how to walk,
smile and all that. Well, I did, from the
wings. But then she seemed to walk
right out on top of the people's heads!
Hey, Mama,' I said, 'I can't do that!' I

ididn't know there was a platform out
there."

She climbed on the girl-model merry-
go-round the day after the scout show.
A magazine editor took one look and shot
her picture for a cover. Zlata Deutsch,
the Scouts' art director, signed her on for
a year and spent most of it fighting off

rivals for Sandy's time. Everybody had
to have her. That wasn't what either
Sandy Douvan or her parents had bar-
gained for.

"I thought maybe I'd have a modeling
iob a week, maybe two," sighs Sandy in
recollection. "But—boom—the first week
[ was doing four a day, the third it was
ive, six and into the nights. Suddenly
t was going crazy trying to keep up with
ny appointments."
Harry Conover, the model maestro,

grabbed her, and his wife, Candy Jones,
;hanged her name to Sandra Dee. Pretty
loon Sandra Dee was Big Business. For
the next two years you couldn't pick up
a newspaper, magazine or switch on TV
without Sandy's big, brown eyes beam-
*ig at you and selling you something

—

soap, cosmetics, cokes, hair sprays, hats,
;owns, potions and lotions. She made
so many magazine covers she can't re-
pember them. Huntington Hartford, the
tiulti-rnilUonaire entrepreneur, spied
sandy at the Waldorf dancing with
)addy Douvan and flipped. He bought
jier contract from Conover and revved
|»p the pace. Oleg Cassini table hopped to
'Sandy the same night and talked her into
tnodeling his swank originals with a
pl65,000 diamond necklace.
i Fun? Yes—in some ways. Sandy col-
wted $35 an hour for posing, and with
loyalties from TV commercials—they still

Eir
in—she was soon earning $2,000 a

ak. In two years she raked in over
,

,000.
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And she still wasn't quite fourteen.
"The money? I spent it all," says Sandy

cheerfully. "Clothes, furs, hi-fi, jewelry and
presents. I bought Daddy three of those $600
suits and a $150 hairbrush for his ten or
twelve strands. I bought Mama a fur coat.
I used to buy things every day and hide
them around the house from Mama and
Daddy." But there were other price tags on
all this for a teenage girl, as Sandra Dee
found out.

It was hard, hectic work. Her feet ached
from standing hours on end, her eyes
burned from the glaring lights. Sometimes
it seemed to Sandy as if her hair would
vanish from brushing, patting, spraying.
Each day was a stop-watch existence. Lunch
was usually a sandwich choked down in a
taxi, hurrying East Side, West Side, all

around the town, and in all kinds of weather.
The day before the wickedest blizzard in

twenty years hit New York, Sandy Dee
stood draped in a bathing suit on top of
the Cristoforo Colombo anchored in the
East River. The below-zero blasts turned
her blue beneath her body makeup and the
color shots came out purple! That night the
storm struck, busses stopped. Hardly any-
one got to work next morning. But Sandy
was up at 6:30 wobbling on foot through
the snow from 65th and Central Park, where
she lived, to 34th Street for her 8 o'clock
job. There were six that day, all over the
city. She walked to them all.

By then she was deliberately starving
herself. For a long time Sandra Dee was
exclusively a face model. They said she
was too heavy for fashions. So she went

55



on a killing diet, lost thirty pounds and
wound up with- malnutrition. The effects

still haunt Sandy. Her fingernails- are
brittle as glass and her tummy can't handle
salt or rich foods.

But the highest price Sandra Dee paid
was in normal adolescent school life, and
friendships. Sandy's frantic career flopped
her right back where she'd been as a child
—a grown-up's darling, but odd-girl-out
with the kids. For a while she tried the
Professional Children's School, but she had
to skip so many classes that the teacher
started asking "Who are you?" when she
did walk in. After that came a tutor and
lessons on the fly. It's a tribute to Sandy
Dee's brain that with these handicaps she's
still a year ahead of her age in school.
But in New York Sandy Dee was five

years ahead of her age, socially—if you
can use that word. "I didn't have any
friends," she says simply. "Just Pom-Pom."
Her Pomeranian pup. Sandy never gave
a party. The ones she went to she can
count on the fingers of one hand. Most
were professional gatherings with adults.
She felt lost around boys and girls. Once,
Marie prodded her into a party given by
the son of some people she knew. Picking
her up, she asked Sandy if she'd had a
good time. "Oh, yeah, I guess so," she
answered. "The records and games were
okay, and so was the food. But when they
started pairing off I left for the kitchen."

The phone dodge
Sandy wouldn't answer the phone. "Tell

him I'm in the tub," she'd say when a boy
called. It's a dodge she still uses. She
doesn't know how to be comfortable with
a boy—she doesn't know the kind of
things other girls just get to know from
being with young people. "I was a little

worried about Sandra," admits Marie
Douvan.
Daddy Douvan worried even more, for

a larger reason. He was against the un-
reality of Sandra's whole career, especially
when a producer spotted her in the NBC
lobby, tumbled as usual, and Sandy found
herself doing dramatic shows on TV like

GE Theatre, Kraft, Studio One and the
Steel Hour without a speck of acting
training. Douvan had been in Hollywood
during the Shirley Temple-Deanna Durbin
era of kid wonders and he knew the heart-
aches and hurdles of the hundreds who
didn't make it—and of the few who did.

"Don't get ahead of yourself," he was
always begging.
But a merry-go-round is hard to stop.

Sandy's pretty sure the man she adored
would be proud of her success in Holly-
wood, but she's not sure he'd have let

her go when she did. As things turned
out, he never knew.

Eugene Douvan had suffered a heart
condition for years, but he didn't let that

stop him. Not even when the doctors told

him he had two years to live. To Sandy it

was incredible that anything could slow
Daddy Douvan down.
But one night she awoke at two in the

morning, strangely scared and trembling,
and she'd never done that before. In the
front room of their apartment were noises.

Sandra flew in, her own heart seeming to

stop. Daddy Douvan's almost had.
He was gasping for air. The doctor they

called was out, and they couldn't get an
ambulance. The police emergency squad
came to bring oxygen, and she watched
in terror as the men burst into the room.
Sandy will never forget that night.

After that it was she who cooked her
Dad's favorite dishes, coddled and com-
forted him, when—after the attack—he
seemed the same as ever. But then, after

an argument over a business deal or some
tiny strain there was another attack—and
another. Each time seemed like a bad
dream. And then there was the operation
to fix a heart valve, down in Washington.
Everybody was so confident. Daddy him-
self called and talked for hours to her,

joking, "Bake me something nice and I'll

bring you a kippered herring for your
breakfast."
The first hospital reports were perfect;

the operation seemed a success. So Sandy
went on to her modeling job—and while
she was there, they told her. He'd died
suddenly in the recovery room. Sometimes
she still can't believe it.

Sandy is never without his gold seal

ring on her finger today, and the jeweled
cross Douvan held when he died is her
most precious keepsake. That unexpected
tragedy stunned Sandy, and she isn't com-
pletely over the shock yet.

He died on a Saturday. On Monday she
had a book full of appointments, including
one with a producer named Ross Hunter
who was in from Hollywood and wanted
to see her about a movie test. Sandy told
Len, her agent, "Call it off. I can't do it."

"You've got to," he protested. "This man
came clear from California just to see
you."
"Well—" she finally consented, "all right."

Although her heart still wasn't in it, the
habit was strong for showing up on sched-
ule, no matter what. But that's how close

Sandra Dee came to passing up a Holly-
wood career.

Of course, Hunter didn't fly all the way
from California just to see Sandra Dee.
When she stepped in the office there were
sixty other gorgeous girls there and Sandy
was the last one to read. By then she was
tired and so was Hunter., But not too tired

to tumble like all the rest. Two months

later she read in the newspapers that she
was flying to Hollywood to test with John
Saxon for The Wonderful Years.
Actually the break was just what a

doctor would have ordered. Sandy Dee
needed a getaway. She's loved California
ever since she landed for the test a year
ago last December. In August she returned
for keeps to break in at MGM with Until
They Sail. From the start, screen acting
has been a breeze; directors call her No-
nerves Sandy. And, although she's been
starting each picture before the last one's
finished, it's been like a vacation compared
to the pell-mell life she led in New York.

Professionally, Sandra Dee has sprouted
amazingly in those few months. She copped
a Best Juvenile Of The Year award in her
first picture, where she came on as an
eleven-year-old girl. In The Wonderful
Years Sandy was still a shy miss acting
like a twelve-year-old. But in Ride a Tiger
she jumped to seventeen and went on the
make for Jeff Chandler. In her next, The
Reluctant Debutante, she even gets mar-
ried. But privately, progress has been
pretty much at a standstill.

The boys who have asked for dates, just
have no luck. She did let Gary Vincent,
from The Wonderful Years, come up to
wish her a Merry Christmas. But when
John Wilder, whom she met at MGM and
liked, asked her to a movie—the line rang
busy. If you want to call a photo layout
with John Saxon a date, you could—or a
premiere with her U-I director, Helmut
Kautner—-but that's reaching.

"I don't know," shrugs Sandy, "I just
don't seem to want to go out yet. I'm not
sure I will unless I like the boy very, very
much. But, I'll change. Give me a couple of
years."
Meantime Marie—or Butch, as Sandy

calls her mother—goes just about every-
where Sandy does, except school of course.
There Sandy's still slugging along in 11th
Grade, taking French, English, American
History and Biology. Still a snap student,
Sandy graduates next year, after which
she wants college, majoring in biology
"because I'm interested in the way bodies
work."
Sandy sums it up, "I've got a charm.

When I was a little girl, Daddy took me
outdoors and pointed up at Venus, the
evening star. 'Because it shines so bright
—that's your star,' he said. 'Keep it, and
don't ever forget.'

"So. I haven't. I look for it every night.
It's still there, shining bright."
And, problems or not, so is Sandy Dee

—

shining bright. . . . end

Sandra will soon be in Reluctant Debu-
tant for MGM and The Wonderful Years
for U-I.

can't live with him

(Continued from page 32) Now here he
was—back again. What should she do?
"Hey!" The voice at the other end of

the wire was impatient. "What happened?
Did you pass out or something?"

"Yes, Andre," she said hurriedly into

the receiver. "I mean, no, I didn't pass
out. But . . . yes, I'd like to go with you."

It was a fateful decision.

Perhaps it was the wrong one, because
almost a year later, Peggy and Andre had
broken up again and she was fighting

ulcers, reading books on positive thinking
and trying courageously to gain a new,
mature outlook on life and forget the
torch she had been carrying. But it was
a date she couldn't keep from making,
with a guy she couldn't keep from lov-

ing
"If I got through this without cracking

up," she said just a couple of months
ago, "I can get through anything that

life throws at me. I did come through
this and I still have both arms and
legs."

The beginning of the end

This then, is the story of plucky Peggy
King's love affair with MGM's bright
young musical genius, Andre Previn. She
has been misquoted, misunderstood and
criticized for doing a very normal, femi-
nine thing—she fell in love with a guy she
couldn't live with, couldn't live with-
out. . .

.

A couple of months ago, just before the
final act was to be played, Peggy and I

sat in the dusky twilight of one of Holly-
wood's smart restaurants while Peggy
toyed with an omelette and a glass of

milk—her regular lunch on doctor's

orders. She looked older and more grown
up than I'd remembered her when she

was the perky kid who clicked with a
tomato sauce jingle and went through a
hilarious tv season leaning on George
Gobel's forehead.
"My trouble always was that I looked

fourteen," Peggy smiled, chic in a little

white hat and brown and beige cotton
sheath dress. "Maybe after this I'll look
my own age."

Maybe, but I doubt it. Peggy is now
twenty-six and has matured to look may-
be twenty-one or twenty-two.
"We met five years ago when I was

originally signed out at Metro," she said
softly. "He'd just come back from the
service. Andre was fun and I needed
some amusement. I was impatient and
unhappy. I just sat on the bench at
MGM and did nothing except make count-
less screen tests. It was bad and I used
to get nervous about it. They put me
in only one picture and I just sang ten
bars of music. (Continued on page 58)
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can't live with him

(Continued from page 56) "Oh, we had a
real romance, all right. We were pretty
crazy about each other. Then we had a
big fight. Never mind over what. It was
terribly trivial. But we busted up over
it. How dumb can two kids be?"

Double rebound

The big blow-up came just as Knobby
Lee, a trombonist Peggy had known from
her band-singing days on the road with
Ralph Flanagan, blew into town. Four
months later Peggy married him—on the
rebound, as she today sadly realizes.
Andre moved even faster. Within two

months he had married Betty Bennett, a
girl he'd known before Peggy.
The early years of marriage for Peggy

and Knobby were rough for a number of
reasons. First, she went to Korea on a
camp-show tour and caught walking pneu-
monia. For one dreadful period she was
deaf for four days.
Knobby, meanwhile, had to wait for

his musician's license in Los Angeles be-
cause he was an out-of-towner. Unable
to work at the one thing he knew best,
he did everything from giving driving
lessons to hocking his trombone.
In those depressing days Peggy was

constantly gnawed by the worry that
she was getting nowhere career-wise. She
took out her worries in eating, and put
on eighteen pounds, until she was a
little butterball.

Then Knobby got a good job with Li-
berace. Great job, great money. For the
first time Peggy could afford to have her
hair done, and audition for jobs in a new
dress.

But darn it, he was on the road so
much, traveling. She went with him

a couple of times, rather than have them
apart. That didn't work out. It seldom
does.
Then a friend at MGM heard about that

Hunt's Tomato Sauce search for a girl

to sing their jingle and told them he
knew a girl who could hit high b flat.

Mitch Miller heard the commercial and
gave her a record contract. She was
started at last.

Mixing careers and marriage is never
easy. This time it was impossible. Peggy
moved to New York for recording dates
and Knobby continued on the road with
Liberace.

But they tried. . . .

They were getting to be strangers.
Then during 1954, the same year Peggy

was featured on George Gobel's TV
show, the Liberace show anchored in
New York and she and Knobby were
together for a year.
But when Liberace switched his policy

and dropped his show musicians, Knobby
was out of a job. While he sat around
the place fretting, she was busy recording
and on TV.

"We made a valiant try," Peggy insists.

"We bought a little house and some dogs
and tried to make things work."

It was no go. They separated in Octo-
ber of 1954.

"We both cried when we said good-
bye," she remembers sadly. "There was
no one else involved. No other man;
no other woman. But we were always
fighting and hurting each other."

Several months later Knobby got a
regular job on the Eddie Fisher show.
His studio was right across the hall from
where Peggy was working with Gobel.
They saw each other every day. Their
good friends Debbie Reynolds and Eddie
Fisher used to take them to dinner.

Came Peggy and Knobby's third anni-
versary on Feb. 2, 1955, and they decided
to try marriage again.
"We made a big mistake," Peggy says

now. "He moved into my fancy New
York apartment instead of us going back
to the little house we'd bought together."
This time they lasted nine months. "We

fooled ourselves sometimes, and thought
we were making a go of it, but he was
called Mr. King too often and the whole
situation got as bad as before."
Knowing they didn't have a chance for

permanent happiness, Peggy filed for
divorce. "It's tragic that our marriage
couldn't work out," she declares. "Even
so, Knobby will always be my best
friend."

She ignored the reprieve

Peggy had no encounters with Andre
Previn, except for one brief moment the
night before she married. And that time
she hadn't even seen him, just heard him
holler after her, "Peggy!" as she was
leaving the MGM studio restaurant. But
she turned and went the other way.

"I can't explain exactly why I avoided
him," she said, years later.

So it had been three years since she
last saw him when she flew to San Fran-
cisco last July for a night club engage-
ment at the Fairmont Hotel. As it hap-
pened, Andre was playing at a local cool
jazz spot called the Blackhawk.
And, as it happened, they were the

only two young entertainers playing in

San Francisco at that time; it was in-
evitable that they would be thrown to-
gether on tv and radio appearances. He
learned that she was divorcing Knobby.
She learned that he had split up from his

wife and had a legal separation.

But there was no romancing.
Nor was there any a month later when
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he came up to Las Vegas as a friendly

gesture to do an arrangement for her.

It wasn't until she'd returned to Los
Angeles that that fateful telephone call

came from Andre inviting her to the pre-
view.
When she accepted they were back

where they had started.

The rationalization

Peggy had been hesitant at first. But
what's wrong with it? she thought. I'm
getting divorced. He's legally separated.

He didn't want to ask his wife for a
divorce right at that moment, Andre ex-
plained, because she was expecting a

baby and it didn't seem right to get a
divorce then. Peggy felt the same way
about it.

And it was as if there had been no
: years without each other. They«were very
!
much in love. They realized that they'd

;

never stopped loving each other, and
i agreed that their marriages had been re-

I

bounds from their first break-up.
Andre gave Peggy an engagement ring.

I Looking back on it Peggy realizes he had
|
no right to give her an engagement ring
then. Neither of them was really free
but she accepted that ring . . . while she
was still legally married to Knobby.
They told friends they were planning to

marry the minute they were able.

Peggy pressed Andre to hurry his wife
along in filing for divorce, once the baby

: was born.
A dozen times Andre told Peggy definite

dates had been set for Betty's appearance
in the divorce courts. Each time nothing
happened. It went on that way over the
months.
An aching worry began to grow inside

her that maybe this was just a love affair

I

that wasn't going anywhere. Maybe, al-
! though she dreaded to admit it even to
herself, maybe Andre didn't really want

; to marry her.

The road down
She was in the middle of her first

movie—and a starring role at that, as an
airlines stewardess in Zero Hour—but the
turmoil was making it almost impossible

|
for her to do her job before the cameras.
Many times she sobbed herself to sleep.

I During the day, she'd often cry in the
privacy of her dressing-room. Then she'd
worry that the crying wouldn't be covered
up by her make-up for the cameras. . .

.

She passed up out-of-town jobs because
she didn't want to be away from Andre.
"I probably passed up $100,000 worth of
night-club jobs rather than be separated,"
she recalls.

And her health got worse,
i She began to have miserable stomach

j

1

pains. Her weight was dropping. She'd
i

|

always been a little girl, but then her
'

\
weight dropped to ninety-nine pounds.

I

i
Her doctor told her she had a good

II chance of getting ulcers; only proper care,

j
I diet and rest—and peace of mind—would

;

j

prevent it.

A woman, no matter how young, can
only take so much

j
And finally she realized she was un-

j
happy too many hours of the days and

I weeks and months. Peggy had had it.

I
I
Flatly and quietly, she told Andre she

jlwas through and she suggested that he
py going back to his wife. She handed

[
'back his ring, and he took it unemotion-
ally.

I

"I'll put it in my safety deposit box,"
I jhe told her. "If you ever want it back,

1

it will be waiting for you."
S

|

"Sure I carried a torch," she admits.

|i "It was hard to call it off. But I just

I II

couldn't see any other way. I just couldn't
s jwait any longer.

|| "I couldn't go on, just being a part of

In

his life . . . I've got my own life to lead.

I'd like to have children
"

When the break-up was announced last

summer, Andre reported that he was
making up with his wife and there wasn't
going to be any divorce. Peggy told her-
self maybe it was for the best—for him at

least.

Andre went to Paris for several

months. He didn't make up with his

wife. They didn't go back together, even
briefly. Peggy came to the realization

that he probably had never intended to.

It made her angry. But angry in a hurt
kind of way.
As the months went by, Peggy, working

hard in an effort to take her mind off

Andre, started taking a more philosophi-
cal view of this episode in her life.

"It's made a much nicer person of me,
I know that. Right after we broke off,

I was so hurt and miserable that I was a

bore to everyone around me. Now I'm
not so intense about it," she said a" few
months ago. "And I'm not afraid any
more. I've discovered something. No one
is ever worse for having cared deeply for

someone.
"And I can still say, 'Hey, look at me;

I came through all this and I still have
two arms and two legs.' " She said that,

as she ate her bland luncheon and hur-
ried off to her doctor's.

Yes, Peggy King did pay a price for

her love.

And that was the situation, up till a
few months ago. . .

.

. . . She went through the matchmaking
routine from her friends both in New York
and Hollywood. All of Peggy's friends
seemed to have eligible young bachelors
they wanted her to meet those days. But
Peggy was being cagey.

"I'm now dating about ten different guys
across the country," she said. "None of

the relationships are too important or
serious. I guess I like Jonathan Lucas,
a choreographer, the best, but there won't
be any quick rebound marriage for me
again."

Old friends and new thoughts

. . . She still saw Knobby whenever she
was in the Cleveland area. He runs two
music stores in Ohio with his brother and
plays local dates with his band. Their
divorce was final last October, but they
sincerely like each other.

. . . She didn't know if she'd ever hear
from Andre again but she felt it would
be much better if she didn't.

. . . She got interested in positive think-
ing and she read lots of books on the
subject. Books which told how to lead
one's self into thinking along constructive
channels.
And then, suddenly—sometimes a little

thing, maybe a wisp of song, or the look
of a city at night, or even the scent of
perfume—reminded her of the past with
Andre. Then she'd get misty-eyed. . . .

"But I kidded myself out of it," she said

to me, once, smiling a little bit. "No
more of those awful crying sessions and
torn-up insides. I just keep telling my-
self I've simply got to have better luck
next time."
But it's a funny thing about love

Peggy was singing at a night club one
evening, and feeling wonderful as she
socked out one of her best numbers—when
suddenly, just like it says in the song,

her heart stood still as she noticed the

man sitting alone at one of the ring-

side tables. Andre. Then the man lit

a cigarette, and in the brief flare of the
match she saw it wasn't Andre after all.

And in that split second she knew that

she hadn't gotten over Andre one bit,

that all the months of trying to live with-
out him—of trying to get over him—hadn't
lessened her love . . . any more than all

the years of trying to love Knobby had
made her heart forget Andre.
She finished the song, took her bows,

and worked hard at keeping herself from
complete hysteria: what do you do when
you can't live with a guy—and can't live

without him. . .

.

That's when they started writing to

each other.

Andre was still in Europe, and miracu-
lously they found it was easier to work
things out in letters than it was talking to

each other in person.

The pledge

The biggest obstacle was the matter
of Andre's divorce. That's what Peggy
felt. But it wasn't until they started

writing each other that she found out
why he had not pressed his wife on get-
ting the legal end of things taken care of.

Andre had been upset by something too,

in his love for Peggy. Andre was afraid

that they'd never have a home, a real

home and a real life together, because of

the time demands and the separations that
her career would require!

That's when Peggy explained to him
something she'd never thought of say-
ing, never thought it necessary to say in

words:
"I'm not happy away from you," she

said, spelling it out so that he would
know it as she did. "No matter how
important the job is, I wouldn't take a
two-week location job in Pasadena—that
I knew would guarantee me an Oscar
—if you didn't like it.

"There's nothing I won't do, or won't
give up, or won't try to learn to make
our marriage work."

Later, much later, after Andre came
back from Europe, and after the divorce
decree had been granted, they sat one
evening and Andre said to her, "Separa-
tion proves one thing. It's not just a mat-
ter of liking someone so much or having
so much fun, or being so well suited to

each other. It's very simple. I can't live

without you, and that's that."

He took out the engagement ring that
had been lying in its little velvet box for

so long, and put it back where it be-
longed.

The next day, sounding exactly like a
girl in love should sound—happy!—Peggy
told me, "If we've missed an obstacle to

marriage in our difficulties in the last

couple of years, I don't know what it is!

And we've solved them all. If we last until

September—when Andre's divorce be-
comes final—we'll be married!"
She didn't have to add that she couldn't

live without the guy. . .

.

And I didn't have to tell her how much
we all prayed that she'd find she couZd
live with him. . . .

END

Peggy is appearing in Paramount's The
Zero Hour. 59





modern screen fashions

Be gay! Be new! Be fashionable! Choose

lots and lots of color in everything you buy

Hollywood is all agog over the new chemise dress not

only because it is the top news in fashion, but also because

it is a young and devastating style when worn with proper

accessories and colors. On the left, Susan Strasberg wears
a dress from Junior Sophisticates in the new mangone
orange color. Susan wears Jolene's navy calf pump with

instep straps and modified pointed toe. She chooses navy in

her coat, Kayser gloves and Rolfs handbag. She wears Bare-

ly There nylons by Hanes. All available in South Sea colors.

iHer white umbrella is by Uncle Sam. See Susan in RKO's

Stage Struck in which she co-stars with Henry Fonda.

Shoes, left to right, a white buck shoe with trim back buckle

for pastel cottons ; choose a new orange cambi buck flat with

sport clothes ; smart smoke colored wedge in glove leather

with a tapered toe with sweaters and skirts ; for daytime or

dressy frocks a red calf pump with modified pointed toe;

select a black patent t-strap sandal for those extra dressy

occasions. Above, Natalie Trundy relaxes in the newest

rage, Moo Moo by Connie Sage. Slippers by Nite-Aires. See

Natalie in United Artists film, The Careless Years.

Step brightly into

Spring . . . choose a

wardrobe of eye-catching

shoes . . . shoes that

assure comfort . . . and

applause . . . all the shoes

shown are under $10 each .

all styles in a range

of colors . . . made by

Jolene, St. Louis.
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R-I—A liminate bulges by perfect bras and

girdles. Right, Maidenform's fabulous

new Diminuendo, in girdle and pantie.

Nylon power net—stretches up and

down. Beautifully-cut waistline gives

perfect fit. Pantie has nylon-cotton

crotch for easy tubbing. Girdle, $5.95.

Pantie, $6.95. White only. Available

March 25th. With it, Maidenform's

Concerto Six-Way, Spring favorite.

Rounds you in young curves.

Foam-rubber padded for natural curves-

full elastic back. Removable straps. $5.

White only. Left, Maidenform's new
Twice-Over garter belt. Perfect young
figure-molder provides maximum
comfort, minimum control. Lace and
satin trim panel. Tubbable—adorable.

$3.95. White only. Also, Maidenform's

Twice-Over (padded). Foam-rubber
lined, superb for added curves.

Criss-cross elastic back. Gives full

freedom. $5. White only.



$100 for you!
Fill in the form below as soon as you've read all the stories in this issue. Then mail it

to us right away because each of the following readers will get $10—the one who
sends us the first questionnaire we open ; the 1 00th; the 200th; the 400th; the 600th;

the 800th; the 1 000th; the 1500th; the 2000th; the 3000th. Mail your ballot to:

MODERN SCREEN POLL, BOX 125. MURRAY HILL STATION, N.Y. 16. N.Y.

Please check the space left of the one phrase which best answers each question:

1. I LIKE JOHN WAYNE:
gmore than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know nim well enough to say
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-corn-

pletely O completely rf fairly well

very little not at aTl

2.

B
LIKE FRANK SINATRA:

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know nim well enough to say
I LIKE LAUREN BACALL:
more than almost any star a lot

M fairly well very little not at all

M don't know ner well enough to say
I READ: Dall of their story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely f_T fairly well

very little not at all

3. I LIKE SANDRA DEE:

Bmore than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
I READ: O all of her story Qpart none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: JQ super-com-
pletely completely rf fairly well

very little not at all

4. I LIKE ESTHER WILLIAMS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
I LIKE JEFF CHANDLER:

§more than almost any star a lot

fairly well Q very little not at all

don't know nim well enough to say
I READ: alloftheirstorynpartDnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely n fairly well

very little not at all

5. I LIKE PIER ANGELI:

Bmore than almost any star Q a lot

fairly well Q very little not at all

P don't know ner well enough to say
READ: all of her story n part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: n super-com-
pletely n completely Q fairly well

" at allvery little not

6. I LIKE JOHN SAXON:
Q more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to sayB

I READ: Dall of his story Opart Qnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: jn super-com-
pletely completely Lj fairly well

very little not at all
-

7. I LIKE PEGGY KING:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know ner well enough to say
I READ: all of her story Qpart none
IT HELD W INTEREST:)*] super-com-
pletely n completely [T fairly well

very little not at all

8. I LIKE TAB HUNTER:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know nim well enough to say
TREAD: nail of his story Qpart none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: Jn super-com-
pletely completely rT fairly well

very little not at all

a

9. I LIKE JAYNE MANSFIELD:
more than almost any star Q a lot

fairly well Q very little not at all

_ don't know ner well enough to say
I READ: Q all of her story Q part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely [T fairly well

very tittle Q not at all

10. I LIKE RICHARD EGAN:
§more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: nail of his story Qpart none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: Jn super-com-
pletely Q completely [T fairly well

very little not at all

11. I LIKE VENETIA STEVENSON:
more than almost any star Q a lot

fairly well Q very little Q not at all

Q don't know her well enough to say
I READ: Q all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: O super-com-
pletely n completely Q fairly well

tittle not at allvery

12. 1 READ: Q all of WHAT GUYS GO FOR
IN GALS part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: Q completely

fairly well very little not at all

13. I READ: Qall of LOUELLA PARSONS
IN HOLLYWOOD Q part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: Q completely

Q fairly well Q very little not at all

14. The stars I most want to read about are.

(l) (l).

(2)

(3)

(2)

(3)-

AGE. . NAME

.

ADDRESS.

CITY & STATE

Here are the poll prize winners for December: Jeanette More, Hamilton, Ontario, Can-

ada; Belia Podriguez, San Jose, California; Mary Magna, Abernathy, Texas; Margie Tate,

Roanoke, Texas; Mrs. Helen Mick, St. Louis, Mo.; Betty King, Cape Elizabeth, Maine;

Pat Dybvig, Bothell, Washington; Sandra Wood, Long Beach, California; Donna Uhl,

Wilmore, Kansas; Mrs. Roland Mathesen, Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island, Canada.
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God spoke to me

through my brother

(Continued from page 47) which I've never
seen before."

"Now," Will went on, looking down at
the crown of the baby's head, "when I let

go of you, you've gotta not fall back on
the floor and you've gotta take a step. You
see where Mama and Daddy are sitting?

You've gotta take a step to them."
"I don't know . .

." the neighbor woman
mumbled, going on to mumble something
about how she'd had five children and
how they'd all begun walking when they
were good and ready and not when. . . .

She stopped short suddenly and her
eyes popped wide.
"Now you're standing up real good,"

Will was saying to Richard. "All by your-
self, too. . . . And now you're not gonna
go leaning on anything, but you're gonna
take a step."

The baby, standing alone now, looked
around, a little unsurely, for a moment.
Then slowly, one . . . two . . . three, he
took them—his first steps, right up to the
couch.
Mr. and Mrs. Egan applauded.
"Have you ever?" the neighbor said.

The Leading Man: Pat O'Brien, who
stars in Howard Teichmann's play,

Miss Lonelyhearis. worked stead-
ily for years in Hollywood. He
usually was given the roles of foot-

ball coach, detective or good and
noble big brother . . . Mrs. O'Brien
finally rebelled, and told him: "Pat,

can't you get a role which shows
you winning the girl for a change?
Otherwise people will think I won
you in a jackpot."

Leonard Lyons
in the New York Post

Will was trying to study. He was fifteen

years old now, a big handsome boy, and
well into high school—a Jesuit school
called St. Ignatius—and though he was
one of the youngest boys in his class and
one of the top ten honor students, it was
rough going when it came to homework
and that racket outside certainly wasn't
helping him get anything done.
The racket was the work of his kid

brother Richard, now twelve, and an-
other boy. There was nothing unusual
about the racket—at least, not at first.

Will had often sat there trying to get his

homework done while Richard played out
in the yard, occasionally getting into some
kind of mischief with one of his buddies.

But as the minutes passed and Will sat

there, he began to realize that the racket

was really a fight, and a pretty bad one
at that.

"Hey, you keep your punches to your-
self," Will heard Richard's high little voice

call out at one point.

Will listened.

Obviously, the other boy was more than
anxious to give his punches away.

Will jumped up and rushed to the win-
dow. Richard, he could see, had hit the

dusty driveway and was flat on his back.

The other boy, he could see, too, wasn't
one of Richard's regular buddies—but a

big bully of a kid from up the street.

Will was down in the driveway within
seconds. Without wasting any time, he
grabbed the bully by the collar.

"How old are you?" he asked.
The bully didn't answer.
Will gave a tug at the collar. "I asked

you how old you were," he said.

"Fifteen," the bully squeaked, finally.

"So am I," Will (Continued on page 66)

;



WIN" A TRIP
all expenses paid— plus $500 wardrobe

just tell us why you like the five-star Jolene wardrobe chosen by

MAMIE VAN DOREN

TO WIN, just write in 25 words or less—"Why I like the 5-star Jolene shoe

wardrobe chosen by Mamie Van Doren!" Nothing to buy ... simply get a

Jolene Entry Blank free at your Jolene store.

6 separate weekly contests starting March 2, 1958 . . . enter as many times as

you wish. Each weekly first prize winner receives the exciting and fashion-

right new 5-star Jolene Shoe Wardrobe for spring! The 50 next best weekly

entries each receives a pair of beautiful new Jolene Shoes for spring.

One of the six weekly first prize winners will be awarded the grand prize—

The first

of

6 weekly
contests
starts

March 2,
1958

•

Prizes
every week!

a glorious one-week all-expense-paid vacation in Hollywood for two, plus

a $500 wardrobe.

THE WINNER— it can be you!—will visit Hollywood ... meet Mamie Van

Doren, tour the Paramount studio with her, lunch at the studio commissary,

visit the studio stylist and make-up expert . . . stay at the Hollywood-Roosevelt

Hotel . . . lunch at the Brown Derby, dine at the Moulin Rouge and dance at

the famous Cocoanut Grove . . . attend a picture preview . . . tour Beverly

Hills and Hollywood . . . have the vacation of a lifetime. (Winner must spend

the week in Hollywood before October 1, 1958.)

See MAMIE VAN DOREN in the Perlberg-Seaton production "TEACHER'S PET"
starring CLARK GABLE and DORIS DAY* A Paramount Release -VistaVision

For the name of your Jolene store, write

TOBER-SAIFER SHOE MANUFACTURING COMPANY, DEPT.M-4, 1 204 WASHINGTON AVE., ST. LOUIS 3, MO.
65
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APRIL
BIRTHDAYS

If your birthday falls in April, your
birthstone is a diamond and your flower

is a sweetpea. And here are some of the

stars you share it with

—

April 1—Debbie Reynolds
Jane Powell

April 2—Jack Webb
Alec Guinness

April 3—Marlon Brando
Doris Day
Jan Sterling

April 4—Tony Perkins

April 5—Bette Davis
Gregory Peck
Gale Storm

April 9—Brandon DeWilde
Virginia Gibson

April n—Paul Douglas

April 12—Jane Withers
Ann Miller

April 13—Mari Blanchard
Howard Keel

April 14—Rod Steiger

April 15—Elizabeth Montgomery

April 17—William Holden

April 18—Barbara Hale

April 7P—Jayne Mansfield
Hugh O'Brian

April 20—Nina Foch

April 2/—Anthony Quinn

April 22—Eddie Albert

April 23—Janet Blair

April 24—Shirley MacLaine

April 29—Richard Carlson
Tom Ewe 1

1

Celeste Holm
Jeanmaire
Tom Noonan

April 30—Corinne Calvet

Ward Bond

66
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Shirley Temple

April 23

God spoke to me

through my brother

(Continued jrom page 64) said. "I guess
I'm the one to pick on."
"Give it to him, Will," shouted Richard,

watching from the sidelines, as his brother
let his fists fly. "Give it to him good!"
Will did, with all the trimmin's.
After the bully had picked himself up

and gone, bloody-nosed and crying, Will
walked back into the house. Richard was
right behind him.

A premonition

"Gee, Will," he said, proud, "you really
let him have it."

"Yeah," Will mumbled.
When they got back to Will's room,

Richard could see that something was
wrong, that his brother was sore. "Wait,"
he said, smiling, "wait till I tell the other
kids about how you let him have it." He
waited for Will to smile back.
But Will didn't. Instead he sat back

down at his desk and, without looking up,
he said, "If you're gonna fight from now
on—win!"
Richard nodded.
"Because if you can't fight your own

battles," Will went on, "who's gonna fight

them for you?"
Richard shrugged.
"And because remember," Will said,

"I'm not gonna be around with you for-
ever, you know."
He'd never thought about something

like this before. He'd never heard Will
say something like this before. All his life

had been wrapped around Will—going to

the movies with him, tossing the football

with him, having new teachers smile at
him because they'd taught Will, haying all

the kids in the neighborhood look up to

him because Will was his brother.
And now, out of the clear blue, Will sat

there and said, "Remember, I'm not gonna
be around with you forever."

And Richard, holding back the tears,

backed out of the room slowly and then
once in the hallway, he ran to his own
room and got on his knees and, staring out
the window and up at the sky, and fright-
ened, really frightened, he whispered,
"Please don't ever take Will away ... if

You don't have to . . . Please
"

Will goes away
But there was no holding back the tears

that morning a year and a half later when
Will left.

Richard hadn't had any idea of what
was up until that afternoon two days be-
fore when he'd been playing ball outside
the house and his mother and Will drove
up. He knew they'd been downtown shop-
ping, but he didn't know for what. Then
he saw what they'd bought—the two shiny
valises Will was carrying into the house,
shiny black valises.

"Is Will going away?" Richard asked
his mother, alone in the kitchen, a few
minutes later.

Mrs. Egan nodded.
"Where?" Richard asked.
"He's going to be a priest," Mrs. Egan

said
And now, two mornings later, Richard

sat downstairs with the folks, all of them
quiet and suddenly lonely-feeling, as Will
—upstairs—packed some of his belongings
and got ready to leave.
He came down for his last breakfast at

home a little while later. Like the others, •

he barely touched his food or talked,

though for one little while—looking at

Richard during most of it—he did say
something again about what he had de-
cided to do with his fife, how he realized

that all his life he'd been only a normally-
religious boy but how slowly the spirit of
God had begun to overtake him, how the
spirit had told him he must become a
priest, a Jesuit, how he'd lain on his bed
the other night, and felt the spirit again,
strong in his body, and how heM decided
yes, yes, he would become a priest.

Shortly before nine o'clock that morning,
Father Burke O'Neil of the Jesuit seminary
drove up to the Egan house.
A jolly, friendly man, Father O'Neil

managed to get Mr. and Mrs. Egan to smile
a little before he left with Will.
But no matter what he said to Richard,

there was no smile on the boy's face.
Finally, addressing the family but look-

ing at Richard from the corner of his eye,
he said, "You know, what seems today
like a great loss could well turn out to be
the greatest and most beautiful gain this
family will ever have."
Richard remained expressionless.
Then the jolly priest grinned again and

said, "Richard, would you like to drive
down to the seminary with Will and me?
You can say good-bye to him there, and
then I'll drive you back."
"Okay," Richard whispered. Then,

quickly, all the tears that had been piled
inside him for the last couple of days came
rushing to his eyes and he began to cry,
and he grabbed his brother's hand and
held it tight, with all his strength.

Their last half hour

Nothing, nothing was going to keep him
from thinking that he wasn't losing Will,

Tony Perkins left Columbia Univer-
sity for a job in the Broadway hit,

Tea and Sympathy. In explaining
why he couldn't mix school and the
theatre, Perkins said: "It was
tough to concentrate on trigono-
metry by day and Joan Fontaine
by night."

Leonard Lyons
in the New York Post

the best friend and brother a guy ever
had, losing him for good. And nothing was
going to keep him and Will apart now,
not for the next few miles together, not
for their next and last real half hour to-
gether
Richard had the shivers that day a few

months later when he and the folks drove
down to Los Gatos to visit Will for the
first time. A pal of Richard's had told him
what he'd heard about the training course
down there, in that big ugly-walled Jesuit
seminary—how all the young men kneeled
and prayed most of the day and how they
ate only bread and water on some days
and how they were forced to stay in the
dark a lot of the time and how their bodies
gradually wasted away and some of them
got sick and were never heard of again.

For some reason Richard had believed
the boy. And the thought of seeing Will
in a little while, his young body thin, his
young eyes haggard, sent his own body
trembling slightly and made him wish,
very hard, that his dad would turn the
car around and drive back home.
He felt a little better when, suddenly,

from the highway, he saw the seminary

—

not a big, cold, ugly-walled place at all,

but a beautiful building with a great green
lawn and sparkling windows, more like

a college campus you see in the movies
than the prison he'd imagined after his
gory talk with his young pal.

And then, a few minutes later, when he
saw Will rushing from the main doorway
to greet them—his face happy-looking and
sunburned, the outline of his body firm
and powerful as ever Richard rushed



happily from the car to meet his brother.

The next hour was a revelation to Rich-
ard as Will showed him and the folks

around the seminary. There was the dining
room, for one place—a great, many-tabled
room where bread and water was served
every day all right, but along with all

kinds of good meats and fruits and vege-
tables. There was the chapel, too, where
all the young men kneeled and prayed
every day all right

—
"but just long

enough," one of Will's fellow students
told Richard, "to let God know how much
we love and respect Him." And then there
was the great opening behind the main
building where the young men did their

exercises every day, hard and practical

exercise, like loading stones and chopping
trees and digging their fingers into the
soil to make way for seeds that would
grow into fine food plants that would, in

turn, nourish their bodies and the growing
bodies of hundreds of young children in a

couple of nearby orphanages.
"You like our set-up, Rich?" Will asked

his kid brother when the tour was com-
pleted.

"Gee," was all Richard could say.

Esto Vir

Will laughed and pushed his fingers
through the boy's hair. "Come on," he
said, indicating a bench, "while Mom and
Dad are in the chapel praying, let's you
and me have a little talk."

And so the two Egan boys sat down for
the next half hour and, just like back in

the old days, they talked and laughed and
kidded about a dozen and one subjects that
popped through their minds.
Then, at one point toward the end of

their talk, Will turned serious for a mo-
ment and asked Richard how he was
making out in high school.

"Well," Richard said, slowly, "I just

started last month and " He shrugged.
The folks had told him, Will said, that

his kid brother didn't seem to be taking
the same interest in his studies he'd always
taken, that for a boy who'd always been
class president and captain of the football

team and all that jazz back in junior high,

he'd begun to act more like a hermit than
like the Richard Egan he, Will, had always
remembered.

Again, Richard shrugged. "Since you
left, Will . .

." he started to say. But he
didn't go on.

Will put his arm around the boy's shoul-
ders. "Well," he said, smiling, "when you
win that trip to Hawaii, everything'll start

looking a little better. And I'll certainly be
one proud guy."

"Trip to Hawaii?" Richard asked.
"The folks were telling me about the

oratorical contest back at school," Will
said.

"Oh," Richard said, unenthusiastic.
"That's a contest for kids all over the
State. I think they've got 15,000 entries
already."
"Did you enter, Rich?" Will asked.
Richard shook his head. "I wouldn't

know exactly what to write about," he
said. "The subject is 'American Citizen-
ship,' but I wouldn't know exactly what
to say."
Will thought for a moment. Then, look-

ing into his kid brother's eyes, he said,

"Esto Vir. . . . Why don't you use that as
your jumping-off point."

"Esto Vir?" Richard asked.
"Something I've learned here," Will said,

softly. "It's Latin for Be A Man. It means
Rich, that no matter what you decide to

do in this life of ours, no matter what
happens around you, good or bad, happy or
sad, you must be a man."

• Richard looked away for a moment.
Then he looked back at his brother. He

smiled. "Like you, Will," he said.

"Like God is trying awfully hard to
make me," Will said, smiling back.

"I learned what it means"
"I won the contest," Richard Egan told

us the other day, reminiscing. "It was a
wonderful trip to Hawaii for me and
Mom, all expenses paid and with $100 extra,
just for spending money. But more impor-
tant, I learned a little something from Will
about what it means, really means, to be a
man. I'd always felt he was the greatest
guy around; that there could be no im-
proving him. But that first day we visited
the seminary, when I saw the hard work
he was doing, the terrifically difficult

study courses he was undergoing—when
I saw that he was maturing physically and
mentally—well, it helped make me mature,
too. Will was always used to studying. But
my parents had never exposed us to any
of this kind of heavy labor before. And I

was surprised and inspired to see how well
Will was taking it, how he loved taking it

—because he had a reason for taking it

The man behind the hill

"Did you know that it was Will who
helped me become an actor? Lots of people
are surprised by this. 'A priest helping his
brother become an actor?' they ask. But
Will knew as I grew up that this was what
I wanted most in life, to be an actor, and
it was just fine with him. In fact, it was
during World War II while I was out in
the Philippines when, without my even
knowing it, he wrote to all the colleges
with drama courses in the area to find out
what was what. Then, a few days after
I came home, Will came up to see me and
said, 'Rich, how about you and me going
on a picnic, just the two of us?' We made
up some sandwiches and stopped for some
pickles and a nice bottle of wine and then
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ELVIS'

FIRST LOVE

If you ask the average person who was his first love, he'll name some girl. But

Elvis isn't an average person. Far from it. When he was about seventeen he fell

in love. She- had beautiful curves. She purred when he touched her. But she also

had wheels!

No joking—Elvis' first love was a car! •

Here are Elvis' exact words as they were tape recorded during an interview with

a reporter from Mexico City's radio station XECR:
"I suppose you know I got a lot of cars. People have written about it in the

papers and they ask me why. Well, when I was driving a truck, every time I'd see

one of those big cars go by, it started me day-dreaming. I kept thinking that some-

day, somehow, things would change for me and I've never forgotten that. I guess

I just had to have a car. The first one I bought was the most beautiful thing I've

ever seen. She was second-hand and I must have spent all night just looking at it.

Only thing is, the next day when it caught fire and burned up, I sure was sad!"

So Elvis' first love ended tragically—as first loves often do. Maybe that's why
it made such an impression on Elvis. And maybe that's why the poor Tennessee

truck driver vowed, as he says, "That someday, somehow, things would change" and

he'd have his car. As everybody knows, Elvis now has quite a few cars!

"But," says Elvis, "I don't see why that makes me car-crazy like some folks say.

You take a poor little kid and he sees an electric train in a toy store. 'Course he

can't afford it but he sure dreams about it, though. Then he grows up and maybe
he gets to be real rich and he buys a bunch of trains to play with. Is he train

crazy? Or maybe some other kid starts his stamp collection with just one old stamp
and then he builds it up to a whole lot of stamps. He's not stamp crazy, is he?

Then why say I'm car-crazy just 'cause I like a lot of cars?"

One thing is certain. Elvis is now the idol of millions of girls, and his name
has been linked romantically with many stars. But he remains true to his first

love—a car!

Elvis will soon be seen in Paramount's King Creole.

Will drove to a spot he said he'd picked
out especially for the occasion. After we
finished our lunch, he showed me the an-
swer to all the letters he'd written. Then
we had a long talk about my future and
the course I was going to follow. 'If I

could only talk to somebody who really
knows the in's and out's of the business,'
I said at one point. Will smiled that big
grin of his. 'Rich,' he said, 'it so happens
that right behind that big hill there lives

one J. Fenton McKenna, a fine dramatic
coach. How'd you like to meet him?' I

looked at him in amazement. 'Just like

that?' I asked. As I was saying it, I real-
ized that Will had planned all this, that
one J. Fenton McKenna was expecting us
in a few minutes. Will put out his hand
and shook mine. 'If you've got the stuff,'

he said, 'he's the man who'll know.' Then
we said a short prayer together and got
up for the trek up the hill and down to

Mr. McKenna's house. And everything
good that has happened to me in acting

since, began happening then.

"That's a brother for you, isn't it?

"That's my brother Will." END

Richard Egan is scheduled to do Voice
In The Mirror and now is in Slaughter
On Tenth Avenue, both for U-I.

what guys go for in girls

(Continued from page 45)

SHOULD SHE PHONE HIM?

NICK: Sure. I love it. I'm the kind of

guy who loves to be spoiled rotten by
women, and you'd be surprised how many
fellows are like that. But do it in a breezy
way, when you have something to say and
after you've known the guy for a while.

Don't sound anxious and don't make with
the phone calls after only one date. The
other night a girl called me and caught me
when I was feeling pretty low. I was so

glad to hear from her she became my
dream girl right then and there. We ended
up by doing the town and had a ball.

TONY: A girl should take her tone from
the boy. If she knows he likes her, she
can call. She can even tell him, "I feel

like going to a movie tonight—can you
come with me?" Not every girl-boy rela-
tionship has to be built on an act. As for

me, I like a girl to call me. Why not? It's

the kind of flattery I go for. But if she's

only met him once, or if he's obviously
not interested, then she should call off the
calling.

TOMMY: Sure, I'm tickled to death when
a girl calls me. In fact, I expect it of her
if she's a friend of mine. I can't understand
why a girl and boy can't be natural and
casual. In my books it's swell if a girl and
a guy can be buddy-buddy and one can
call the other if the mood dictates.

HUGH: Not just to call and yak. That's

not sexy. A woman has to be run after,

not do the running. Calling up a guy with
a feeble excuse to promote a date pulls

down a girl's rating. But if it's for a
legitimate reason—like asking him to a
party—go to it.

HOW CAN SHE PROMOTE
A SECOND DATE?
NICK: Show him that you're getting a
great kick out of your first date, and he'll

be coming back for more of the same treat-

ment. Let him think he's the greatest

guy you ever met. You won't make him

conceited—you'll just make him flip. All
through the night tell him how wonderful
you think he is. Your parting words can
even be something like, "This was the
most wonderful time I've had in a long
time. Baby, you sure swung me. You're
the most." That would get a character
like me. Give him something like that in

your own lingo and watch him come back.

TONY: If you find on your first date with
him that you want to cinch a second, why
not think of a legitimate reason to get
him to come around, like inviting him to

a party you suddenly dreamed of giving?
Another thing, to make him think you're
a girl he can't do without, let him set the
pace on where to go and what to do that
first date. The girl who has the evening
all planned out sounds too much like a

master sergeant. Make him feel important.
Even if he asks you what you want to do,

let him feel he's masterminding the whole
evening's activities.

TOMMY: Don't force yourself to make an
impression. Be yourself. Naturalness is

everything. Have a lively interest in his

pet enthusiasms, and if you don't know
what he's talking about, for gosh sakes, let

him know—in a kind of cute way. He
didn't ask you for a date expecting you to

be an expert on the guided missile and
skeet shooting. Besides, asking questions
promotes the conversation, shows you're
interested in what he's saying. Be relaxed
all the way. Don't strain to come up with
the bright sayings all the time. Sometimes
being too smart leads to sarcasm. Show
him you're having a good time, be easy to

be with and hell be hurrying back.

HUGH: Don't let him spend too much
money. Steer clear of the expensive clubs
and make for the smaller ones with atmos-
phere. It will not only give you more
mood but makes him feel more secure.
A guy hates to empty his wallet on a
single date. Let him know you're con-
siderate that way. A girl who pouts and
makes an issue about where to go will

have her new boy friend swearing off

the second date.

Nick Adams is in 20th-Fox's Sing, Boy,
Sing! and soon will appear in Paramount?

s

Teacher's Pet and Warners' No Time
For Sergeants. Tommy Sands is also in
Sing, Boy, Sing! Hu,gh O'Brian is sched-
uled to do Rope Law for 20th-Fox. Watch
for Tony Perkins in Paramount's Desire
Under The Elms. He will soon appear in

MGM's Green Mansions and Columbia's
This Angry Age.
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jeff tells the truth

(Continued from page 27) year later and
tried again to make their marriage work.
The Chandler story hardly had broken

before there were the thickly worded hints

of a serious estrangement between Esther
and her husband Ben Gage. Ben, it was
learned, had already moved out. And
after a long series of denials, Esther at

last admitted her twelve-year marriage
was shaky.
"We're having trouble but we hope it

isn't the end," the beautiful swimmer con-
fessed. Just as they had been having
trouble for several years past, trouble that

. they kept from getting them to the seeing-
lawyers stage!

After Esther quite calmly and with un-
suspected sophistication announced that

she and Ben had separated, a close family

friend of theirs revealed that Ben's only
comment was, "Maybe it was the build-up
Esther has gotten for the last ten years.

Everyone we knew thought she was per-

fect. I'm her husband. Better than anyone
else, I know that isn't true. Esther is no
angel. But I love her. I guess, though,
this time it's all over. . .

."

Those are the two stories that hit the

papers.
But what about the third story . . . the

story that a man and a woman were end-
ing their marriages to two other people
because they had fallen in love with each
other under the influence of a romantic
Italian moon?
A few weeks ago, this writer, throwing

caution to the studio wind-machine, put
the question to Jeff.

I pointed out that his open and un-
abashed fondness for Esther Williams in

public places was reason enough for

people to think that perhaps an old love

was over because a new one had begun.

The straight dope
Jeff, who had been relaxing on the

couch in his studio dressing room, jumped
up to a sitting position looking exactly

like a man on his way to fury. But when
feet hit the floor, he stopped suddenly,
then pressed his fingers against gray steel-

wool hair with such force that his knuckles
grew white.

Then he looked up at me and gave me
that lop-sided Chandler smile.

"You know," he said, "I was just going

to get sore. But I just thought of some-
thing my mother said to me a long time
ago. The only thing that can make a man
really angry, she said, is to hear the truth

about himself. And there's no truth to

that, about Esther and me.
"Okay. You want to know about Esther

and me? I'll tell you. You want to know
about Marge and me? Okay. I'll tell you
that, too.

"Marge and I got married in 1946. We
were both struggling to make something
of ourselves as actors. Actually Marge
was doing much better than I. I was no-
where. The most important critics in my
life were casting directors. Each one, when
I'd audition for a part, had something to

say about—now, get this—about me. Me,
personally! Not my acting! I was too tall.

My cheekbones were too prominent. I

looked too mean. My mouth was too full.

My ears were too high. The cleft in my
chin was distracting. One of them said

I had the body and face of a man thirty

and the gray hair of a man fifty. He said

that made me a physical odd-ball. I knew
what he meant. Professionally, I was a

freak.
"You understand? My ability wasn't

considered. I'd turn away from people if

I caught them staring at me. I'd walk
70 down the street and imagine that every-

body was looking at me the way they'd
look at a man with two heads.
"When I met Marge I was hungry.

Hungry? I was ravenous! I wanted to

love someone and get loved back. Marge
was the woman I needed. I loved her and
she loved me. We married and had
children.
"We were happy for five years. We had

the kind of joy two people get from lov-
ing one another that you can't put into

words. Even to each other. It was some-
thing we just knew we had."

Those questions

Jeff bit at his lower lip.

"All of a sudden we didn't have it any-
more."
He hit his knees with the heels of his

hands and stood up.
"Where does it go?" he asked more of

himself than of me. "What takes it away
from you? God, how many times I've

asked myself those questions."
He sat down again.

"I tried. Marge tried. We talked it out,

over and over. We'd go away together on
short trips, each of us pleading for the

help of Providence.
"A few years ago we tried a separation.

We went back together again. And for a
while it seemed as though we had found
love once more."
Chandler let his voice drop. I could

barely hear him.
"We were dreaming. Just dreaming.

Kidding ourselves." He looked up. "Then
we made a mistake. We decided to be

Celeste Holm says

—

Half the people who buy fancy
cars are trying to keep up with the
neighbors. The other half are try-

ing to keep up with the payments.
Leonard Lyons

in The Mew York Post

practical about our marriage. For the
sake of the children, we agreed to be
husband and wife. I learned there's no
such thing as a husband and wife if you
don't start with a man and woman in

love.

"When I learned that Raw Wind In
Eden was going to be shot in Italy I

thought a separation like that—because of

my work—might be a break.

Another world

"In Italy you become more sensitive,

more philosophic. The Italians have great
respect for the soul, for music and for love.

But they are also very matter-of-fact
about love. They don't pretend it exists

if it doesn't. There are two thousand years
of wisdom in the shrug of an Italian's

shoulders.
"One afternoon I got into a discussion

with an older man who had come to work
on the picture. He was pure Italian. I

liked him. He talked for hours and dis-

cussed everything openly. Then he began
to speak affectionately, and there was
boasting in his tone, of the women he had
loved in his life.

"I smiled as he recounted his memories.
But I was curious. 'You certainly have
played a lot with love, haven't you?' I said.

"It was his turn to smile. 'When you
are older and not so American, you will

understand,' he said, 'that man does not

play with love. It is the opposite. Love
plays with the man. You Americans be-
lieve love dies. Love does not die. It

simply disappears. So the two—the man
and the woman who once loved each other

—

they go off in different directions. And
that, my friend, is the end of them, as

lovers.'

"

Jeff sighed and rubbed his face again.
"I just sat there staring at him. That

old man had given me my answer. It

didn't take much to convert his philosophy
to the problem that had been eating me
all these months.
"At last I knew what has happened to

the Jeff Chandlers. The old man hadn't
been exactly right, but he had been close
enough.
"My separation from Marge involves

one of the toughest, most difficult prob-
lems that can hit a marriage.

Outgrown
"Because we are human, Marge and I

have changed since we married twelve
years ago. Each of us leams something
each day of our lives that changes our
personal behavior, our individual attitudes,
and our desires. Our temperaments are
just a little bit different tomorrow than
they were today.
"At the end of a year, after three hun-

dred and sixty-five almost imperceptible
changes, each of us is a slightly different
person. Particularly on the inside.

"Is it so difficult to imagine the incred-
ible differences that can form between
two people who, in the beginning, may
have been ideally suited to each other as
man and woman?
"Now I know our changes took us in

opposite directions. The days and the
months and the years went by and one
unhappy morning, we woke up and
realized that an uncrossable gulf had
grown between us. That was the real
separation.

"It's that simple. I've grown one way.
Marge has grown another."

Jeff stood up and cocked his head to one
side and rubbed the back of his neck.

"Now, I suppose no one will be satis-

fied unless
—

" He interrupted himself.

"Look, I went to Italy to make a motion
picture. I am told one day that a particu-

larly nice person named Esther Williams
is going to co-star with me. Trying to

stop the gossip on that was impossible. I

knew what was going to happen. I'd read
the papers. There were rumors that Esther

and Ben were having marriage problems.

Turn the page and you read about mine.
So it starts. The old game of Hollywood
mathematics. Two and two makes what-
ever you please. People would say we're

in love.

What happens, happens

"I started to worry about it. But I knew
there was nothing I could do about it! In

Italy, Esther and I worked together." And
suddenly, he found a good friend, a friend

who knew when he was blue, and took

the time to talk to him about it—and
seemed to know just the right words be-
cause she was going through the same
kind of grief. "I like her," Jeff repeated.

"Only people who take idiot pills will

try to make anything more than that out

of it."

"You know what it means when you're

alone, away from home—and wracking
your brains out? You know what it means
to find a friend at a time like that?"

And listening to Jeff, I suddenly won-
dered how come people can feel a warm
glow when they think about two guys
who'd stick their arms into fire up to here
for each other ... or two women whose
friendship helps them over the rough
spots in life . . . and yet, couldn't see any-
thing but 'romance' when it was a man
and a woman, who found in each other

that same precious understanding, and
affection—and friendship. . . . END

Jeff and Esther will soon appear in U-I's

Raw Wind In Eden. You can see Jeff now,

in U-I's Lady Takes A Flyer. ii



johnny on the spot

(Continued from page 31) A. I don't like

destructive rebels. There's a big difference.

I don't like phonies either, and that's an-
other thing she's not!

Q. What do you usually do on your dates

with Vicki?
A. Lots of times we just stay at Vicki's.

A lot of young actors, writers—and just

plain people—hang around there, talking

about life in general and drinking coffee

and playing records and beating bongo
drums.
Q. How do you get along with Vicki's

parents?
A. Vicki's father, Victor Thall, is an artist

and somewhat of a bohemian—I guess
you'd call him off-beat. So when Vicki's

name started appearing in columns with
mine, he added an extra L to his name!
She was Thai—okay, so he became Thall!

But he's giving me painting lessons, so I

guess he's not sore at me!
Q. What made you go to a psychiatrist?

A. Two years of going unrecognized, of

butting my head against solidly locked
studio doors—the doors of my own studio,

too! They kept me under contract, but
not because of my work. They kept me
because of my agent, Henry Willson.
Finally I went reeling to a psychiatrist.

Q. Why did you have such a rough time
getting started in pictures.

A. It was all Rock Hudson's fault!

Q. Come again?
A. Henry Willson was my agent—and
Rock Hudson's too. Rock Hudson was
U-I's biggest star. They signed me up
just to humor Henry—but I didn't know it.

The studio didn't even bother to give me
a screen test—not even after they signed
me to a contract!

Q. Do you think going to the psychiatrist

helped you any?
A. Well, for one thing, while I was under-
going psychiatric treatments I finally got
hip and went after the part in The Un-
guarded Moment—and that was the role

that skyrocketed my stock. I fought for

the part. Up to then I had thought They'll
come for me. Nobody came. I had to go
after success hammer-and-tongs.

The background

Q. You told me once that some of the
kids you grew up with became juvenile
delinquents, and

—

A. Most of them aren't really juvenile
delinquents. They are just kids who think
it's smart to imitate the legendary hood-
lum heroes of the neighborhood or the
actors they see playing gangster parts in
movies. The kids become emotionally in-
volved with the idea of themselves as
hoodlum heroes and gangster actors.
Wouldn't it be wonderful if all the juvenile
delinquents in the country could become
actors? Then they could get paid for
playing the parts they are playing! Juven-
ile delinquents? Nothing of the sort.

They're just trying to draw attention to
themselves, in order to make their bud-
dies admire them. They want to be loved,
to be admired. That may involve doing
something dangerous to prove they have
courage. It may mean robbing a bank,
robbing an old lady's purse.
Q. What do you think made the big dif-
ference between you—and the kids who
get on the wrong side of the law?
A. I was lucky. I happened to stumble
on it—I mean good reading—when I was
going to New Utrecht High School in
Brooklyn. I turned away from the neigh-
borhood hoodlums to reading. Reading
helped me escape from a lot of things

—

and taught me a lot of things too. I turned
away from the story I heard about my
mother—about how the U. S. Immigra-
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tion Department quota system had per-
mitted her two sisters to come to America
before she did. By the time she came
over from Italy her sisters were com-
pletely 'Americanized,' or so they thought.
At any rate, they looked down on her
because she was 'Old Country' and
couldn't speak English. Reading books
helped me to understand how things like

that could happen, how people can hurt
each other without knowing it, how to

develop an understanding for them, how
to forgive them, how not to be hurt in the
first place!

About friendship

Q. How about friends? Who are your
best friends?
A. One of my best friends is my business
manager—and J don't mean just because
he saves me money! I don't have many
close friends.

Q. Why not?
A. Do you? Does anybody?
Let me try to tell you what I've learned

about friendship during my four years
in Hollywood. Stardom is the ultimate
goal among actors. They join forces in the
beginning, when they're both trying to

attain a mutual goal. One of them makes
it. The friendship is over. Both of them
make it. The friendship is over.

Q. Why is friendship—in Hollywood—so
hard to hold on to?

A. In movies, in the automobile industry,
it's all the same in any walk of life. It's

because people grow; they change. So
friendships end.

June Havoc and Eva Gabor held a
reunion in the foyer outside the
Persian Room last night. There
were the customary embraces, ex-

changes of "Darling," and then Eva
asked, "How about renting me your
house?" . . . "Only my beach house
is empty," said Miss Havoc . . . "A
beach house, darling, is so depress-
ing, and when I'm depressed I get
into trouble," said Miss Gabor.
"But I'm in the mood for trouble.
It's a deal."

Leonard Lyons
in The New York Post

This is not only true of Hollywood. It's

true of two Army buddies, too. They're
buddies on the battlefield, fighting for their

lives, fighting for each other. Well, these
two guys fight the big fight and come out
victorious and get out on the town when
it's all over, to celebrate the victory. What
happens then? They find different girls.

They separate. They don't need each
other. The common bond of fighting the
big fight has become untied.

Q. What do your sisters—Dolores, sixteen,

and Julianne, fourteen—think about their

famous movie star brother?
A. I don't know; I really don't. I was
seventeen when I left South Brooklyn
and Dolores was twelve, and since then
the family has moved to New York City.

Take Dolores. She and I haven't had much
t-.ne together during the past four years,

only on the few times when I'm able to

get back East. We write very seldom.
But, I talk to them a lot by phone.

A celebrity's family

Q. Do they ever ask you for autographed
photos for their schoolmates?
A. Heck, no! They'd be too embarrassed.
Come to think of it, it happened once that
I remember, but the autographed photo
wasn't for one of their schoolmates. Believe
it or not, it was for one of Julianne's teach-
ers! Julianne told me over the phone a

72 few months ago that she wanted one for

a teacher of hers. I forgot about it, it

was all so casual. Then she wrote me
about it and reminded me. She explained
she wanted it because this particular
teacher was her favorite. And the reason
she was her favorite was because she
treated Julianne like a normal human
being instead of like the sister of a movie
star! There's your answer. You asked the
question. Now, do you know what being
the sister of a movie star must be like?

Q. What about hobbies?
A. I like painting, although daubing is a
better word. Vicki's father got me inter-

ested in painting.

Q. What kind of music do you like?

A. Progressive jazz. I like it so much
that I have become a partner in the owner-
ship of a jazz program that is broadcast
over radio station KDLA in Burbank. Our
show is called The Voice of Jazz. I don't
act as announcer on the show or take any
active part except to suggest some of the
music to be played. After all, I'm entitled

—I'm one of the bosses!

Jazz and stuff

Q. Do you like rock 'n' roll?

A. I like the kind of music that fine pro-
gressive jazz men like Chico Hamilton and
Shelly Manne play. Nothing frantic,

nothing 'way out. I'm not knocking rock
'n' roll. Every man to his own taste. I just

happen to like good, non-frantic, no-blast,
easy-listenin' progressive stuff.

Q. What tv programs do you like best?

A. I watch tv only when I know that a
certain actor or actress whose technique
I admire is going to be on or if they're
going to beam a play by one of my favorite
playwrights. Of all the tv shows on the
air I like the dramatic ones best—like

Playhouse 90 and Studio One.
Q. How about movies?
A. I see an average of two movies a week.
Q. And the theatre?
A. I see all the stage plays I can. It's good
for actors to watch other actors.

Q. What's your big ambition in life?

A. Acting's my big ambition. I think
actors have a fine mission in life. They
can help make people happy. That's a big
achievement. After that—well, when I'm
older I'd like to write or direct. But right

now, I want to get a good acting perform-
ance on film. I don't think I've done it yet.

Q. Are you still studying acting?
A. All the time! Occasionally I goof off,

but doesn't everybody now and then?
Q. How come you've still got that sullen-
and-sulky reputation?
A. I don't believe in creating a phony per-
sonality just to get things printed about
myself. Did I tell you about the inter-

viewer who told me I was a hopeless actor
for her to interview, because she couldn't

get any colorful copy out of me? She
actually told me to create a personality

for myself, to make a 'Hollywood char-
acter' out of myself, to invent stuff even
if it wasn't true. She told me about an
old-time movie actress who did it by
walking down Hollywood Boulevard with
a leopard on a leash! She told me I should
attract attention— "John, you've got to get

yourself a publicity gimmick!"
I told her I'm afraid of any kind of gim-

mick—it might hurt my career.

Gimmicks kick back

Q. How could a gimmick hurt your
career?
A. It might kick back on me. It kicked
back on other actors and actresses.

Q. Name one.

A. I'll name three. Ingrid Bergman,
Marilyn Monroe and Van Johnson.
Q. How?
A. First, Ingrid Bergman. Her fans had
built her up as a very solid, very respect-

able, very womanly woman. She was all

of those things. She still is all of those
things. But she's not a demigod—not the
demigod some of the newspaper people
made her out to be. She is a human being.
The fans forgot the human equation. When
she left her husband and married Roberto
Rossellini many of them deserted her. They
were hurt. It has taken them a long time
to get over it.

Second, Marilyn Monroe. Marilyn be-
came the cheesecake ideal of Hollywood
Again her studio encouraged the legend.
Everyone laughed at her when she said

she was going to prove herself as an
actress. But Marilyn is having the last

laugh. She is a fine actress. She was
brilliant in The Prince and the Show-
girl. The break she made hurt her at

first. Because of that cheesecake publicity

gimmick, she was out of pictures for a

long time.
Third, Van Johnson. He was always

regarded as the typical All-American-
boy-next-door, always smiling, always
lovable. He wouldn't harm a fly. But then
Evie Wynn divorced Van's best friend,

Keenan Wynn, and married Van—and
everybody said, "How terrible—this is the
end of Van's career!' It was for a while,

too. Van bounced back, but that gimmick
was no help.

The real John!

Q. Do you think you deserve the rep
you've got—of being hard to interview?
A. I guess so, but how would you like

it if someone came to you and said, "Now
tell me, Mike Connolly, what are you really

Jack Carson and his wife, Lola Al-

bright, appeared on the Bob Cum-
mings TV show. He played a wolf,

and had one blazing love scene
with his wife. The director wasn't
pleased with the inadequate pas-
sion displayed by this husband and
wife before the TV camera. Car-
son promised to perfect it. "Lola,"
he said to her, "in this scene make
love to me fiercely—like . . . like . .

.

like you did with Frank Sinatra in

The Tender Trap.
Leonard Lyons

in The New York Post

like, deep down inside—and tell it to me
in one quick luncheon session in the com-
missary at U-I because I've got a deadline
to make?" Of course you wouldn't like it.

The only way you get to know a person
is to know him and for a long time. You
also talk to other people about them. Have
you talked to others about me?"
Mike: As a matter of fact, Johnny, I did!

John: Who?
Mike: Vicki, Victor Thall, Henry Will-

son, producer Ross Hunter, Ric Strauss

—

(Ric, a photographer, is one of Victor
Thall's best friends)

.

John: What did they tell you about me?
That I'm sullen and sulky?

?Iike: No.
John: Have you ever found me that

way?
Mike: No, not lately, although I had

pegged you that way at first.

John: But you know now that I really

wasn't, that I was just sore because I

didn't think my career was rolling along
fast enough? Do you remember the fun
we all had at Curt Jurgens' party last

month? Was I sulky and sullen then?
Mike: Wait a minute, boy! I'm conduct-

ing the interview!
[But I couldn't think of another thing

to ask.]

Any questions? END

John's in U-I's Summer Love and will

appear in Reluctant Debutante for MGM
and The Wonderful Years for U-I.
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111 say yes to frank

(Continued from page 22) together. They
break each other up with jokes and gags.

They make a big thing out of such little

things as going to market iii Palm Springs,

pushing baskets around and buying
everything in sight; of painting funny
faces on balloons to use as place cards at

parties they co-host; of driving around
Palm Springs, where they spend so much
time, in Frank's new $10,000 car in T-
shirts and shorts.

For small groups of their intimate

friends, including Bing Crosby and Kathy,
Frank barbeques hot dogs and hamburg-
ers and steaks and makes spaghetti while

Betty whips up the green salad and garlic

toast. On cook's night out, they'll even
wash and dry the dishes, usually singing

at the top of their lungs to the piano ac-

companiment of Van Heusen or some
other composer pal.

"Frank says I sing like Tallulah Bank-
head, off-key—but loud," laughs Betty.

All this tom-foolery is why I say that

for the first time in his life Frank is in

love without responsibilities, and I mean
to take nothing away from the other two
big loves in his life—Nancy Sinatra and
Ava Gardner—by saying this.

When Nancy and Frank met and married
nineteen years ago, neither his career nor
his mental outlook were as mature as they
are now. It's true that soon after the birth

of Nancy, Jr.—now seventeen—the bobby-
soxers started screaming Frankie into a

semi-hysterical fame. But in the eleven
years of this marriage, during which time
three children were born—Nancy, Frank,
Jr. and Tina—Frank was in the nerve-
racking position of stabilizing his career

as well as meeting the problems, emo-
tional and financial, of his domestic life.

When he and Nancy finally broke up, he
was already in the throes of a completely
devastating new love with Ava Gardner

—

no rest cure in anybody's life.

If Frank had been coming up the ladder
of success when he married Nancy, he was
rapidly beginning to falter when he met
Ava. Their romance, as the world knows,
was one of the most tempestuous ever re-
corded in movie annals, and their marriage
was even more so.

The wife Ava
With Ava and Frank, matrimony was

one tremendous battle after another. Her
star in the Hollywood heavens was grow-
ing brighter and brighter as his was be-
ginning to flicker dangerously.
Their friends say they were "crazy" in

love. It couldn't have been a more apt
term. Their domestic life was out of focus
from the very beginning.

Despite her fame, Ava knew nothing
about running a home, and cared less.

When they entertained, which wasn't of-
ten, the responsibility for the success of

the affair fell entirely on Frank.
I'll never forget the first party Ava and

Frank hosted when they returned to Cali-
fornia after their Philadelphia wedding.
They had taken a big home in the Pacific
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Palisades and, as Frank wanted the shy
and almost friendless Ava to know his

friends, he asked a woman his bride was
close to, Minna Wallis, to hostess a party
at their home.
Ava was like a little girl, frightened and

unhappy at welcoming thirty people to

cocktails and dinner. She actually seemed
to stand behind Frank, using him as a
shield in her new position as an insecure
housewife. When something went tempo-
rarily wrong in the kitchen, she went run-
ning in panic to Frank for a whispered
consultation. She threw up her hands in

despair at the chore of arranging the place
cards, a little job he was attending to

when the guests started to arrive. All dur-
ing the evening, glamorous Ava was un-
sure of herself, unhappy and completely
dependent socially on her husband.
But had they remained happily in love,

perhaps Frank could have coached Ava
into being a happier hostess and more
able to guide their domestic life. It was
very soon obvious that the great physical
passion they had for each other was not
going to be enough to hold the union to-

gether. Jack Dempsey and Gene Tunney
never staged such battles as the battlin'

Sinatras. It almost sank Frank as a hu-
man being as well as a singer.

As this is not a story of the trials and
tribulations of Ava and Frank, I do not
think I need to detail more information
about their eventual break-up—except
that it had to come. The world is well
aware of the saga of how Sinatra hit bot-
tom before he started his brilliant come-
back to become one of the screen's finest

actors as well as the great singer he is today.

But I have touched on Nancy and Ava
to emphasize the difference in his person-
ality by the time he met Betty Bacall.

Bogey's wife

They met as friends, Betty being the

devoted wife of Humphrey Bogart,

Frankie's great pal. Before the serious

illness that was to claim Bogey's life as a

victim of cancer, these three were insep-

arable cronies. Sinatra and Bogart had
the time of their lives throwing insults at

one another, in fun—and Betty refereed.

They were welded together in every-
thing from stardom to politics—all wild-
eyed Democrats—to their social circle. The
three of them organized and activated the

Holmby Hills Rat Pack, consisting of the

friends I have previously mentioned plus
the Mike Romanoffs and Judy Garland
and Sid Luft. The latter two dropped out
following a tiff between Frankie and
Judy.
The Bogarts and Frank even inter-

changed homes. If Sinatra was in the
East he turned over his Palm Springs
house to Bogey and Betty and their two
children. And, before his beautiful bach-
elor home was completed, he often took
over the Bogart house in Holmby Hills to

throw a party.

But the great happiness they shared as
pals was to become sorrowfully over-
shadowed when Bogey became tragically

ill with cancer of the throat. He was not
told his true condition because the doctors
and Betty hoped until almost the end that
he would respond to treatment. But
Betty was told. And the only other per-
son who knew of Bogey's heartbreaking
illness from the beginning was Frank.

It was a sad, sad secret they shared.
Much too heartbreaking for any other
emotion to gain roots in their lives. It

is one of the biggest lies ever whispered
in malicious gossip that—during the life-

time of Bogart, particularly in the last

months of his life—the feeling between
Betty and Frank changed to something
more than friendship, consciously or sub-
consciously.
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Frank Sinatra has been accused of

many things in his life, much of the criti-

cism being inspired by jealousy because
so many women fall for him. But he has
never been accused of having anything,
and I mean anything—to do with a pal's

wife or girl friend.
And Betty Bacall Bogart can hold her

head high the rest of her life for her
record as one of the finest and most de-
voted wives this town has ever known!
She was a brave and gallant woman who
deeply loved her husband to the last

breath of his life and who was just as

deeply loved by him.
I was one of the last visitors Bogey had

before he died and I'll never forget with
what pride he told me, when Betty had
left the room, "She is the greatest woman
I have ever known."
Frank was in New York fulfilling a

nightclub engagement when Bogey died
early in January of 1957. He was all for

catching a plane to return to the Coast
and be of what help he could to Betty
during the sad days of the funeral ar-
rangements. But over the long-distance
telephone she told him, "You gave Bogey
your deep friendship when he needed it:

during his lifetime." Also, it would have
meant the loss of thousands of dollars to

the nightclub to cancel out the remainder
of Frank's engagement. Although he was
too sorrowful to sing the night of Bogey's
death, he remained on in the East for the
rest of his contract.
Then he hurried home to give what

comfort he could to Betty. If what started
in solace, and what mutual help they
could give each other in their sorrow,
has blossomed into a deep affection be-
tween them—it is an honorable story of

the heart.
Within a few months of Bogey's death,

Frank started prompting friends to in-
clude Betty in small parties held in pri-

vate homes. He made a point of often
dropping by the Bogart house bringing
toys to help cheer up the children.

He would beg her to go to previews,
not premieres, with him to see the new
pictures. As time went by—they were
seen together more and more often. And
laughter came back to both of them.
These two who had shared a great sorrow
began to share a new, vital happiness.
They fell in love.

The other side

And this brings us to the second factor

in their present relationship—the case
against their marrying:
The most important is—Frank's mar-

riage to Ava left him very, very bitter.

He not only said "Never again" when they
parted, he meant it—he had to wait years
for Ava to finally make up her mind to

free him, and that happened just last year
in the Mexican courts.

He was, perhaps still is, convinced that

he is happier as a free man. He loves h's

life as it is today. And why not?

He's riding the crest of his greatest

professional success. He's crazy about his

new modern bachelor house high on Mul-
holland Drive overlooking both the San
Fernando Valley and the Pacific Ocean.
"And I've got the best cook in town," he
boasts of his Japanese man-servant. In

this cheerful set-up, he comes and. goes as

he pleases without answering to anyone,
most of all a wife.

As for what is referred to as a "home
and family life," Frankie has that too.

Because he and Nancy have maintained
the friendliest feeling, despite her heart-
ache at the time of the advent of Ava
Gardner, he is a frequent and welcome
visitor at the home of his children and his

first wife.
Frank is not a casual father to young

Nancy, Frankie and Tina. It's nothing for
him to drop by his former home and even
stir up a spaghetti dinner with the aid of
all three of his children. Sometimes the
senior Nancy is there; sometimes not.
He is actively consulted about their

schooling, their friends and even their
clothing and visits to the dentist. Once,
when Nancy, Sr. was in Jamaica vaca-
tioning with friends, eight-year-old Tina
would call her father each morning to

awaken him to take her to school! "This
is great with a hangover," Frank would
laugh. But he would show up!
Although his natural inclination is to

spoil them, he tries not to do so. In mo-
ments of stress, he'll always advise that
they listen to their mother.
He has a real and abiding affection for

the mother of his children. When she
recently gave a little party for her par-
ents, Mr. and Mrs. Michael Barbado, cele-
brating their 50th anniversary, Frankie
even dropped by to felicitate his former
mother- and father-in-law.

Nothing's perfect

Some of his envious male friends say,
"Frank is sitting pretty. He never had
things so good. His is a perfect set-up

—

why should he change it for another swing
at marriage?"
And when he and Betty have an argu-

ment—and they do, as is the custom with
sweethearts—I'm sure Frank feels the
same way.
When a woman is in love as much as

Betty is with Frank, there's little doubt
but that she can be hurt by him.
They had a real blow-up when he

slipped out of town and flew East to see
Ava Gardner when Ava came to New
York for what she expected to be surgery
on her disfigured face. She had fallen
from a horse in a bull ring at a friend's
estate in Madrid and suffered a paralysis
of the lip and cheek. She called in tears
from New York, telling Frank of her
plight and her fear of surgery. So he
planed to her side to give her moral
courage.
Betty hit the roof! Dining with Spencer

Tracy and another friend at the Villa
Capri during his absence, she was ap-
proached by a reporter who asked,
"Where's Frankie?"
"Frankie who?" she snapped.
Then, before the surprised scribe could

identify Mr. Sinatra, Betty said tartly,

"I'm not his keeper. Who knows where
he is? Or cares?"
She both knew—and cared. A lot.

But who can hold out on Frank when
he wants to be charming and make up?
Certainly not the girl who is so much in

love with him. Pretty soon, after Ava
flew back to Madrid without having sur-
gery, Frankie and Betty were back to-
gether as happy and laughing as ever.

And this is the way the situation stands
as this story is written.

What is my personal thought of what
the future holds for them? Frankly, I

don't know. I would love to see my
friend, Betty, happily married to the man
she loves so much. And I know Frankie
loves her, too. If they should break up,
I think her heart would break—again.
Frankie may never again find a woman
with whom he can share so much happi-
ness and laughter.

They could be married by the time you
read this.

It may never happen.
Either way, I believe I have shared with

you, in this story, the reasons behind
whatever decision is made. end

'Betty' is in 20th-Fox's A Gift Of Love.
Frankie's doing Devil May Care for MGM
and Kings Go Forth for United, Artists.
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odor. Stops it as no "roll-on," spray-on, or stick deodorant could ever do.

You rub ARRID in — rub perspiration out . . . rub arrid in— rub odor out.

When the cream vanishes, you know you are safe, even when you are
nervous or stimulated by emotion or sexual excitement. Doctors have
proved that this new arrid with Perstop* is actually 1 y2 times as effective

as all leading deodorants tested.

Remember—nothing protects you like a cream . . . and no cream pro-
tects you like arrid with Perstop*. So don't be half-safe. Be completely
safe. Use ARRID with Perstop* to be sure. Only 43^ plus tax.
•Carter Products trademark for sulfonated hydrocarbon surfactants.

three minutes in the fires

of hell

(Continued from page 21) only excite-

ment that will ever come to my life is my
husband and our baby."

It is 3 a.m., January 14, 1958. The large,

white, two-story Wayne home, centered
amid the neatly landscaped acreage, has
slept quietly through the moonless night.

Inside the house, on the second floor,

Pilar turned slightly in the huge bed,

dreaming, perhaps, of a husband who was
thousands of miles from her side, on a

movie location.

In a far .corner of the room, beyond a

wall fireplace, stood a large crib. In it

slept the Wayne's chubby-cheeked, twen-
ty-month-old daughter, Aissa.

There were no sounds except the soft

breathing of the mother and her child. No
hint, no signal, no omen of the terror that

would strike in the next second.

Then, suddenly, in a burst of flame and
light and smoke, a small area near the
fireplace was a Hazing fire!

Still Pilar slept.

Dianne Foster is one actress who
doesn't complain about a 5:30 a.m.

location call or a lengthy day of

filming in her latest, Warners' The
Deep Six. An arduous day of mak-
ing a Hollywood motion picture is

a vacation compared to the sched-
ule she set for herself in England
for two years, when she was in the
London production of The Hollow
—and was making movies too!

For two hectic years the sched-
ule went something like this:

Up at 4 a.m. A quick cup of tea
before walking to the nearest sub-

way station. Then a train to the

station nearest the movie studio.

There take a bus to the studio.

The actress would be before the
camera until about 5:15 p.m., then
the same trip of bus, train, and
subway back to London. Hurry to

the theatre to be made up before
curtain time. After the play, sup-
per. Then to bed for a few hours
before starting the merry-go-round
all over again the next day.
A girl can get tired!

But a small dachshund dog ran, half-
skidding, down the outside hallway, the
nails on its paws beating a quick tattoo on
the hardwood floor.

It was barking frantically. The dog
squirmed its way through the partly
opened door and bounced across the bed-
room carpet. With a leap it was on the
bed, whining, growling, barking.

Pilar Wayne rolled over, dimly aware
that she was half awake, half asleep and
that the dog was barking too loudly.

She put out a drowsy hand to reach the
dog. "Shush, Blackie, shush," she mur-
mured.
But Blackie only barked louder between

his whines of noisy despair.

A feather of white smoke floated over
Pilar's face. It's pungent oder was caught

I in the deep breath of her dozing con-
|
sciousness. She wrinkled her nose,

j

"I don't know what I thought that
first moment," Pilar recalls. "I remember
Blackie's barking seemed so insistent.
"Then—it seemed like a dream—there

was a funny stinging sensation in my nose.
I coughed and I felt the same sting in my
eyes. By now Blackie's barking was close
to my ear and I could feel him running up

and down the bed. It seemed so mixed-up
and I asked myself if I were dreaming.
And I do not know what made me feel

this, but I was afraid."

That was when Pilar opened her eyes.
"My God," thought Pilar, "it is a fire . .

.

the house is burning . . . and Duke is not
here ... or is it that I am dreaming. . .

."

Any drowsy doubt Pilar might have had
that she was still dreaming was gone in
the next instant when she looked past the
frantic figure of the dog to the crib.

"I think," says Pilar, "that at a time like

that God lets you think and act more
swiftly. Everything happens so fast you
do not ever realize that your mind and
body are working. Yet, when it is over,
what happened in minutes, is remembered
as in slow-motion.
"When I saw the flames crawling along

the wall toward Aissa's crib, that's when
I screamed."

Save the baby
Even before the echo of her cry had

died, Pilar was moving toward her baby's
side. Barefooted, wearing only a flimsy
nightgown, Pilar was half-way to the crib,

passing in front of the fireplace when

—

Whoom! The great layer of heavy white
smoke that had been hugging the ceiling

suddenly burst into a canopy of flame.
"It hit me like the breath of a tremen-

dous oven," says Pilar.

Heat spewed out to every corner. Huge,
smoke-tipped flames spread great blankets
of white smoke in every direction.
Another sheet of flame raced along,

blistering the paint on the walls.
In less than five seconds the once luxur-

ious bedroom was a seething inferno of
flame, smoke and unbearable heat.
Now, with so much fire and smoke,

breathing for Pilar was difficult. The burn-
ing fog of white seared her throat and

lungs. She could not stop coughing. Her
eyes began to redden. She staggered to-
ward the crib, trying to fend the heat away
from her eyes with her arm.
"When I finally did reach the baby,"

Pilar says, "I rolled the blanket over Ais-
sa's face. I remember thanking God for
letting me get to her. I picked her up and
started for the nursery door because it

was closer than the hallway. But now my
eyes had watered so badly I could not see
clearly. I said to myself how lucky I'm
near that door."
But weakened by her difficulty in breath-

ing, tears streaming down her cheeks, the
tiny woman realized she was losing her
strength. Aissa felt twice her usual weight.
"Although the room was bright from the

flames." Pilar says, "I discovered that I

could not see the door. Everything was
blurred. I tried to rub the tears out of my
eyes, but it only made them worse. I tried

to distinguish the outlines of furniture but
I could make out nothing but a red-gray
light all around me. Then it seemed the
room began to revolve and I know now I

was getting dizzy. I put out my hand
hoping I could find something to lean on
until I got to the door. I started to fall.

The wall stopped me."
Sliding along the wall, Pilar finally came

to the door and clutched at the knob.
The knob turned, but the door wouldn't

open. The heat had swollen the wood and
it was jammed against the door frame.

Trapped!

"That's when I became terrified," says
Pilar, "because I didn't think my strength
would last—the smoke was like liquid now
—and I could not think where to turn,

where the hallway door was.
"I did not know what to do," Pilar con-

tinues, "nor which way to turn. And then
over the noise of the fire, I heard a bark! 75



OPPORTUNITIES
FOR YOU

For rates,

write COMBINED CLASSIFIED
529 W. Madison, Chicago 6

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN (CW-A8)
SEW FOR BIG Money! Prepare for good paying job or home
sewing assignments. Earn to $100 weekly. Latest factory se-
crets, methods. Placement Service. Free information. Write
Hollywood Garment Trades School, 5880-CW4 Hollywood
Blvd., Hollywood 28, Calif.

MAKE MONEY AT home assembling our items. No tools.

Experience unnecessary. Lee Manufacturing, Dept. 32,

8507-W 3rd, Los Angeles 48, California.

LOSE WEIGHT WITHOUT drugs. Hollywood Secret For-
mulas Guarantees weight Reduction and control. Mail $2.00.

Studio 3, 1561 Labaig, Hollywood 28, California.

$200. MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewing Babywearl No house
selling! Send stamped, addressed envelope. "Cuties,"

Warsaw 2, Indiana.

DRESSES 24c; SHOES 39c; Men's suits $4.95; trousers

$1.20. Better used clothing. Free Catalog. Transworld 164-F
Christopher, Brooklyn 12, N.Y.

HOMEWORKERS: ASSEMBLE HANDLACED precut moc-
casins and bags. Good earnings. California Handicrafts, Los
Angeles 46-A, California.

,

HOMEWORKERS WANTED! GUARANTEED Pay! No Sell-

ing! Everything Furnished! National, Box 88C, Boston 22,

Massachusetts. .

SEW? SAVE 50% with Pre-cut Wearing Apparel. Discount
Sewing Supplies. Catalog free. Readikuts, Loganville 22, Wise.

$200. MONTHLY REPORTED, preparing envelopes! Reveal-
ing method, 25c! Economy, Box 2580-C, Greensboro, N.C.

MAKE $25 to $35 weekly mailing envelopes. Our instructions

reveal how. Glenway, Box 6568, Cleveland 1, Ohio.

SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time, Easy,
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 2, Ark.

WIDE SHOES—FREE Catalog. Syd Kushner, Dept. CWC,
733 South Street, Philadelphia 47, Pennsylvania.

MAKE MONEY CLIPPING Newspaper Items For Publishers!

Newscraft, CW-983-E. Main, Columbus 5, Ohio.

"MILLION $ OFFERTUNITIES", items, everything. 25c.

Hermsen, 34-15 Knox, Bronx, New York.

EARN SEWING PRE-Cut Ties. Write Jud San, Box 2107,

Cleveland 8, Ohio, Dept. CWC-4.
BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES

$35 WEEKLY PREPARING envelopes. Instructions $1. Re-
fundable. Adservice, Spring Valley 47, New York.

GUARANTEED HOMEWORK! IMMEDIATE Commissions!
Free Outfits! Hirsch's, 1301-42 Hoe, New York City 59.

MAKE YOUR TYPEWRITER Earn Money. Send $1.00.

Hughes, 7004-B Diversey, Chicago 35. .

$35.00 UP, REPORTED! Prepare envelopes for advertisers!

Cove, Box 2580-A, Greensboro, N.C.

$30-$60 WEEKLY Sparetime preparing, mailing envelopes. I n-

structions$1, refundable. Reiss, 21 0-B Fifth Ave., New York 10

MAKE MONEY TYPING! Fourteen Ways. Send $1.00 Re-
fundable. Ace, Box 624K, Pacific Palisades, California.

EARN EXTRA CASH! Address Advertising Postcards. Lang-
dons, Box 41107C, Los Angeles 41, California.

LOANS BY MAIL
BORROW $50 TO $500. Employed men and women over 25,

eligible. Confidential—no co-signers—no inguiries of employ-
ers or friends. Up to 2 years to repay—monthly payments.
Supervised by State of Nebraska. Loan application sent free in

plain envelope. Give occupation. American Loan Plan, City

National Bank , Dept. CW-4, Omaha, Nebraska.

EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES
COMPLETE HIGH SCHOOL at home in spare time with 61-
year-old school ; texts furnished; diploma; no classes; booklet
free. Write American School, Dept. X497, Drexel at 58th,

Chicago 37, Illinois.

FINISH HIGH SCHOOL at home, spare time. No classes.
Diploma awarded. Write for Free catalog. Wayne School,
Catalog HCX-16, 2527 Sheffield, Chicago 14.

HELP WANTED
BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrating
Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborheod.Forfreesam-
ples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 1984C, Glendale, Calif.

FOREIGN & U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS

HIGH PAYING JOBS, Opportunities, foreign, USA. All trades.

Companies pay fare. For information write Dept. 63L National
Employment Information, 1020 Broad, Newark, New Jersey.

MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS
POEMS WANTED FOR Musical Setting And Recording.
Immediate Consideration. Send Poems. Songcrafters, 2724
Arcade Station, Nashville, Tenn.

AGENTS WANTED
60% PROFIT COSMETICS $25 day up. Hire others. Samples,
details. Studio Girl-Hollywood, Glendale, Calif., Dept. 1984H.

PERSONAL
ADULTS—RECEIVE "INTERESTING Mails." Send 25c.
Bentz, (Desk-S/63), Chatawa, Mississippi.

¥

sur-

FEMALE HELP WANTED
$23 WEEKLY for wearing lovely
dresses supplied to you by us.

Just show Fashion Frocks to
friends in spare time. No in-
vestment, canvassing or experi-
ence necessary. Fashion Frocks,
Dept. Z-4054, Cincinnati 2, O.

FE
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If you are the talented author

of an unpublished manuscript,
let us help gain the recognition

you deserve. We will publish
your BOOK—we will edit, design,
print, promote, advertise and
sell it I Good royalties.

Write for FREE copy of

How To Publish Your Book

COMET PRESS BOOKS. Dept. DM-4
200 Varick St.. N. Y. 14

"Blackie was at my feet barking. Some-
how the presence of that little dog gave
me new strength. I thought if he, who is

only a dog, is all right, perhaps I am all

right, too.

"I said to myself, jollow Blackie, Pilar.

Trust him. And do not lose your head
again. Aissa's life depends on you."
But then, as though Pilar had lost her

hearing, Blackie's bark faded. Pilar knew
she could not lose the dog now. Her eyes
had swollen shut from the smoke, nausea
was coming to her stomach from swallow-
ing the thick smoke and her lungs seemed
ready to burst for the need of air

Moving as quickly as she could toward
Blackie's distant bark, she had taken
three or four steps when she hit a low
table she had forgotten was in the center
of the room. She fell to the floor, but
twisted her small body under Aissa to
save the infant from injury.
"That is when I believed that I might

die in that room," Pilar says, with the
memory of that desperation still vivid in

her mind. "But that fall to the floor saved
my life—and Aissa's. Because I was able
to breathe now. The cooler, cleaner air,

I now remembered, was always near the
floor in a fire. It revived me and I rubbed
the tears from my eyes. I still had to find

that door.
"Then I heard barking again, very loud

now. Blackie was at my side again, first

sniffing at me, then at Aissa.
"I started to crawl toward Blackie. I

could see a little. All of a sudden Blackie
disappeared again.

Still inching her way along the floor Pilar
recalls saying, "Blackie! Blackie! Come
back! Come back!" She does not remember
whether she thought the words or
screamed them.

If it weren't for Blackie . . .

"Then I felt Blackie's cool nose sniffing

at my face. I kept moving, by first push-
ing the bundle that was Aissa ahead of

me and then dragging myself forward
on my elbows.
"After what seemed like an eternity I

put out my hand and felt the door. It

was open a few inches.
"Blackie's entrance had left it ajar.

Otherwise it might have been jammed
shut, like the other, from the heat. I pulled
the door open and fresh air swept through
against my face."

Once in the hallway Pilar was able to
see and, revived by the cleaner air in the
corridor, she got up with Aissa and
dashed down the stairs and out of the
house.

Outside, Pilar was met by Mrs. Dolly
Overlander, wife of John Wayne's make-
up director, who had seen the flame and
turned in an alarm to the fire department.
Leaving Aissa with Dolly, Pilar, still bare-
footed, ran back to the rear of the first

floor.

She rushed to the rooms of her two
maids, Consuela and Angelica Saldana.
They were still asleep and would have
been trapped by the fire, which was now
beginning to spread to the lower floor at

both ends of the Wayne home.

The priceless collection

After escorting the maids to safety, Pilar
went back into the house a second time,
found a fire extinguisher in the kitchen
and returned to the second floor and
fought the fire desperately to save her
husband's den.
"There were things in there," says

Pilar, "which he could never replace. It

would have made him very sad to lose

them."
Her delaying action—and the prompt ar-

rival of the firemen

—

did save the fabu-
lous and priceless collection of mementos
Wayne has gathered during his acting
career. But his clothes and Pilar's were
destroyed.

"It's incredible," concludes Pilar, "but
those three minutes, while I tried to get

out of the bedroom with Aissa, seemed
l""'ce three hours."
The fire brought out seven Los Angeles

fire companies. Division Chief Harry
Gross, who led the firefighters, estimated
that if Pilar had stayed in that bedroom
another two minutes she and Aissa would
never have gotten out alive.

The next morning Mrs. Overlander
called, and, in admiration, told the tiny

woman that she had done a very brave
thing.

Pilar nodded her head and looked at

her burned arms, swathed in bandages.
"That's what I discovered," she said softly,

"all mothers are brave." END

John Wayne is in United Artists' Legend
Of The Lost and will appear in The Bar-
barian for 20th-Fox.

I loved etchika

(Continued from page 34) blast at publi-
city. I'd be plain crazy to adopt an anti-
publicity attitude for one simple reason:
I'm grateful. And I'm well aware that the
magazines helped me plenty by keeping
the public's interest in me alive between
pictures. So I don't want to sound like an
ingrate. But one phase of publicity hurt
me a lot—trumped-up publicity.

It interfered the one time I was in love
. . . with Etchika Choureau.
And it embarrassed me when a good

friend was concerned—Venetia Stevenson.
In fact, about two weeks ago a friend

of mine called me up and said, "Congratu-
lations. When's the wedding?"
"What are you talking about," I asked,

"and by the way, who am I supposed to

be marrying?"
"Why it's in the papers," my friend said.

"I'll read you the item: Tab Hunter pro-
posed to Venetia Stevenson last night
and she said 'maybe. 5 "

I don't think it would be ungentlemanly
or telling tales out of school to say that
this item was completely without basis!

I first met Venetia when she was mar-

ried to Russ Tamblyn. You see, knowing
I live alone, and that I'm not the greatest

cook in the world, a lot of married couples
in Hollywood have asked me over to their

homes. That's how it was that I was
invited to the Tamblyns'. Russ and I have
known each other for quite a while. I

went over to their house and we had a
nice evening.

Anyway, after Russ and Venetia split

up, a mutual friend of ours called me one
day and told me that he thought Venetia
seemed lonely and suggested I ask her
out. So I did. We had our first date two
days later. We went horseback riding.

I found it very exciting teaching Venetia
how to ride because she seemed to take
to it so fast. She'd only ridden a few
times before, but she'd never taken it

seriously before. It was like a whole new
world for her. I've never seen anyone
improve so. She really applied herself,

and you never saw anyone get as excited

as she was when she entered her first

horse show a couple of months later.

We had a lot of fun. We used to have
a regular routine. We'd meet around six

in the morning and we'd head for a little

bakery on Sunset Boulevard, called

Puppi's. We'd get there just as the first;

FREE!
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Publishing

Your Book



batch of hot rolls and coffee cake was
being taken out of the oven. We'd buy
a bag of Danish and get some coffee and
be on our way to the stables.

After a while, she started going riding

by herself, and now—occasionally—we run
into each other out at the barns.

We had a lot of fun; we're still good
friends.

But the whole point of my going into

all of this is that, although it's been
months since we've seen each other regu-
larly, I still see pictures and read stories

about how we're practically one step away
from the altar!

(Editor's note: Venetia's story—her whole
story, just as she told it to us—starts on page
48.)

This brings me up to another story, an-
other girl and another load of publicity.

Only in this case, I can honestly say
the amount of attention we received

helped kill our romance. . .

.

The only difference between all the other
stories and this one was that when our
romance was blown up in all the maga-
zines and labeled a real love match, for

once the magazines were right! I'll never
be as attracted to any one, or as attached,

as I was to Etchika Choureau. But even
though this was a real romance, the abun-
dance of publicity, though based on fact,

grew so out of proportion that it hurt me.
At least to the extent that I feel it kept
me from thinking coolly and calmly about
things at the time . . . and when I did
smarten up and think right—well, then it

was too late.

I'm being completely open about my
feelings. With Etchika, for the first time,

I was really in love; for the first time I

was really close to marriage.
I went so far, then I got scared and

backed away.
I wasn't sure.

Not that the girl in question wasn't won-
derful or that she wouldn't make a good
wife. It was something else. Something
hard to explain—difficult to put into

words. . .

.

But I really feel that one of the reasons
nothing came of our romance was that
all the stories contributed to my unsure-
ness.

Before we were sure ourselves, of how
we really felt about each other, our rela-
tionship had been so built up in the
papers that I felt hemmed in, felt that the
decision had been made for me before
I'd been ready to decide for myself. It

was the same with Etchika. Reporters
would ask her how she felt about me,
what our real relationship was and she
couldn't answer, because she wasn't sure
herself. So, since the two people involved
couldn't answer the questions, other
people wrote answers for us. One day I'd

read where we were eloping. The next
day I'd see stories about how Etchika said
she didn't feel she could take me out of
circulation, because it might hurt my
career.

How silly can a dreamed-up story get!

Then there were the stories about how
I was going to follow her to Europe, even
if it meant breaking my contract with the
studio. Words, words, words and all the
time we ourselves didn't know yet what
our real feelings were! All I knew was
that she was so cute, so full of vitality,

so . . . well, she's got everything!
Anyway, we finished making With You

In My Arms, and she was leaving for
Paris almost immediately. She's a big
star in Europe—has been for years. But
just before she left we went to a party
at Gary Cooper's home. This was at the
time all the stories were circulating about
us. We spent most of that evening sitting

on a couch, talking. There were dozens
of people at the party but we were ob-

livious to everything except each other.

That night I said to her, "Etchika, I don't

know what to do. I know I love you, but
if I ask you to marry me, if I ask you
to be my wife it has to be forever. And
if I say forever I mean forever. Right
now I'm not sure."
To me love means marriage, and that

means the building of a foundation for

togetherness. I could never say "I love
you" casually. It isn't fair. And I can
never make any promise that I'm not pre-
pared to keep. That's how it was that
evening with Etchika. I knew I loved
her! I knew I felt for her as I've never felt

for anyone before. But I got so far and
then I got scared. It may sound stupid
but she didn't think so. She understood.

You see, I'm a coward in some ways.
I have to admit it. All my life I've run
away from things instead of facing up to

them. Like when I was unhappy with my
career. Instead of trying to make the
best of it, I sought escape by going out of

town and entering horse shows. I stayed
out of town as long as I could. Yes, it's

true; I run rather than face up to things.

That evening at the Coopers' home,
Etchika and I talked for hours and de-
cided that we couldn't rush things. That
even if everyone around us was rushing
us by assuming we were going to marry,
by writing stories about our supposed
elopement, and even a few about how we
were secretly married, that despite any
outside pressures our love was too im-
portant a thing to be rushed.

Frankly, I was an idiot to let Etchika
slip through my fingers. I don't know,
maybe it's still not too late. The way we
left things, who can say. I only know
that my feelings for her have not changed,
at least not inside where it matters. I

know this to be true because the other
day I went into a projection room at the
studio to see the finished version of our
picture. This may sound funny but the
minute I saw her face up there on the
screen I wanted to cry. What do I mean
I wanted to? I did! I sat there and bawled.
You know, when I look back on the

times Etchika and I had together it occurs
to me that we were never really alone
very much. We were busy making the
picture and usually surrounded by other
people. But that didn't matter—the feel-

ing we had for each other, it was there,
even though we weren't alone. I've tried

to think about how it was during those
days. Tried to pinpoint just what it was
about her that made me feel the way I

did. But how can anyone really say what
it is that makes him fall in love? I only
know that when I was with her it was
something very special . . . almost magic.

I don't know what the future holds. I

really don't know. But the other day I

received a letter from her. When I read
it, my first impulse was to sit down and
answer it that very moment. Yet some-
thing stopped me and I put the pen and
paper away. Maybe it's because I'm
still scared. The only thing I know for

sure is that I feel I have profited by this

experience. I hope I've matured enough,
grown up enough to know that the real

thing, the real love that I'm looking for,

can never be harmed by outside forces

—

that nothing, no one, can stop me from
being adult enough to decide things—to
face up to them—not to run away. Yes,
I feel that publicity killed my romance

—

but I know that I'll never again let rumors
or gossip keep me from the life of to-
getherness I seek with a woman I can
love and be happy with—forever. END

Tab and Etchika are appearing together
in Warners' Lafayette Escadrile. Etchika
is now in Warners' Darby's Rangers and
Tab will soon appear in Columbia's Gun-
man's Walk and Warners' Damn Yankees.

SHE JUST HAD A BABY

AND IS PROUD

OF HER BODY SKIN

MOTHERS
FRIEND®

helped

relieve the

drawing and

drying of

pregnancy m
Wonderful—how MOTHERS

FRIEND quickly relieves that
dry, tight-skin feeling all during
pregnancy! Wonderful, too—how
it helps keep body skin smooth,
firm yet elastic all through the
waiting months. A daily body
massage tones the skin, conditions
it—so that after your baby comes,
you can be proud of your body
skin. What's more, MOTHERS
FRIEND relieves those nagging
back and leg pains of pregnancy.
A real friend to expectant moth-
ers . . . has been to millions!

Massage with it

daily, as soon as
your figure starts

to change. Avail-

able at drug stores

everywhere.

S.S.S. COMPANY
Atlanta, Georgia

SHORTHAND
J"6Famous SPEEDWRITING shorthand,

words per minute. No symbols,
machines: uses ABC's. Easiest
learn, write and transcribe. Low cost.
For business and Civil Service. Over
350,000 graduates. Typing available.
35th year. Write for FREE booklet to: © 1957

Dept. 804-8, 55 W.42 St., New York 36

LIPS SORE?

ml ^ftfoy a career 6*t

© PRACTICAL NURSING
HAVE A CAREER OR EXTRA INCOME
FREE SAMPLE LESSON PAGES show how
you earn up to $60.00 per week as Prac-

tical Nurse, Infant or Office Nurse, Hos-
pital Aide. Learn at home in spare time.

No high school required. Students ac-

cepted to 65 . . . FOR FREE NURSES FOLDER
AND SAMPLE LESSON PAGES

r———————— —
IPost Graduate School of Nursing ^^ I

5C48 Auditorium Bldg., Chicago 5, Illinois

I NAME
J

I ADDRESS
J

I CITY STATE '
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I GET RID of Dark or

[ Discolored Skin, Freckles,

Blotches, Skin Spots!

Famous Mercolized Wax Cream
7 NIGHT PLAN Lightens,
Clears Skin While You Sleep . .

.

Just follow the amazing Mercolized Wax
Cream 7 NIGHT PLAN to a whiter, softer,
lovelier skin. Smooth rich, luxurious Mer-
colized Wax Cream on your face or arms
just before retiring each night for one
week. You'll begin to see results almost

—| at once . . . dark skin lightens,
blotches. soots, freckles disappear
as if by magic! This is notacover
up cosmetic; Mercolized Wax
Cream works under the skin sur-
face. Beautiful women have used

Banish dark

skin and ugly

spots almost

overnigh t

thistime-tested plan for over 40 years—you 11

love its fast, sure, longer lasting results!
Mercolized Wax Cream is soldon 100% guar-
antee or money back. Start using it now !

MERCOLIZED WAX CREAM
At All Drug and Cosmetic Counters

Why "Good-Time

Charlie" Suffers

Uneasy Bladder
Such a common thing as unwise eating or drinking

may be a source of mild, but annoying bladder ir-

ritations—making you feel restless, tense, and un-
comfortable. And if restless nights, with nagging
backache, headache or muscular aches and pains due
to over-exertion, strain or emotional upset, are add-
ing to your misery— don't wait—try Doan's Pills.

Doan's Pills have three outstanding advantages —
act in three ways for your speedy return to com-
fort. 1—They have an easing soothing effect on blad-
der irritations. 2—A fast pain-relieving action on
nagging backache, headaches, muscular aches and
pains. 3—A wonderfully mild diuretic action thru the
kidneys, tending to increase the output of the 15

miles of kidney tubes. So, get the same happy relief

millions have enjoyed for over 60 years. Ask for new,
large size and save money. Get Doan's Pills today I

does he love my (laughter enough?

POEMS WANTED
For musical setting . send
Poems today Any subject

Immediate Consideration. Phonograph records made.
CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32 St., Studio 340. New York 1

MAKE MONEY
ADDRESSING ENVELOPES

-OUR INSTRUCTIONS REVEAL HOW-

GLENN GLENWAY CLEVELAND 1, OHIO

EPILEPSY!
Learn about treatment for epileptic spells'
Write today for free information.

Lalcewood Neurophen Co.
Station A, Dept. MM-6, Cleveland 2, Ohio

Foot Relief
Quick-Acting, Extra Soft,
Cushioning Foot Plaster
To speedily relieve painful
corns, sore toes, callouses, bun-
ions, tender spots, burning on
bottom of feet—use Dr. Scholl's
Kurotex. You cut
this soothing, cush-
ioning, flesh color,
superior moleskin
to any size or shape
and apply. At Drug,
Shoe, Department,
i-lOi stores.

D-'Scholls KUROTEX

(Continued, from page 28) a great appetite

for her cooking—something that never
makes any woman exactly unhappy. I re-
member how it became kind of a friendly
joke at the table when Vic was over for

dinner, now Mrs. Pierangeli would sit

down after serving the food and watch Vic
taste the spaghetti or the lasagna—her
specialty—or whatever she'd made and
wait for him to tell her what he thought
—as if she were counting on him, above
the others, to tell her how good it was."
What Mrs. Pierangeli didn't count on,

however, was losing her Pier to Vic. Not,

at least, while Pier was still only twenty-
one, so young, so very young in her
mother's eyes.

But the night Pier still remembers so

well came. And the decision of giving her
happy blessing to thi couple or shaking
her head with a firm "No!" rested in her
mother's heart.

A nervous moment
"Vic had proposed to me a little while

earlier," Pier says, "and now it was time
to come home and ask Mama for my hand.
He was a little nervous. I remember how
on the way he stopped at a bakery shop
and bought a big box of spumoni, the
Italian ice cream Mama likes so much.
Then we got home and he showed Mama
the spumoni and said he would like to

talk to her. I think she sensed right away
what he wanted to talk about. 'Let us go
into the other room,' she said. They both
went in and I sat down to wait, to wait
for them both to come out all smiles

and kiss me, to wait for us all to celebrate

the wonderful thing that was happening."
Pier's mother and Vic sat talking in the

other room for an hour and a half. They
both looked tired when they finally did
come out, but Mrs. Pierangeli had obvious-
ly said yes to Vic's request.

Everything was fine. Just fine.

Except that Pier couldn't help noticing

something missing—that splurge of cele-

bration she'd been thinking about as he'd

sat there waiting for them to come back
to her that long hour and a half.

"Maybe," she thought, "maybe they are

both too tired now. Maybe tomorrow we
will celebrate, after we have told Marisa
and little Patrizia."

Pier, happier than she'd ever been in

her whole life—despite the slight disap-
pointment of a little while earlier—gave
thanks to God for being so good to her.

She'd planned to go to sleep now, right

away, so tomorrow would come sooner
and so she could see Vic again.

Someone to share the secret

But her head was too dizzy. She was too

happy. She knew she would not sleep.

She opened the door to Marisa's room.
If Marisa is awake, Pier thought, she would
tell her the good news and they would sit

up for the rest of the night and talk about
the wedding and their gowns and the

kind of flowers they would carry and all

the things sisters talk about when one of

them is going to be married soon.

But Marisa was asleep, fast asleep.

Then Pier tip-toed over to her baby
sister Patrizia's room. She opened the door
and peeked in. The sound of the door
opening awakened Patrizia. Pier rushed
over to her and, hugging her, told her

the news, that she and Vic were going to

get married.

She couldn't understand why, instead of

laughing and hugging her back, Patrizia

had begun to cry.

"Perche piangi?" she asked her little

sister, softly. "Why do you cry?"
"Because," the girl said, sobbing and

rubbing the tears from her sleepy eyet..

"because now we are going to lose you."
In bed a little while later Pier lay awake,

looking up at the shadowed ceiling. Pa-
trizia's words kept pushing against her
ears. "Lose you," she heard the little voice
say, lose you . . . lose you. .

.

." And then
she saw her mother's eyes again and the
look in them that she had tried to avoid
understanding a little while ago, but that
she realized now meant but you are so

young . . so young . . so young. . .

.

And again Pier began to pray, the
prayer of any young girl about to be mar-
ried—movie star or factory girl; today,
yesterday or a hundred years ago.

"Please, God," she prayed, "please make
everything turn out all right.

"

The wedding turned out beautifully, as

everyone remembers. The honeymoon was
all that a perfect honeymoon should be.

But when they came back home a

newspaper columnist announced their re-
turn with the news:

Pier and Vic's happy smiles at the air-
port can't conceal the fact they're wor-
ried Worried about what? In-law trou-
ble. Whose in-law? Vic's.

The report was a gross exaggeration. But
nobody will deny that everything wasn't
exactly smooth as bridal silk.

"My brothers are always kid-

ding me about money. They say
that with me money is an ob-
session.

"That's not so at all. I know
there are more important things . .

.

but unless you have money THEY
WON'T GO OUT WITH YOU!"

—Groucho Marx

But daughters do grow up

Pier herself remembers those first weeks
after the honeymoon.
"When we first came back we didn't

see too much of Mama or Marisa or Pa-
trizia," she says. "I guess that is the way
it is with all new brides and their hus-
bands. There is so much to do, fixing the

house, buying things, getting to know one
another more and more—so much. But,"

Pier adds with a smile, "Mama would al-

ways be on the phone calling mek And if

it was a little cold outside that day she

would say, 'It is cold outside today. Are
you wearing a warm sweater?' Or if it

suddenly turned hot she would call and
say, 'It is hot today. Are you making sure

you are staying out of the sun and keep-
ing in the shadows?' Once I even told her,

'Mama, why are you calling me so much?
Do you think I am still a little child?'

And once she even had a talk with Vic

and asked about something I was doing.

And Vic said to her, 'Anna'—that is my
real name and what he always calls me

—

'Anna is my wife, Mama, and I love her

dearly. And I will take care of her. Soi

don't worry.'
"

But Mrs. Pierangeli couldn't help worry-
ing—just a little, as far as she was con-
cerned; though seemingly quite a bit, as;

far as the newlyweds were concerned.

And things didn't seem to be made anyv

better for anybody concerned when after

they'd returned from their honeymoon. 1

then after their baby Perry had been first

born, Pier and Vic had to pack their bags

and leave Hollywood. Vic had a rash o:

singing engagements to fill in the East
Then there was a business trip to Europ*
they both had to make. And then ther»



was a trip here. And still another trip

there. And, all in all, they were going to

be gone for a very long time.

This is when the rumor-mongers began
to reach for their bongos again.

Are the Damones purposely staying
away to avoid Mama? one of them
chanted.
Has Mrs. Pierangeli been saying things

about her new son-in-law behind his

back during his and his wife's absence?
another asked.
The fact is that Mrs. Pierangeli wasn't

saying anything to anyone about what-
ever she was feeling at the time.

The fact is, too, that Pier and Vic were
beginning to hear about these newspaper
reports—and what they heard began to

upset them, terribly.

Surprise!

"I spoke to Pier toward the end of De-
cember of that year," a very good studio

friend of Pier's told us, "and she was
heartbroken that she and Vic couldn't

make it back to spend Christmas with her
mother and sisters. But they would surely
be in for New Year's Eve, she said, and
they wanted very much to surprise her
mother. You know, pop in on her that
night and have a big reunion.
"When their plane came in, Pier—carry-

ing what looked like dozens of Christmas
packages—was almost crying with excite-
ment.
"Mrs. Pierangeli opened the door. She

BIGTIME: Joe Frisco, the veteran
vaudevillian, plays a featured role
in Sweet Smell Of Success. Frisco
headlined at the famed Palace
Theater on Broadway for years.
One night, while he was on tour in

Scranton, he saw a girl who was
making her show business debut
that night, kneel and pray silently.

"Don't be nervous, little girl," said
Frisco, then referred to her
prayers. "The Big Guy up There
covers only the Palace."

Leonard Lyons
in The New York Post

J

was stunned. When she saw Pier and Vic
standing there, back finally and holding
all those Christmas presents, she didn't
seem to know what to do or say at first.

Then the tears started to come to her
eyes, too, and she grabbed them both."
Mama was at their house a couple of

nights later, invited to dinner by both Pier
and Vic.
She'd arrived a little early

—
"so I can

help you with the meal," she'd told Pier.
But Pier had winked at Vic, who promptly
poured his mother-in-law a nice glass of
wine. And as he did, Pier headed for the
kitchen while telling her mother that she
should please sit and relax, that she, Pier,
already had the meal half ready and in-
sisted on finishing it up by herself.

The spell is working
But then she heard a crash from the

kitchen. And she jumped up from her
chair and rushed inside.

"It's nothing, Mama," Pier said, bending
ito pick up a macaroni drainer that had
|happened to fall from its shelf. "Non
e niente."

I
Mrs. Pierangeli breathed a sigh of re-

lief. She looked over at the stove. She
pouldn't resist. She walked over to exam-
ine the contents of the pots that sat on
|op of it, steaming merrily away. "Every-
iRing is coming along all right, Anna?"
fene asked.

I
"Si, Mama," Pier said, smiling.
Mrs. Pierangeli nodded. Yes, she could

see everything was coming along all right.

"It is all right if I sit down here for a
little while?" she asked her daughter.

"Si. Mama," Pier said.

It was hard, Pier knew, for a mother to

sit in her daughter's kitchen while the
daughter worked, and not do anything.
So quickly, and trying not to be too ob-
vious about it, she brought over a cake
she'd made earlier that afternoon and
asked her if she'd put on the icing—which
she'd also made, so it would be ready for

dessert.

"Buono," Mrs. Pierangeli said, getting on
with the job. "Good."
And within a few minutes it seemed like

old times again to both mother and daugh-
ter, being together, working together, talk-
ing together

A beautiful marriage

Actually, it was Pier who did most of the
talking. And it was Vic she talked about
most.

"You know, Mama," she said, "Vic and
I, we never fight since we are engaged or
married. I don't like the word fight. Some-
times we don't agree. But then we don't
have a fight. We have a discussion. We
try always to talk everything out. When
you have brains and a mind, you should
discuss things—not fight. Every night we
never go to sleep without kissing and say-
ing our prayers together. If anything was
wrong during the day, we talk about it

before we go to sleep and then we can
wake up happy and not mad. . .

.

"He is seldom moody, my Vic. But
sometimes, yes, he is so busy thinking
about so many things, he is a little pre-
occupato. When he's like this, I just leave
him alone. And he knows why I am not
bothering him. We don't say to each other,
'Why are you doing this? Why don't you
do that?' We just leave each other alone.
The human body needs at times to be
alone, to relax. I will say to Vic some-
times, 'Can I help you?' And he will say,
'No, darling, I have to think something
out and for a while I must be alone.' And
that is the way I leave him. . .

.

"When we are together it is so much
fun, Mama. You know, I even take up
golf now? Vic is a great golfer. And me,
I like it because he does. I am trying to
understand the game. I practice it. I am
getting to enjoy it. It is a good game be-
cause you are in the open air, you walk,
you hit the ball, then you walk again. It

is very healthy and we love to do this to-
gether. . . Also we love the movies. Some-
times we go to three different theaters in
one night. We start at seven o'clock and
we get home at two o'clock. I always
give Vic his choice—cowboy. He always
gives me my choice—the more romantic
movie. Last night we went to see two
pictures. Oime, they were so bad I even
forget what they're called. But we have
fun, anyway."

Romance all over the house

Dinner was almost ready by this time
and Mrs. Pierangeli, the cake all fixed and
finished, got up from her chair and told
Pier she was going upstairs for a minute
to wash her hands.
Then, suddenly, halfway down the hall,

she stopped. And that moment was the
beginning, the beginning of a new happi-
ness for all of them . . . because a terrible
worry was lifted from Mrs. Pierangeli's
heart. She was passing Pier and Vic's
room when she noticed Vic in there, fixing
some flowers he'd just placed in a vase.
"How beautiful they are, Vic," Mrs.

Pierangeli said, entering the room.
Vic blushed a little. "They're just some-

thing I got for your baby today," he said.
"Every day . . . every day I like to bring
flowers home and surprise her with them.
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PERMANENT DARKENER

FOR LASHES AND BROWS

lor the

hairs to

which
applied

25c
SEND TODAY

for

TRIAL SIZE
NO DELAY

—

your trial order

shipped in 24

• NOT AN ANALINE DYE!

• 1 APPLICATION LASTS 4 to 5 WEEKS/
Takes just seconds to apply . . . stays on 4 to

5 weeksl "Dark-Eyes" is the perfect way to

make eyelashes and brows completely natural

looking ... and it will not harden or break

theml "Dark-Eyes" is NOT A MASCARAI
Willjot stick to eyelash curler. Eliminates

the bother of daily eye make-up.

It is PERMANENT, SWIMPROOF,
SMUDGE PROOF, TEARPROOF, and

SMEARPROOFI

51.25 (plus tax) at leading drug,

dept. and variety chain stores.

"DARK-EYES" COMPANY, Dept. A-48
3319 W. Carroll Ave., Chicago 34, III.

I enclose 25c (coin or stamps—tax included) for

TRIAL SIZE pka. of "Dark-Eyes" with directions,

check shade: light Brown Brown Black

Name

Address^

Town _State_

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course
equivalent to resident school work— prepares for college
entrance exams. Standard H. S. texts supplied. Diploma.
Credit for H. S. subjects already completed. Single subjects if

desired. High school education is very important for advancement
in business and industry and socially. Don't be handicapped all

your life. Be a High School graduate. Start your training now.
Free Bulletin on request. No obligation.

American School, Dept. H414,Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37

DANCING SHOES—COSTUMES
Toe $5.95, Ballet $3.29, Tap up to 3, $4.95 over
3, $5.45; Leotards $3.85, Opera Hose $4.00, Mesh
Tights $5.00. Send Check or Money Order.

BATON—DRUM CORPS SUPPLIES
SKATING SKIRTS—Roller or lee.

Complete Catalog 25c (applied to purchase)
Quincon Supplies, Dept. M, Box 422, Quincy 69. Mass.

All quiet on the
teething front...

Apply medically-formulated Num-Zit Teething

Lotion to baby's gums for quick, safe relief

of teething pain. At all drug counters

NUM-ZIT
Teething Lotion

For toothache, denture
irritation, neuralgic pains,
ask for NUM-ZIT Adult Strength.

Products of PUREPAC Corporation 79



"Quiet, Quiet," yelled Betty Hutton.

HOW BETTY HUTTON
STOPPED 'EM COLD

If Betty Hutton hadn't lost her head one

night years ago—chances are she'd be

singing on street corners today.

It happened back in her night club days.

As night club performers will tell you,

it's no soft snap to sing your heart out

to a roomful of noisy customers. They have

to keep on yodeling

—

and smiling sweetly

through all the clatter and chatter. But

many a time there's murder in their hearts.

On this particular occasion, Betty was

singing between floor shows at the Casa

Manana. Billy Rose and Lou Holtz were

the star attractions, and Betty was just

filling in for them. The louder she sang

—

and this gal could really give her tonsils

a workout—the more they seemed to ig-

nore her. There was a large party, cele-

brating something or other at a ringside

table near the bandstand. The party's

shrieks filled the place, drowning out Betty

until she couldn't stand it. Then she

stopped the show in a most unusual man-

ner.

Blockbustin' Betty grabbed at a nearby

curtain and swung into action. Literally!

She landed feet first into the party of merry-

makers. "Quiet—Quiet!" she yelled in far-

from-ladylike tones. That stopped 'em cold.

And Betty fled to her dressing room in

tears. If only, she reproached herself, she

hadn't lost her head! Now she'd be sing-

ing on street corners for a living.

There was a knock on the door, and

Betty opened it to Rose and Holtz. "I

know," she sobbed. "I'm fired!"

"Fired? Heck, no. That's the funniest

bit we've ever seen. You'll be featured in

our floor-show—doing it every perform-

ance!"
The very next night, Betty joined their

act. The customers have been listening to

8Q her ever since—and yelling for more!

You know, putting them in different parts
of the house, where she has to kind of

find them. . .
."

"That is nice, Vic," Mrs. Pierangeli said.

"That is very nice."

Vic finished fixing the flowers and then
left the room, telling his mother-in-law
he'd see her downstairs.
"All right," Mrs. Pierangeli called out.

She looked at the flowers again. Then she
decided, now that she was here, that she
might as well use the bathroom adjoining
the master bedroom to wash her hands.
After wetting her hands, she reached for

the soap. And it was under the soap that
she found the little note that had obviously
been placed there just a few minutes
earlier. The note read:

My wife—
I adore you

—Vic.
Mrs. Pierangeli didn't say anything when

she got back downstairs. But she went
straight to the kitchen, where Vic was
helping Pier with a few last-minute dinner
touches, kissed them both and said, "I

know now that both you children are
happy, very happy. And that is all any
mother wants out of life, all that is really
important when her job is done. . .

."

How a mother feels

"After that," Pier says today, "every-
thing was wonderful between the three of

us. You know, what I told you before,
about Mama phoning me all the time after

we were first married, about the cold
weather and the sweaters and all those
things? Well, now that I am a little older
I know what my mother meant at that
time. It's mother instinct. Now that I have
my own baby, especially, I realize what
the mother feels inside about her child.

"And don't forget, my mother—before I

married Vic—she came all over the world
with me, was always with me. With
Marisa it was not always this way. Marisa
was in school those years, on her own a
little more. But with me, Mama was al-

ways there and it was a little hard for her
to learn that she was not always going to

be with me anymore.

"My baby sister Patrizia, too. Her first

words when I told her I was going to get
married were, 'Now we are going to lose
you.' But as soon as she, like Mama, saw
she would still see me, that I would al-

ways be her flesh and blood, part of her
family, she realized she was not really los-
ing me.
"Now everything is all right. My moth-

er, my sisters—I see them very much.
"And my mother is very happy now.

When she sees that I can handle the re-
sponsibilities—the house, the baby, the
marriage—she is happy. And now I real-
ize how strong this woman is and I pray
to God for her strength.
"Don't forget, when she came here with

us she had no English, no husband. Just
the courage to leave Italy and take us
here.
"And I thank her for all the things she

taught me. When I was four years old,

she started to teach me. How to press,
how to sew, how to cook. We were never
poor, but the Italian mother teaches you
this way. And she tells you that one day
you can be up-up-up and the next day
you can be down-down and that it is good
to know all the things a woman should
know.

"I thought I would always be healthy.
Then, before my baby was born, I was inj

an accident and I got sick, so sick. I was
down. But through faith and through;
everything I'd been taught all my life, I

believed for the best—and this belief is

what made be get better and what gave
me a healthy, wonderful child.

"I only hope that God will give me the
wisdom of my mother, and her strength.
Because of her, I know a lot of things. Be-
cause of her, Vic and I are happier than
maybe we would be otherwise.
"We thank her for everything, things!

she did for me before I knew Vic, wayt
before; before I knew what all her hard:
work was leading to.

"Vic and I, we thank her from the bot-
tom of our hearts." END
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Pier is

Andrew.
appearing in MGM's Merry

I wish I could have worn white

(Continued from page 40) that is con-
stantly attached with so much excitement
and publicity—I want my wedding simple
and small and sweet. This little chapel
holds only a few people—less than a hun-
dred. And at night we will have candle-
light and moonlight. The moon will show
through the glass spires, for the whole
church is glass. It is just everything I

want," Jayne sighed happily. "Oh, May,
I'm so in love, so happy!"

It was twelve days before the wedding,
and Jayne looked as joyous as a bride-to-

be should look that morning. She was still

in her negligee and her eyes were still a

little sleepy looking. She was curled like

a kitten on a lounge on the sun deck. And
we had breakfast together to plan the
wedding. Before we had finished our
orange juice however, Mickey arrived to

wish Jayne good morning. Mickey—tall

and handsome, with his eyes twinkling

—

scooped Jayne up and gave her a good-
morning kiss. Everyone should be so

happy, I thought.
"Now that it is all happening," Jayne

observed softly, "it seems more wonderful
by the second. I'm marrying the man I

love, and it is all so much a part of Heaven
to us, so sacred. It is such a joyous won-
derful thing," Jayne sighed from her perch
on Cloud 16.

"My parents will fly out from Dallas for

the wedding. After the ceremony, Mickej'1

and I will take the midnight plane ttf

'

Dallas. We'll toast our marriage witfjj

'

champagne, in the air. We'll stay in the
1

:'

guest house in the garden of my parents,

'

They are having it especially decorated foi

us. The reception will be held in thi
;j

living room of their home. This is the was"
it should be. We had offers for big re-f

'

ceptions in Hollywood with hundreds o.

guests, but this is ours. This way no hi{

publicity circus or anything like that caij'

possibly be attached to our marriage.
"Mickey's parents are behind the iroi

curtain in Hungary. We know they arf

alive, but we have had no direct com-
munication from them for a year and
half. Mother is so delighted with Mickey'
who is the same age as the son she hai
who died. Mickey, who has missed hij,

family, loves mine. It is all so perfect.

Ten days before the wedding a fineh

engraved pink invitation arrived whic^'j

read: Mr. and Mrs. Harry L. Peers reques'
the honor of your presence at the mar
riage of their daughter, jayne mansfiel^
to Mr. Miklos Hargitay on Monday, th
thirteenth of january at eight o'clock il'

(

the evening. the wayfarers chapef1

Palos Verdes Drive South, Portugues;
Bend, Palos Verdes.
"May, I am wearing pink at my wed; 1

ding," Jayne telephoned me that ver;|

II



night. "I thought it over, and I decided
to have a new dress, and not use the studio
dress. It is going to be a dream, and
Charlie LeMaire at the studio, is making
it. And May, listen to this," Jayne ecsta-

cized, "Mickey and I are going to move
into a beautiful big new home in Holmby
Hills. It is Mickey's wedding present to me.
It will have a heart shaped pool!"

Then Mickey was on the telephone. "I

have made the down payment on it—on
the $175,000 house," he laughingly ex-
plained. "You know I'd give Jayne the
world, if I had it," he added seriously.
"Sometimes," he said in a low voice, "I

can't believe my good fortune in having
such a wonderful girl."

Then Jayne was back on the telephone,
"I don't know what I ever did before
Mickey came along," she said. "I want to

be the best wife in the world for him. May,
you don't know how wonderful in so many
ways, and how good Mickey is. He never
steps into the house that he doesn't take
over the whole of the responsibility. If

there is a leaky faucet or something that
he can do, he does it. And he helps Jayne
Marie with her lessons, and reads to her."

They had just finished dinner, Jayne told
me, and were still at the table. Jayne had
cooked the dinner. "I often cook dinner
for Mickey," Jayne said. "Of course, I do.
Any woman who can't cook for her man
isn't all woman," she said. "And Mickey's
best friend—Ross Christina; he's going to
be our best man—arrived tonight from
Indianapolis. You'll have to meet him,
May," Jayne enthused.
And what did they eat, that Jayne had

prepared with her own two hands? "I

barbecued pork chops, and we had baked
potatoes and boiled cabbage with butter
and baked apples. I cook healthful things,"
Jayne remarked. "When I first met
Mickey, I used to eat lots of what he
called junk. Like candy bars and popcorn
and soda pop. Mickey doesn't eat junk,
and he taught me how to eat correctly.

The burden is eased

"I always had to go it alone with my
career, and take care of Jayne Marie right
along with it," Jayne said, quietly—re-
membering. "You know that, May. You've
been around me a lot here and. in New
York. You know how many times I've
taken Jayne Marie with me on picture
layouts when I couldn't get a baby-sitter,
and even when I had to make personal
appearances in New York. In an emer-
gency, I'd tip the powder room maid to
watch Jayne Marie for ten minutes while
I made an appearance as queen or some-
thing. I've never for a second let my
career interfere with my being Jayne
Marie's mother. I even took her to school
Iwith me when I went to college,

i
"And then Mickey came into my life.

iHe took all of the load of responsibility
joff my shoulders. He makes every hard-
ship a pleasure. I have the hardest time
trying to do something for him. I don't
know how I ever lived without Mickey."

It was now eight days before Jayne's
wedding, and a thousand requests had al-
ready been received, asking to attend the
wedding.

The hullabaloo

That night Jayne and I were sitting near
her swimming pool, freezing a little in the
-chill of Benedict Canyon, but warmly
.Iwrapped in our respective mink coats. And
(|Jayne was bewildered!

1 "My friends are the press," she was say-
ing, "and I don't want anyone's feelings
iurt. But there's only room for one hun-
dred people in the little chapel!"
Three months ago, I remembered we had

Mso been sitting near the pool enjoying
,

eryji?
irl talk just before Jayne was to leave

for her seven-weeks personal appearance
tour in Europe. The rumor then was that
everyone hoped Jayne would meet a titled

duke or prince in Europe, or at least an
heir of a great fortune.
Jayne said it then, and she repeated it

now, "There isn't a man in the world for

me except Mickey. I knew it ten minutes
after we met."
They had met two years ago, when she

was starring in Will Success Spoil Rock
Hunter? on Broadway. And Jayne-girl
was the toast of the town.
"Remember that column, May," Jayne

asked, "the one you wrote in the New
York Herald-Tribune two years ago. Jayne
Mansfield's 10 Most Wanted Men. It's

here in my scrap book. 'The more famous
I get the more proposals I get,' I said then.
I also said that I like older men with char-
coal-gray hair. And I listed my ten current
favorite beaux. It took Mickey to put my
feet on the ground.
"This is the difference before Mickey.

What can a girl receive from dating ten
different men—except ten different, mixed-
up situations?"

In Paddy Chayefsky's new movie,
The Bachelor Party, Carolyn
Jones plays the role of an existen-
tialist. She felt she could play the
role better if she knew what an
existentialist really was. Miss
Jones chose the direct way, by try-

ing to reach Jean Paul Sartre, the
founder of existentialism. She
called him in Paris, and was told
he was in Rome. In Rome she was
told he was in Madrid, then Lon-
don, Brussels, Geneva, Amsterdam.
After a month's vain search she
said: "Now I know what an exis-

tentialist is. He's someone who
doesn't exist."

Leonard Lyons
\ in The Nezv York Post

Real love

What happened when Jayne first met
Mickey? She laughed, "My producer took
me to the Latin Quarter to see the show,
and Mickey was featured. Afterwards
when I met him, I knew this was it. I

believe that God made me for Mickey and
Mickey for me. It was an immediate
spiritual and chemical reaction—real love.

There's never been a single doubt.
"All of the time I was in Europe, being

escorted by the dukes, the counts and the
earls that the studios arranged for, I was
thinking only of the day I'd get back to
Mickey. Lord Kilbracken met me at the
airport in London and the papers asked,
'Do you and the Lord have any plans?'
That was ridiculous. In my heart I was
engaged to Mickey; I had just tearfully
said good-bye to him. I felt like I was
almost sinning to even let another man
escort me. What will Mickey think? I kept
wondering as I read all of the publicity in
the papers. It didn't seem fair. Mickey
never stepped out of Benedict Canyon the
seven weeks I was gone. I'm a very lucky
girl, that he has such understanding, that
he knew the stories were just for publicity.
I'm so lucky in love," Jayne said.

Little Jayne Marie in her nightie and
robe joined us. "Which lullabye will you
sing me tonight, Mommie?" she asked.
Jayne took the child on her lap, sang a
lullabye, and then took the little girl inside
to hear her prayers.

It was now the following day, the
seventh day before the wedding. Jayne
and I were sitting on the pink satin bed
with the fan-shaped pink mirrored head-
board that Mickey had designed and had
made for her. We were delighting—as
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girls always will—over her trousseau.
Loads of very filmy night gowns, negli-
gees, and lingerie. Pink and white and
blue. Long and fluffy, baby doll, waltz
and princess lengths. "I can't wait for
Mickey to see," Jayne enthused. And
there was the big surprise: her wedding
gown.

"I'll wear pink at my wedding . . .
."

Six days before the wedding. Jayne told

me about the wedding ring she got for
Mickey. "It's a plain gold band inscribed:
To My Husband on his Wedding Day. I

Love You. 1 - 13 - 58. And for a gift,"

Jayne said, "I'm duplicating a gold tie

clasp that Mickey lost, and it is inscribed:
My husband from his Wife." How Jayne
loved saying "My Husband." She ca-
ressed each syllable.

"We're going to Florida for our honey-

moon. We'll return to Las Vegas on the
19th, for rehearsals on our show at the
Tropicana. It's going to be my life story,

about a little, wide-eyed girl from Texas
who knew she was born to be a star."

Jayne's' ring

I cornered Mickey, who arrived just as

I was leaving. And he showed me Jayne's
ring, a gold band engraved: My everlast-
ing love is yours.
Right now I'd like to say that Mickey

Hargitay, besides being the man she loves,

is the best thing that ever happened to

Jayne. I have grown to know, like, and
respect Mickey in the last two years. He
is considerate, kind, and yes, possessive!
That possessiveness caused headlines once.
It was during their Korea jaunt with Bob
Hope to entertain our troops.

NATALIE'S HEAVY DATES

Bob phoned Natalie for a date. She had a surprise for him.

On February 21, 1957, at four o'clock,

Bob Wagner phoned Natalie at her

home.

"What about dinner tonight?" he

asked.

"Let me see," replied Natalie. "What
day is today? Thursday? No. I'm sorry

Bob, but I already have a date."

"Break it," insisted Bob.

"I can't, it's too heavy. Besides, the

fellow is bringing a friend."

"What difference? You can shake

them."

"But," said Natalie, "the thing is this

friend is also bringing a friend."

"Leave it to me," replied Bob, "I'll

get rid of all three of them!"

Something in Natalie's voice should

have warned Bob. But he didn't catch

it when she laughed and said, "All right,

you do that. Be here at seven."

Bob was all set when he came for

Natalie that evening. He was sure he

could take care of his rivals. In fact,

he himself opened the door when the

bell rang. There stood a hulking stran-

ger. Bob thought he recognized the man
but somehow he just couldn't place him.

"Is Natalie in?" the stranger asked.

"My name's Jack and we've got a date."

"She's in all right," said Bob, "but you

can forget about that date. She's going

out with me!"
Before the man could explain, the

beJl rang again. When Bob opened the

door, there was another big guy.

"Excuse me," he said, "but I wanted

to see Natalie. My name is Georges."

82 "Yeah, yeah, I know," answered Bob,

"and you think you're going to take her

out tonight," interrupted Bob. "Well,

forget it. I'm taking her out."

The bell rang again—another giant.

"My name is Luis—-" the man began,

but Bob cut in, furious by now. "Now
listen. I don't care what your name is.

You're not going out with her either,

get it?"

Just then Natalie appeared.

"Oh, Bob," she said with a diabolic

smile, "haven't you gotten rid of those

fellows yet? Then maybe I'd better intro-

duce you. Mr. R. J. Wagner, meet Mr.

Jack Dempsey, Mr. Georges Carpentier.

and Sefior Luis Angel Firpo!"

"Wh-what?" stammered Bob incredu-

lously, "you mean Jack Dempsey, the

Manassa Mauler, is your date?"

"And don't forget me," said Georges

Carpentier, one of the greatest boxers in

history.

"And," grinned Luis Angel Firpo, "I

suppose you remember they call me the

Wild Bull of the Pampas!"
Bob suddenly looked a little green

around the gills. But Jack laughed and

said. "It's OK, Bob, you can come along

too. Georges and Luis won't mind."

"You see," said Natalie, "I told you

I had a heavy date!" And heavy they

were—heavyweight prizefighters, all of

them! But Bob doesn't care—he married

the girl!

Watch for Natalie in Warners' Mar-
jorie Morningstar and United Artists'

Kings Go Forth. Bob can soon be seen

in 20th Century-Fox's Stopover Tokyo.

ti k
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Mickey explained it this way: at cock
tails he was asked to escort the General's
wife to dinner. "I have my fiancee," he
replied, unaware of Army protocol.
Jayne said, "Place cards were switched

and a four-star admiral had no place to

sit! Mickey graciously agreed to sit across
from me. That was all there was to it. So
we don't know what the fuss was about,
Mickey is polite."

It was now four days before the wedding,
"Mickey is a wonderful business man,"
Jayne said thoughtfully as we drove to the
Ambassador Hotel, where Jayne was
scheduled to appear as guest of honor at

a civic luncheon.
"You know, May, when I was first

offered a show in Las Vegas at $12,500 a
week, Mickey and I were visiting my
parents in Texas. 'I'll accept,' I said in
delight. Mickey said, 'No, you should get
more.' I told my agent and he was terribly
upset. For it meant four weeks—$50,000,

I said to Mickey, 'You'll cost me mys
career. I don't have special acts. I'm not
a night club star.' But Mickey said pa
tiently, 'Then we'll get you an act. And
you are a star, wherever you appear."
Imagine the confidence he gives me! My
agent said that the offer would never go
higher. But it did—up to $18,500. And
Mickey said, 'It is not enough!! If theyf 'J

give you $25,000 a week for four weeks)
then you take it.'. I was sure I wouldn't:
get it, but two days later the contracts1

were signed!

Their long-range plans

"Mickey has many business enterprises

you know. He has business interests ir

Minneapolis, a chain of gas stations, anc
a health and food club. And a photc
business.
"Movie money you can't keep," Jayne-|-

continued in a practical vein. "So yoi;

have to make long-range plans. We ar<

incorporating the Jayne Mansfield Enter-
prises.

"We have an apartment house already,

and we are going to open a chain of pe
stores and kennels. We have plans for

| ^

Hungarian restaurant, too.

"But of course," she added softly, "oui|ft

main plan is to love each other the res

of our lives!"

She flipped on the car radio, and oij

every spot news program—were detail,

of Jayne Mansfield's wedding-to-be!
"This is the little intimate wedding wl

.j

planned," Jayne sighed. "But," she conl
eluded, "isn' it wonderful that everyone h «

so interested, and wants to participate ii

the most important day of our lives!"

Three days before the wedding: thi|i

newspapers front-paged four-column pic

tures of Jayne and Mickey getting theij

license at the Los Angeles Hall of Records
Over fifty photographers had followe<i§i

them all that day!

Two days before the wedding, in th

afternoon, I hung a bridal pink bo\
caught with pink roses on the front doc
of my home. An hour later, twenty c

Jayne's girl friends were circled on th

floor ohhing and ahhing as Jayne opene
her shower gifts. Maureen O'Hara's wa
an automatic skillet. Vera-Ellen gave
a white beaded wedding bag, and Marilyfi
Maxwell said, "Mine is practical!"

proved to be white bath towels wit
pink satin monograms. Marie Windsor tie

all of the gift ribbons into a weddin
bouquet.
Jayne and Little Jayne and Jayne1

mother wore pink. My house was decorj
ated with pink vases filled with pink ros«

and pink carnations tied with pink sati

bows. And centering the pink bridal cak,

was a doll wearing a duplicate of Jayne'
pink lace wedding gown, which I h
copied.

1
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Mickey and Jayne's father arrived at

sundown, just in time to hear Donald
Maloof, the handsome young baritone
who's soloist on the Arthur Godfrey show,
sing Because and Ave Maria—which Jayne
had asked him to sing at her wedding.
Jayne was reading her shower book of

good wishes and I asked Mickey how he
happened to come to America—"Did you
see a picture of Jayne Mansfield?" I asked.

Mickey's decision

"No," he laughed, "that was ten years
ago. I was eighteen and completing my
course in psychology at the University
of Budapest. I was to be drafted for the
army and sent to Russia for four years.

I escaped and was captured three different

times. After many attempts, I finally

reached America, and became a citizen."

"My parents, Frank and Maria Hargi-
tay, and my two brothers and my sister

are still behind the iron curtain," Mickey
added quietly.
Jayne was dreamily listening to the al-

bum of wedding music on the hi-fi, and
when it swung into Lohengrin's Wedding
March—Here Comes The Bride, Jayne
clasped Mickey's arm. "I love you,"
Mickey said.

"I love you more," Jayne replied to
Mickey. Little Jayne Marie snuggled be-
tween them happily, with Mickey's big
hand covering the child's as his arm en-
folded his bride-to-be.
You just know it is going to be happy

for them.
And then it was her wedding day. . .

.

Eight thousand people attended Jayne
Mansfield and Mickey Hargitay's wedding,
but there was room for only 130 guests in
the little glass church known as Way-

farer's Chapel in Palos Verdes. Scheduled
for 8:00 P.M., between Jayne dressing at

the church and the mobs of photographers
and fans, the ceremony was delayed for

forty-five minutes.
Jayne wore a pink lace wedding dress

that was form fitting to the knees, where it

billowed out into yards of fluff. She car-
ried a bouquet of pink roses and Lily of
the Valley.
Then Donald Maloof, an old friend of

Jayne's was singing Ave Marie and Be-
cause, and the wedding ceremony began. . .

.

Jayne never took her eyes away from
Mickey during the ceremony.
When the minister pronounced them

man and wife, Jayne whispered into
Mickey's ear, "I love you, darling."

"I want to see your dress"

After the shower of rice and the throw-
ing of the bridal bouquet, Mickey held
Jayne at arms' length for a moment, say-
ing, "Let me look at you. I've been seeing
your face, and now I want to see your
dress!"
Changing into a pink suit, over which

she flung a mink coat, Jayne and Mickey
and her parents, the Harry L. Peers, drove
away in Mickey's white Cadillac. On the
car was a not-unusual sign

—

just married
and a long tail of cans and old shoes. The
whole of the picturesque Portuguese Bend
in Palos Verdes rang and re-rang with the
cheers of the crowds and well-wishers.
The bridal party boarded the night plane

for Dallas, where a family reception was
held, and then Mr. and Mrs. Hargitay were
off to Florida for their honeymoon.
And what did little Jayne Marie have

to say about her new daddy? "Oh, I love
him so!" END

I'll never marry again

(Continued from page 48) each loaded
with talent and personality, fail in mar-
riage. Two people, each of whom are
very dear to me, are in that situation now.
Neither has been unfair to the other. But
marriage has been a complete disillusion-
ment for them.

If I seem to feel so strongly about the
terrible results of an unsuccessful mar-
riage—more strongly than most teenagers
—it's because my whole life, my person-
ality, and I guess my whole outlook has
been affected by it.

Even before my parents were divorced,
tny life was affected—I guess because an

themnhappy marriage doesn't give parents
puch time to worry about their children.

I was that poor little rich girl—I lived
hi the nursery, a separate wing of the

enlarge home my director father and actress
jnother had. I was raised by my governess.

,
Mother's day
Periodically, my mother would receive

oldie in her bedroom.
thd She was Anna Lee, a successful actress.
$\ier room was all mirrors and white satin,

'm sure there must have been more than
nirrors and white satin in her room, but
hat's all I really can remember of my

Iltarly mother-and-daughter relationship.
With my father, Robert Stevenson, it

Vas different. Early in the evening he
vould come to the nursery. He loved me
end would play games with e. Then, as
ow, he was a successful director. He
idn't have much time to spare, but he did
pd time to give me some of the love I

,pnged for. What family feelings I've re-
fined pivot around my father.

I Periodically, my parents would ask
heir friends to bring their children to
fur house. They came. I didn't know them.

jecor

I had been alone in my nursery too much
to understand the give and take of play
with strange children. Eager as I was for

companionship, it would frighten me when
children came to visit. Instead of wel-
coming them, waves of fear would hit me,
and I'd run to my room to escape.
My parents were two people who had

once thought they loved each other enough
to be happy living together. Instead, they
were two separate, unhappy individuals
—and I was another separate little indi-
vidual in our 'family.'

The great oversight

But they forgot to tell me when my
father and mother got divorced.
One day, when I was seven years old,

I heard from my nursery the sounds of
a large crowd gathering downstairs.
Leaning over the top-floor bannister,

I saw my mother being married to the
man I now know as my stepfather!
Divorce? I'd never heard of it, then.

But for the rest of my life I was to feel

the repercussions. . .

.

It's a blurred memory, but I vaguely
recall the day I went to court and told
the judge I'd rather be in my father's
custody than my mother's.

Mother's new husband was in World
War II. He is younger than she is. His
experiences hadn't prepared him to cope
with a step-daughter. I was rebellious
by this time. Our relationship didn't work
out. I was sent to boarding school.
You've read about children who were

miserable about being sent away from
home. I adored it!

For me, the dormitory life—playing,
laughing, sharing; even the inevitable
quarrelling—was so much better than
being alone in my nursery.

Where is home?
Once a month I went home for the week-
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end. . .

.

'Home' had a strange meaning for me.
In my mother's home I was a young
stranger. My visits caused problems, as

my stepfather and I couldn't get along.

My father had remarried, also. And I

met problems there, too.

I suppose I had a normal little girl's

jealousy. I wanted my father to adore and
protect me. I guess I didn't feel that he
did After all, one can't be adult and
mature—at eight.

But by the time I was nine years old,

I had decided there was only one person
who could help Venetia Stevenson in this

world . . . and that person has to be
Venetia Stevenson—backed by a guardian
angel.

That's the way I still think today. . .

.

A baby boy was born to my father and
stepmother. I loved him from the first

moment I saw his wrinkled baby face.

By the time I was fifteen, it had been
three years since I had seen my mother.
The home my father and stepmother had
established was no haven for me. I was
extremely mature for my age—and rest-

less. And I was coming out of the awkward
age.
From as early as I can remember, I

knew I wanted to be an actress. I'd been
sure of it all my life.

One day, in my room at Chadwick
School, I took stock of myself carefully.

I loved school, my grades were good. But
was what I was learning going to help me
as an actress? No. Was I old enough to go
out on my own? In actual years, no. But,

looking at my face in the mirror—from
physical development, yes.

I quit school, left my father's home
and struck out on my own.

The real truth

I didn't run away from home. Nobody
threw me out. Lots of wrong versions
have been circulated about this phase of

my life. My father always knew where
I was. He helped me with money.

I was fired from my job as an usher
and candy girl at the Hawaiian Theater
on Hollywood Boulevard.

I went to New York to break into model-
ing. My face was too teenage looking to

model; at least that's what I was told over
and over. I came back to California.

One clear, hot morning I took a break
from job-hunting to go to the beach.

Loaded down with a back rest, towels and
magazines, the only thing I had in mind
for the day was riding the surf and getting

a smooth sun tan. A man with a camera
strolled casually over and asked if I'd pose
for pictures.

It never occurred to me that my first

big break was happening. But that's what
it was. The pictures taken that day paved
the way for my becoming a magazine
cover model in Los Angeles, and those

covers led the way to an RKO contract

and eventually, to my meeting Russ Tam-
blyn. . .

.

About the time when my career started

on the up-grade, I started going to a

psychiatrist.

I don't go to a psychiatrist any more.
I didn't get the help I needed from him.
But that experience did strengthen my
belief that the only one who could really

help me was myself.

When Russ and I approached marriage,

we discussed every aspect of it. We started

with the firm and sincere belief that we
could make each other happy.
Russ and I were married on February

14, Valentine's Day, in a picturesque,

beautiful little chapel that overlooks the
palisades of the Pacific Ocean.
As I came down the aisle, a seventeen-

year-old girl in a bridal gown, I glanced
at the front pew—and saw an attractive

84 woman in her early forties who turned

and smiled at me.

The wedding spectre

My mother had come to my wedding!
It was the first time in five long years I

had seen her!

It distracted me. Thoughts started rac-

ing through my mind. I wondered what
she was thinking. Did she feel a tinge of

sadness seeing her only daughter marry-
ing? Did she wonder if I was ready for

marriage? I had never had a serious

intimate talk with her. She'd never talked

to me about love and marriage, what it

meant or what it involved. I had no way
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have
any +p
questions

| such as . . . |

§ How old is Bing Crosby? |

§ What's Rory Calhoun's real §

| name? §

| Where should I send a letter for |

| Debbie Reynolds? |

| When was Nick Adams born? §

| Has James Darren ever been
| married? |
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of knowing what she was thinking as she

saw me coming down the aisle. I worried
about my step-mother, Frances. Would
it cause an embarrassing situation?

We had one awkward hour together at

my wedding. What does one talk about

to a mother who has not seemed like a

mother? For I can't consider her my
mother, although she is.

But I just don't feel I can honestly re-

gard her with deep, normal emotions, and
it's terribly important to me to stay honest.

. . . Less than a year later, Russ and I

separated.
The problems we met couldn't have been

foreseen. They were unanticipated. Here's
why I can't tell you what they were: the
day we were divorced, we shook hands
and promised each other that we'd never
discuss our marriage failure with anyone
else. I intend to keep that promise.

A new relationship

Although he's my ex-husband, Russ is

now my best friend. It's not his fault that

the experience left me with a feeling of

despair and a bad outlook, completely
cynical of marriage.
What I've said might make it sound as

though I'm embittered with life and men,
as well as marriage, and looking forward
to a dull, anti-sccial life.

I'm not.

What's more exciting and wonderful
than a career as an actress? An actress

doesn't need marriage to live a full, rich

and exciting life: I meet fascinating people
through my work, and I have fascinating

experiences.
Just because I don't intend tc get mar-

ried again doesn't mean I'm anti-men.
I defy any girl to offer a more fascinat-

ing group of young bachelors for compan-
ionship than Tab Hunter, Tony Perkins,

Elvis Presley, Robert Evans, Nick Adams,
Barry Coe, Dennis Hopper and Will
Hutchins.

If this is a deadly-dull, spinster life

—

I'm all for this kind of dullness!
Tab's introduced me to horseback rid-

ing. We enjoy being together; and what
he calls his "German temper" doesn't

hurt our relationship as it would if we
were married. Robert Evans is an elegant
man-about-town. He's too sophisticated
for me for a steady marriage diet, but a
dash of it in a girl's dating life is wonder-
ful. Tony Perkins is working towards a

successful acting career just as hard as I

am, so it's hard to have more fun than
on a date with him. We can relax to-

gether because we know neither of us
would let marriage interfere.

Elvis Presley is like a king in the rock
'n' roll set. To date him is like going into

a completely different world and being
queen for a day. It's different and excit-

ing. Barry Coe sends me flowers and candy
j

and gives his dates those little extra at- i

tentions every girl loves. Nick Adams can
be as understanding as a girl's best kind of I

big brother. Dennis Hopper is intriguing,
|

a really different personality. An inter-

esting individualist.

Russ Tamblyn is my best friend.

An honest appraisal

Just add up all of that: marriage couldn't
j

offer me such well-rounded companion-
j

ship . . . not without the emotional dis-
J

couragements it brings at the same time.

And I can't afford that emotionalism. ... i

Right now I'm not in love with anyone,
j

I find it is easy to be analytical in plan-
ning my life. What worries me is knowii-gi
that when people think they're in love,

they go off the deep end. I hope, even if
|

I think I'm truly in love again, I'll keep my
head.
One thing puzzles me. Before I was

married, I only had two proposals. Since'

I've been divorced I've had six serious
proposals. Everyone I date knows that|

emotionally I'm a bit mixed-up right now.
Do I inspire them to feel sorry for me?;
Or are they testing my firm conviction

that marriage is not for me? 1

Let others marry—but both observation
and a try at it myself has convinced me'
marriage can only bring unhappiness for

Venetia Stevension. . . . END

Venetia will soon be in Warners' Islane
Of Lost Women. Russ Tamblyn is in 20th'i

Peyton Place and soon will do Tow
Thumb and High School Confidential /oi]|q

MGM.



JILLS CLASSICS ... made for madcappers!

Whether cuttin' capers . . . cuttin' classes ... or cuttin' across the countryside, a

smart girl wouldn't be caught in anything but JILLS (except when wading!) Her

beloveds are: the lightweight saddle, hand-sewn step-in, and tapered-toe skimmer

. . . all with JILLS famous snug hug heel. Sizes 4 to 11. AAAA to C. $6.95 to $8.95.

Bristol Shoe Corp., Monett, Mo.

Drop us a line, we'll tell you where • For mail orders write ffauhif'fy/d

£
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A new idea in smoking!

Salem refreshes your taste

* menthol
fresh

Salem brings a wholly new
quality to smoking... Spring-
time-softness in every puff.

Salem refreshes your taste
the way a Spring morning
refreshes you.

rich tobacco

taste
Smoking was never like this
before! You taste that rich

tobacco. ..then, surprise!...

there's an unexpected soft-

ness that gives smoking new
comfort and ease.

modern filter,

too
Through Salem's pure-white,
modern filter flows the fresh-

est taste in cigarettes. You
smoke refreshed, pack after

pack, when you buy Salems
by the carton. FILTER CI ©ARETTES

Oroatod by It. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company
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IdreamedImade an impression

in my maMenfbrnt bra!
OS (3/

Lights, camera, action — I'm the center of at-

traction in my new Twice-Over** Long-Line

bra! Here's terrific Twice-Over styling with

airy elastic cut criss-cross under the arms —

and double-stitched circles on the broadcloth

cups. Now it's yours in a long version that

makes you seem sizes slimmer! Hurry! Try

Twice-Over Long-Line by Maidenform ! A, B,

C and D cups. Full and % lengths, from 5.95

And ask for a Maidenform girdle , too!

Look jor this colurjut pac

© 1958 FORM BRASSIERE CO., INC. V YORK 16, N. Y. *REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. **PAT. FEND.



Any way she turns...

the picture of

POISE
There's a very special quality about her.

It's in the gracious way she moves . . . the

artfully simple way she dresses . . . the

quietly assured way she speaks. She's the

kind of person who goes about her living

poised and confident. "Problem days"

have no meaning for her. She relies on

Tampax—knows it completely protects,

while it keeps her secret safe.

With Tampax® internal sanitary pro-

tection, she's never bothered with pads,

belts, pins . . . never worried about odor

forming . . . never concerned with dis-

posal or carrying problems. Invisible and

unfelt when in place, Tampax makes her

literally forget there's a difference in days

of the month!

No wonder millions of smart young

moderns use Tampax! It's certainly the

nicer way, the better way of handling

those days. Why don't you use Tampax,

too? Try it this month. 3 absorbencies

(Regular, Super, Junior), wherever drug

products are sold. Tampax Incorporated,

Palmer, Mass.
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PERIODIC PAIN
Don't let the calendar make a

slave of you, Betty! Just take a

Midol tablet with a glass of water

. . .that's all. Midol brings faster

and more complete relief from

menstrual pain— it relieves

cramps, eases headache and

chases the "blues."

1 "WHAT WOMEN WANT TO KNOW"
a 24-page book explaining menstruation

is yours, FREE. Write Dep't F-58, Box 280,
New York 18, N. Y. (Sent in plain wrapper).

ML

Want the real truth? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen,
321 West 44th Street, New York 36. The most interesting
letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies.

9 June Haver and Fred MacMurray
have four children—are thev all adopted ?

—P.W., Erie, Pa.

A Yes.

9 Why does Grace Kelly still employ a

Hollywood press agent?
—D.T., Denver, Col.

A The movie colony expects Grace to re-

turn to film-making eventually

.

9 Can you tell me how much money
Ricky Nelson will earn this year?

—S.T., Santa Fe, N.M.
A Somewhere around $300,000 if his rec-

ord royalties hold up.

9 Why are recordings featuring male
stars like Boone, Presley, and Belafonte
out-selling recordings made by female

stars like Doris Day and others?

—G.L., Miami, Fla.

A Nowadays most pop records are

bought by teenaged girls who prefer

male voices.

9 Does Debra Paget's mother really

weigh 325 pounds?
—H.D., Los Angeles, Calif.

A Your figure is exaggerated by 125

pounds at least. She's dieting now.

9 Is it on the level that in the Jean
Simmons-Stewart Granger marriage,

he does the cooking and cleaning?

—D.Y., Denver, Col.

A Just the cooking.

9 Is it true that Eddie Fisher and Debbie
Reynolds will get a divorce after their

second child arrives?

—B.T., Newark, N.J.

A The Fishers are working out their

problems.

9 I have a bet that the last picture

Greer Garson and Walter Pidgeon ap-

peared in together was Mrs. Miniver.

Do I win or lose?

—G.L., London, Eng.

A Lose; last picture together was Scan-

dal At Scourie.

9 Who plays tennis best in Hollywood?
—G.L., Santa Fe, N.M.

A Probably Gilbert Roland.

9 Wasn't Sammy Davis, Jr. romantically

involved with a big movie queen recently ?

—M.Y., Chicago, III.

A Yes.

9 Is it true that Anna Maria Alber-

ghetti has enough money for life?

—D.L., San Francisco, Calif.

A Yes; her parents wisely invested her

child-time earnings.

9 Wasn't Pat Boone broken-hearted
when his wife gave birth to a fourth

daughter? Weren't his parents against this

marriage?

—D.B., Ft. Pierce, Fla.

A Boone was not broken-hearted. His
parents weren't against the particular mar-
riage; they were against very young mar-
riage in general.

9 During the filming of The Young Lions,

wasn't there a feud between Marlon
Brando and Montgomery Clift?

—C.K., Louisville, Ky.
A No feud; they hardly worked together.

9 Wasn't there a feud in Japan between
John Wayne and John Huston?

—B.T., Tulsa, Okla.
A No feud. Wayne just found difficulty in

following Huston's unique direction.

9 Can you tell me how much Richard
Widmark gets per picture?

—S.B., Marion, Ind.

A $200,000, and frequently a percentage

of the profits.

9 Is it true that Betty Hutton sang on
Detroit street corners for pennies?

—J.F., Detroit, Mich.
A Yes, as a youngster. Her fatherless

family was very poor.

9 Isn't Mac Krim used as a blind for all

those other bov-friends Kim Novak has?
—T.R., Chicago, III.

A Yes.

9 That Las Vegas show girl Pat Sheehan

—now with Dennis Crosby—didn't she

go steady with Bing Crosby for years?

—R.R., San Francisco, Calif.

A She went with Bing, but not steadily.

9 If Sophia Loren and her husband
Carlo Ponti return to Italy, aren't they

in danger of being arrested because their

marriage isn't legal in Italy?

—N.D., Denver, Col.

A No great danger.

9 Can you tell me how much Diane Varsi

earns each week?
—ST., Fresno, Calif.

A $400 a week.

9 In Pal Joey, does Rita Hayworth
do her own singing ?

—E.I., Wilmington, Md.
A Anita Ellis has done most of it.
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You'll hear"Beale Street Blues" • "Yellow Dog Blues"-"St. Louis Blues" • "Careless Love" • "Harlem Blues"- "Morning Star"- and many more!

The warm and wonderful story

of a boy who defied his father

and found fame when he sent his

songs sizzling 'round the world!

5



For the mother-to-be

51gauge
ALL-ELASTICSTOCKINGS

by Bauer & Black

Guard against varicose veins

this fashion-right way

Pregnancy frequently increases

the possibility of swollen legs and
varicose veins. Don't take a

chance — see your doctor.
Chances are he'll recommend the

sheer, new 51 gauge elastic stock-

ings by Bauer & Black.

Sheer yet all elastic

These are the only full-fashioned,

full-foot hose that employ the

famous Bauer & Black principle

of all-elastic support (with rubber
in every supporting thread).

You get the support part-elas-

tic stockings fail to give, and you
get the sheer look of regular
nylons, too. Ask for Bauer &
Black stockings at drug, depart-

ment, surgical stores.

Bauer & Black
DIVISION OF THE KENDALL COMPANY

MAIL COUPON FOR COMPLETE INFORMATION

Bauer & Black, Dept. DM-5, 309 W. Jackson Blvd.,

Chicago 6, 111.

Send free booklet on the complete wardrobe of

Bauer & Black all-elastic stockings for new leg beauty

and comfort (from $6.90 to $16.95).
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NEW MOVIES

FOR DRAMA
The Brothers Karamazov
The Young Lions
The Long, Hot Summer
Desire Under The Elms

FOR LAUGHS
Merry Andrew

FOR THRILLS
Manhunt In The Jungle

FOR ADVENTURE
The One That Got Away

Yul Brynner and Maria Schell love each other. But his father wants her too—and he's got money.

THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV
, j j Yul Brynner
love and murder Maria schell

Claire Bloom
Lee J. Cobb

Richard Basehart

A great novel by Dostoyevsky becomes a

brilliant film glowing with intense color and

photographed against backgrounds that recap-

ture the Russia that Dostoyevsky described.

And his tremendous characterizations are re-

created by the superb performances of all the

actors concerned. The landowner Karamazov,

played by Lee J. Cobb, is properly lusty,

depraved and contemptible. His three sons

bear the burden of his name in widely differing

ways. Alexey (William Shatner) is saintly, pre-

paring for priesthood; Ivan (Richard Base-

hart) is an intellectual, rigidly repressed man
who believes there is no God ; Dmitri (Yul

Brynner) is high-strung and easily depressed

as he struggles to free himself from though ls

of self-destruction. Then there is Smerdyakov

(Albert Salmi), a savage epileptic who claims

to be Cobb's illegitimate son. Brynner domi-

nates in the film, along with Maria Schell,

who plays Grushenka, the wild, vibrant wom-
an desired by him—and by his father. But

Dmitri, plagued by money troubles, is already

engaged to wealthy Claire Bloom ; her love,

unreturned by Dmitri, turns into hatred when

she realizes Dmitri's interest in Maria. The

scenes of Dmitri and Maria together, inciden-

tally, blaze with passion. When Cobb is mur-

dered, suspicion naturally falls on Dmitri, who

had threatened to kill him because of his in-

sane jealousy of Grushenka. Go sec The

Brothers Karamazov—it's one of the best of

the year.

—

Meirocolor, MGM.

THE YOUNG LIONS
drama of World War II

Marlon Brando
Montgomery Clift

Dean Martin
Barbara Rush
Hope Lange

Sometimes it takes war for people to find

themselves—especially the young men who,

faced with death, begin questioning the mean-
ing of their lives. In this film, adapted from
the novel by Irwin Shaw, three men in par-

ticular are involved. There is Marlon Brando,

a young German officer who went along with

Nazism on the theory that it would help con-

ditions at home. His exposure to the brutality

of Nazi warfare shakes the foundations of his

soul. There is Montgomery Clift, a frail, sen-

sitive American Jew who fights a battle for

equality in training camp—and then fights like

a hero overseas. There is Dean Martin, a

flashy Broadway actor and self-confessed cow-
ard—of considerable charm—who eventually

realizes that he can no longer stand on the

sidelines and asks for duty at the front. There

are the women in these men's lives (French

Liliane Montevecchi, Hope Lange, Barbara

Rush) who influence their sweethearts' behav-

ior; they represent humanity, and the virtues

that are worth saving and fighting for. There

is May Britt, on the other hand, a German
officer's wife who is living it up in Berlin and

is completely ruthless and selfish. Although

Martin's and Cliffs lives run together, Bran-

do's problem develops separately from theirs

. . . until the end. The Young Lions is a big,

big story. It tries to cover the whole Western

World during the second World W ar, and it is

an absorbing, well-acted attempt.

—

20th-Fox.
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FLOWER IN FRANCE

CREATED, BOTTLED, SEALED IN FRANCE

PREMIER MUGUET
Loveliest fragrance of the new season— fresh-budding lily of the valley.

Perfume 2.50, Cologne 1.50, Dusting Powder 1.50, Cologne Stick 1.00



MERRY ANDREW
comedy with Danny Kaye

Danny Kaye
Pier Angeli
Baccaloni

Robert Coote
Peter Mamakos

The perennial charm of Danny Kaye breaks

into moments of true hilarity in Merry An-
drew, the story of an English teacher who is

scared of his own father—Pop is the head-

master of the school. Danny has been engaged

for five years to a prim teacher (Patricia

Cutts) . Danny is convinced that an ancient

statuette of the god Pan is buried in a Sussex

meadow. Finding it, he thinks, will give him
the confidence he needs to stand up to his

father. But this particular meadow is occupied

by a traveling circus run by Baccaloni who,

with his five husky sons, keeps a too-protec-

tive eye on aerialist Pier Angeli. Danny,

dressed for a safari, starts digging anyway.

Following his map, he digs himself right up
into the lion act during a matinee. At other

times he takes over as master of ceremonies, is

the hapless victim in a tumbling act, and is

tossed from brother to brother on the flying

trapeze—they're getting even for Pier, who
loves him, but can't lure him away from his

fiancee. It's a gay film, carried by Kaye's

comic mastery.

—

Metrocolor, MGM.

DESIRE UNDER THE ELMS
passion in New England

Anthony Perkins
Sophia Loren

Frank Overton
Burl Ives

Pernell Roberts
" Family life as portrayed by Eugene O'Neill

is always as peaceful as a pit of cobras. De-
sire Under The Elms takes place on a New
England farm, where a domineering, self-cen-

tered, powerful old buzzard of a father (Burl

Ives) brings a young and beautiful foreigner

(Sophia Loren) as wife and housekeeper. She

marries him for security only, so it's no won-
der that she falls for his son (Anthony Per-

kins). Anthony's two half-brothers leave for

California when they realize they won't in-

herit the farm. Perkins sticks around because

he feels that the farm is his, since his mother

owned it before she married Burl. Sophia,

enraged by Perkins' first hatred of her, gets

the promise from the old man that if they

have a son he'll leave the farm to her. The
trouble is, it looks as if Burl will never die.

The other trouble is, Perkins does not remain

hostile for long—and the son Sophia has is

his. Emotions in this film are never lukewarm

or unexpressed ; the acting is excellent.

—

Vista-

Vision, Paramount.

Pier Angeli falls for Danny Kaye, but he's shy.

THE LONG, HOT SUMMER
life in the deep south

Paul Newman
Joanne Woodward
Anthony Franciosa

Orson Welles
Lee Remick

Here is a picture of the South today,

adapted from the work of novelist William

Faulkner. It is brimming with vitality and

the struggle of several young people to over-

come the dullness in their lives and the domi-

nation of Orson Welles, who owns a big house

and, in fact, owns the whole town. His son

(Anthony Franciosa) is doing all right helping

with business, and he's doing fine at home
with his flamboyant wife (Lee Remick) until

penniless Paul Newman and his shady reputa-

tion arrive. Welles recognizes his own charac-

ter in Newman and encourages him to take his

son's place—in business and in his own affec-

tion. Orson's daughter, Joanne Woodward, has

her father's fire, but it's subdued. She prefers

the genteel company of Richard Anderson,

who has been nearly totally absorbed by his

genteel mother. Orson wants heirs for his em-
pire and he orders Joanne to marry either

Anderson or Newman, but to hurry. While she

is angrily rebelling at this ultimatum, Newman
is being shocked into maturity and Franciosa,

whose self-respect has reached the vanishing

point, turns to violence to restore it. It's a

meaty story revealing many sides of the

southerner's character—and of people in gener-

al.

—

Deluxe Color, CinemaScope, 20th-Fox.

THE ONE THAT GOT AWAY
a Nazi escapes

Hardy Kruger
Colin Gordon

Michael Goodliffe
Terence Alexander

Jack Gwillim
This is the true story of the only German

prisoner of war taken by the British in World
War II who escaped from captivity and made
it back to the homeland. It was stubbornness

rather than cleverness that finally turned the

trick. His first attempt, in England's Lake

District, brings out what looks like the entire

British infantry to hunt him down. His second

attempt consists of posing as a Dutch pilot

and brazenly presenting himself at an RAF
station to steal a plane. He doesn't. His final

effort is to jump out of a moving train which

is transporting him to a "safe" camp in Cana-

da. He walks across country, which is buried

in snow, and then walks across the St. Law-
rence River, which is buried in ice. Of course,

that is no boy-scout hike—he nearly freezes

to death before he reaches America's still-

neutral soil. I must admit I was always root-

ing for the other side.

—

Rank.

Sophia Loren married Burl Ives . . . but why?

MANHUNT IN THE JUNGLE
adventure in Brazil

Robin Hughes
Luis Alvarez

James Wilson
Jorge Montoro

Natalia Manzuelas
Seems that in 1925, one Colonel P. H. Faw-

cett disappeared in the interior of Brazil while

searching for an ancient city. Now, in 1928,

Commander George Dyott (Robin Hughes)
follows his trail with a rescue party. Starting

from Rio de Janerio with mules and native

helpers, he proceeds across miles of desert to

the edge of a jungle which is inhabited by no-

toriously unfriendly Kalapalos Indians as well

as by man-eating animals—and man-eating

plants, too ! The mules go home and the party

proceeds in canvas canoes. The rapids are bad
enough, but the piranha fish—which attack

anything that moves, and eat it alive—are

awful. Enter the Kalapalos, whose chief (Luis

Alvarez) looks like a cross between Red Skel-

ton and a cigar store Indian. First he wants

presents; then he wants blood. The scenery's

wonderful—the film was photographed entire-

ly in the Amazon country—and the adven-

tures will keep you on the edge of your

seat.

—

Warner-Color, Warners.

RECOMMENDED FILMS NOW SHOWING

TEACHER'S PET (Paramount): Doris Day is

teaching college journalism to star pupil Clark Gable,

who is really a big-shot newspaper editor in disguise.

Gable is a self-made man, and tries to engage teacher

Gig Young in a battle of wits to prove to Doris his

(Gable's, of course) natural superiority. What is

proved is that this picture is very very funny.

Nick Adams and Mamie Van Doren are in it, too.

COWBOY (CinemaScope, Columbia) : Anna Kash-

fi's in this, as a Mexican girl loved hopelessly by

Jack Lemmon. Jack's just a clerk in a Chicago hotel

and Anna's father doesn't approve of him. So he

goes out and learns how to be tough from cattleman

Glenn Ford and Glenn's hard-driving crew.

CHASE A CROOKED SHADOW (Warner Broth-

ers) : Anne Baxter is an heiress who lives alone in

a castle on an island off Spain. Her brother died in

an auto crash—but then Richard Todd comes along

claiming to be her brother and suggesting that she

must be losing her mind as well as her memory. No
one is on Anne's side, but she's the only one who
knows where the diamonds are hidden.

SING, BOY, SING! (20-th-Fox): Tommy Sands is

turned into another Elvis Presley. First he's a simple

home boy singing hymns and playing guitar at re-

vival meetings with grandpa John Mclntire. Then
Edmond O'Brien discovers him. exploits hiin, and
gets him an engagement at the Roxy and a Holly-

wood contract. The conflict comes in making a choice

between success and Grandpa's dying words.

BEAUTIFUL BUT DANGEROUS (20th Fox) : All

kinds of things happen in this. Gina Lollobrigida

sings, and very well. Vittorio Gassman provides ro-

mance—and a sinister note—as a Russian Prince

who discovers Gina. Robert Alda portrays the great

maestro who coaches her. And there's a murder and
false fears—before the film comes to its climax.

Indian chief Luis Alvarez is the real villian.



DuBarry
Color.

Now!
Even humdrum hair

can seethe

with excitement

A new idea in hair coloring! It's fun,

fast and foolproof washes right out

with your next shampoo!

Color Glo is for you. It's new! Not a

rinse, not a dye, not a color shampoo.

It's a fabulous foam. Just pour it on,

foam it in and that's it. Natural -looking,

silken color that won't rub off

—

will

wash out when you shampoo!

Six sensational shades, 1.50 plus tax.
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Even when it rains .. .you'll shine with

Permanent Weatherproof Curls

Easy as setting your hair. No rods

to wind, no resetting, no hours of

drying! Yet curls last months with

fast new PIN-QUICK.

Now! Springy, clingy, sunny-day curls, even when
it rains! Just one easy, breezy setting with new Pin-Quick

does it — gives you the soft, casual hairstyle you love. And
makes it weatherproof— free from rainy-day droop!

No need for drying hair sprays, no nightly pin-ups!

No resetting even through day after day of damp weather.

Pin-Quick weatherproof curls last for months—stay soft, shiny,

full of life! For the one pincurl permanent that takes only

minutes, yet gives you months of shining weatherproof curls,

get new Pin-Quick by Richard Hudnut.

Get Weatherproof Curls 1-2 fast!

FAST-l! Curl in minutes!
No rods! Just set pincurls,

apply Pin-Quick lotion. Then
lock curls in to last with easy
Magic Curl-Control!

FAST-2! Dry in minutes

!

So easy under a dryer. Won-
derful Pin-Quick is five times
faster than any other pincurl
wave! And no resetting!

I l 958 Lambert-Hudnut Divls '-Lambert Pharmaceutical Co.

New

RICHARD HUDNUT
Guaranteed faster and longer-lasting

than any other pincurl permanent.
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LOUELLA PARSONS
in Hollywood

Is
louella parsons'

GOOD NEWS

The Ball ivas for sweet charity's sake—and what a ball we had, Jimmy McHugh, Patti Page, Mrs. David Hearst and me!

PARTIES
of the month

THE STARS TURNED OUT for the

charming cocktail party given by writer Sara

Hamilton, of my staff, for her daughter Sally

Oppenheimer—who hasn't visited her home
town in nine years.

The first person I met when I arrived was
Marlon Brando, Sr., the good-looking and very

charming father of you-know-who. All I can

say is that Marlon, the star, never inherited

his social diffidence from his father, who is so

cordial and approachable. I told Mr. Brando

I had seen his son in The Young Lions and
thought he gave one of his greatest per-

formances.

"He'll be very glad to hear that," Brando,

Sr. said graciously.

Martha Hyer and Gene Kelly arrived

separately—but left together! This is the sec-

ond time I've noticed this. Is more cooking

here romantically than meets the eye?

Gene told me he was having a ball direct-

ing Tunnel of Love at MGM, the first film he's

ever directed that he doesn't appear in.

Among the early arrivals was June Al-

lyson in one of the new hip-line tailored

suits, her hair shorter than ever. Her devoted

Dick Powell was never far from her side.

Margaret O'Brien, so youthful and yet

so poised, wore a red chiffon sack dress. She

has the cute figure for this style, but personal-

ly, I still don't like them. Maggie's date was
Nick Adams, who told me he was leaving

the next day to join honeymooners Natalie

Wood and Bob Wagner on their yacht in

Catalina harbor.

One '

of the prettiest girls present was
Dolores Hart, whose blonde, serene beauty

reminds me of Grace Kelly. And you should

read what pretty Dolores has to say about

boys! The story starts on page 24.

Ann Sothern, in a red dress with a

wide red stole, was talking styles with Don
Loper and Ann said, "No sack dresses for me,

thank you." And Don replied, "And there's

not a one in my new collection!"

A BEAUTIFUL COSTUME PARTY
—the most beautiful in a long, long time—was
the Golden Nugget Ball sponsored by the

Jimmy McHugh Charities for the benefit of the

Desert Hospital in Palm Springs at the El

Mirador Hotel in Palm Springs.

Although the motif of the party was West-

ern, I've seldom seen more gorgeous costumes

—dance hall girls with huge plumes in their

hair; stunning cowgirl outfits in every color

of the rainbow; Indians; lovely pantaloon

dresses, and, well, the entire room was an

eyeful of beautiful women beautifully cos-

tumed.

Although Patti Page has her popular

Big flecord tv show to keep her very busy,

she promised composer McHugh she would
fly out to be the Queen of his Golden Nugget

Ball—and she did! Patti looked wonderful

in her black and white cowgirl outfit and she

brought the house down when she sang. The

most beaming smile in the crowd was on the

face of her proud husband, Charlie O'Curran.

These two are really in love.

Another singer, Ginny Sims, wore a

huge plumed hat and had her dress caught

up on one side to show a garter with a rose

right above her knee.

Sonja Henie was the only person pres-

ent not in costume, but when Sonja wears

those fantastic diamonds of hers, she doesn't

need any more sparkle!

It was a big and glamorous evening that

raised much moola for this very fine cause.



They were wonderful parties. But the most wonder-

ful part of all—was the spirit in which they were given,

Ginny Simms looks like she's all set for the chan-
toosie role in the dance-hall scene—and Patti Page is

dressed for rescuing her fella from Ginny's clutches!

Cobina Wright came in costume, too—but Sonia
Henie, escorted by her husband, figured the dia-

monds she's famous for would be 'costume' enough.

It was such a pleasure

meeting Marlon Brando,

Sr.! He is so charming!

But then, of course—may-
be Marlon, Sr. wouldn't

shine in front of the cam-

eras like his son does!

June Allyson and her new
hair-do made quite an at-

tractive package for hus-

band Dick Powell to be

real proud of! And he is!

13



LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

Those happy smiles on Mr. and Mrs.

Peter Hall—Leslie Caron, to

her fans—are for the stork.

They're so thrilled that he's paying

them a second visit!

And Kathy Grant—the Groaner's

Missus—isn't looking sad about

the good news she just got! Yes,

indeed—the stork is sure going

to be busy in Hollywood, come August.

It's hard to tell who's wearing the bigger smile in the Cassi-

dy family—Pop-to-be Jack, or his pretty ivife Shirley Jones.

A busy month
for the Stork

I almost blew up . . . and I mean that lit-

erally, keeping Kathy Crosby's secret

—

for ten days!—that she and Bing are ex-

pecting a baby in August. Then I finally re-

ceived the Go sign to break the scoop!

The strain was more than I could bear be-

cause it gets harder and harder to keep any
secret in Hollywood, much less one with such

big news value: the beloved Groaner and his

pretty bride were on the Stork's list.

But the story held for me, and I knew the

reporter's greatest delight when I had a clean

beat of four hours in newspapers all around

the country in telling the world that the Cros-

bys are 'expecting.'

Can you imagine what will happen if Bing

and Kathy have a girl?

That whole male clan of Crosbys, Bing and
his four sons, will spoil her to pieces—and
you know it!

But Kathy says, and she seems sincere,

"Either a boy or a girl will be welcome, just

so the child is healthy and happy."

There are many qualities I appreciate in

Kathy—her sweetness and poise and intelli-

gence—but above all, she never tries to put

me off when I ask her a direct question. I had
been tipped that Mrs. Bing was pregnant.

When I called her she said, "I think, I hope

it is true—but just give me a little more time

to make sure and I will tell you the truth."

That "little more time" extended into ten days

—and I mean I was nervous!

Before the baby story broke, Kathy had
been making news of another sort. She had
also been keeping the secret that she has

been working as a volunteer nurse two days

a week at Queen of Angels Hospital, some-

thing she started before her marriage to Bing.

Sister Timothy Marie, head of the hospital,

said of Kathy, "She is a sympathetic, yet

efficient, worker. We are so appreciative of

her services to the patients."

And Mrs. Crosby had also stirred up ex-

citement by registering at Los Angeles City

College for pre-nursing courses just twenty-

four hours before I proudly told the world

that she is to become a mother.

What a girl she is. Bing is very lucky.

Leslie Caron was a happy girl when she

called to tell me that she and Peter Hall are

expecting their second baby in September. The

little French dancer had flown to Hollywood

to sing one song number and do some extra

scenes for Gigi and she could hardly wait to

get back to Europe, her husband and their

year-old-son Christopher. "Naturally we are

hoping for a girl," she told me, "but we really

won't care if we have another little boy."

Marriage and motherhood have worked

miracles in Leslie's personality. Formerly a

very shy and retiring girl, she is now viva-

cious, gay and talkative. Love really is the

greatest beautifier of all.

And Shirley Jones and Jack Cassidy
also learned they will become parents—for

the first time—and they are gleeful about it.

The Gregory Pecks are expecting their

second baby this summer. Greg sent a cable

to me from Mexico, where he is on location

with the Bravados company and Veronique is

visiting him. The cable read:

WE HOPE FOR A GIRL. BUT EXPECT A BOY.

Greg has three sons by his marriage to

Greta Peck and another little boy born to him

and Veronique last year.



They were mighty clever, Joanne Wood-
ward and Paul Newman. So clever—they

almost had their "moment of privacy."

Joanne almost

got her wish

So quietly and secretly did Joanne
Woodward and Paul Newman plan their

wedding in Las Vegas that Joanne almost

got her wish. She said, "All I ask is this one

moment of privacy."

The day before the wedding, Joanne and
her close friends Mrs. Jay Kanter and Ina

Bernstein—Ina was maid of honor—boarded
a plane to Las Vegas and checked into El

Rancho Vegas Hotel without being recognized.

The morning of the wedding, Paul flew in

with his best man, Stewart Stern—and he,

too, was unrecognized!

"This was a switch," Joanne later laughed..

"Here was I, the bride, waiting at the Church

—or I should say Beldon Katleman's bunga-

low, where we were married—for the ar-

rival of the bridegroom! If Paul's plane had
been delayed, I think I would have died of

embarrassment at being even temporarily

stood up."

But no such thing happened, and Paul and
Joanne, who have been so very much in love

for years, got their hearts' desire and were
married with just their close friends present.

After the ceremony, of course, the photog-

raphers took over.

Joanne wore a beige chiffon dress with

matching gloves. Paul slipped a big diamond
on her finger as well as the platinum wedding
band set with diamonds.

The day after the ceremony, the happy
newlyweds planed off for Europe for a short

honeymoon. Then Paul reports for Cat On A
Hot Tin Rooi with Liz Taylor at MGM.

Joanne and Paul met when both were ap-

pearing in Picnic on the Broadway stage, but

their friendship didn't grow into love until

they both landed in Hollywood for screen

careers after Paul had parted from his wife.

The Oscars
One of the biggest thrills to me about the

Academy Award Nominations this year is

that so many new faces received recognition.

Count em—Diane Varsi and Hope Lange
(Peyton Placed; Russ Tamblyn, in the

same picture; Joanne Woodward, a new-
comer in the star category for her fine work
in Three Faces of Eve; lovely little Japanese
actress Miyoshi Umeki in Sayonara and
Carolyn Jones in The Bachelor Party.

For years, Hollywood has been talking a

good game of seeking new talent. But this is

the first year Hollywood has proven that it

meant what was said.

Every ambitious boy and girl in America
who one day hopes to become an actor or

actress should take heart over these bright,

fresh Oscar candidates!

I don't mean to give the idea that all you
have to do is buy a ticket for Hollywood and
apply for work and these opportunities will

be open to you. Nothing is farther from the

truth.

Every one of these successful young people,

as youthful as they are, have dramatic train-

ing back of them in tv, summer stock, the

New York theatre or dramatic schools. They
have worked hard for the fine honor they

have achieved. In some cases, there has been

genuine heartache in the sacrifices they have
made to learn the rudiments of their profes-

sion.

But the fact remains that the door to Holly-

wood is again open to new faces and new
talent.

And for this—Allah be praised!
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Open letter

to Diane Varsi

Take it easy, my young friend—take it

easy. When I heard that you had collapsed

on the set of Ten North Frederick, from what
the doctors termed "emotional fatigue," I

thought—how young you are to be suffering

I

from something that is perilously close to a

]

nervous breakdown.

I

I know that life and big success have
rushed in on you in overwhelming waves dur-

|

ing this past year. As I write this, you have
! just been nominated for an Academy Award
|

—the highest honor your profession can pay

|

you—for your fine supporting work in Pey-

1 fon Place.

I

And, at the unbelievable age of nineteen,

you have also this year ended your second

unhappy marriage. And you have a son by
your first marriage. Diane, you have packed

more living into your short span than many
women experience all their lives.

My point is this: in both your professional

and private life, stop racing your emotions

and slow down to a walk. It is fine to be one

of the dedicated actresses caring only for your

next role, particularly in your case because

you feel that love and marriage have been

cruel to you.

But don't draw within yourself as you have
been doing, staying home night after night

studying your scripts or brooding over the

failures of your personal life. After all, you
are only nineteen—and it's a gloriously young
age no matter what your past experience.

Have a little fun, go dancing now and then,

buy yourself some of the pretty clothes you
can afford, cultivate outside interests. In short,

Diane

—

take it easy.



LOUELLA PARSONS in hollywood Continued

There's a particular book that Maybe Dana Wynter's been doing too much TV— Liz Taylor says she's gonna—but
Barbara Rush should read. but husband Greg Bautzer should sloiv her down! I don't believe it, nor does Mike.

Personal opinions
Well, here comes Liz Taylor announcing

that she's giving up her career after she

makes Cat On A Hot Tin floof and Don
Quixofe for Don Mike Todd! I don't believe it.

I think it would bore Liz—and Mike—if she

turned into just "the little woman" around

the house". . . .

I like Barbara Rush as an actress and

a person. But she's too plump in The Young
Lions. Get out that diet book, gal. . . .

On the other hand, I'd like to see lovely

Dana Wynter put on some needed pound-

age. Guess it all comes under the heading of

—you can't win. . . .

Marlon Brando, Sr.—the one-and-only Mar-
lon's dad—is completely charming the peo-

ple he's been meeting at recent cocktail parties.

What a nice man, with such gracious man-

ners. If Jr. were just more like him socially,

what a guy he'd be!

Difficult or not, Marlon is just great as the

young Nazi soldier in The Young Lions. Some-

times I could murder him in cold blood for his

conduct off-screen, but there's no argument

—

he's just tops on the screen. . . .

When and if "sex-kitten" Brigitte Bardot
and that singing "gasser" Frank Sinatra
—to quote his own favorite adjective—make a

movie together, the French honey and Frankie

should burn up the screen! And there's a hot

chance that such teaming is on the way now
that Brigitte has signed an exclusive contract

with Columbia, where Frankie has made his

best films. . . .

The financial settlement between Esther
Williams and Ben Gage may be peaceful

after all—which is a relief. Fireworks had first

been expected over the large amount Ben

was asking from the swim queen.

// Frankie Sinatra and Sex-Kitten

Brigitte Bardot do get together for

that movie he'd like to make with

her—well, they'd better keep the

studio fire truck on the alert!
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I nominate
for stardom . .

.

. . . Hope Lange, the really beautiful

girl who proves herself such a good actress

in Peyton Place and The Young Lions.

Hope always reminds me of those days,

way back, when an actress had to be an

outstanding beauty to rate a film career,

—I mean gorgeous women like Billie Dove,

Katherine MacDonald, Barbara La Marr, Vil-

ma Banky and many others.

Now girls with piquant faces—and some
who are downright plain—can get to the top

if they are good performers. But Hope is not

only talented, her face is a dream.

In private life she is Mrs. Don Murray,
no mean actor himself, and Hope says it was
inevitable that she marry an actor because

she comes of a theatrical family. Her mother,

Minetta Buddecke, played in Shakespeare on

Broadway before she retired to own and
operate the famed Minetta's Cafe in New York

City's Greenwich Village—hailed by Holiday

Magazine for its fine food.

As a young girl Hope helped wait on tables

in her mother's place while she was getting

her dramatic training at the Lodge Profes-

sional School.

In fact she first met Don, a struggling young
actor, when she was about fifteen and he

would drop in for a piece of the delicious

lemon pie. "We didn't fall in love then—just

liked to talk about fame and fortune. It was
after Don went abroad, during the war, that

we started corresponding and came to know
what we meant to each other."

Another, and most illustrious patron of

Minetta's was Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt. "I used

to walk Falla for her while she lunched and
talked with my mother," Hope remembers.

At 20th Century-Fox, her contract studio,

they have high hopes for Hope—the beauty

who can act.

Hope Lange's reel life

is zooming this pretty Miss

to stardom. But her

real-life role is that of a

Mrs —to Don Murray—and a

mother—to young
Christopher Paton Murray.
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A brazen Miss
The most scandalous belle on the Miami

Beaches last month was the six-month-old

daughter of Donald O'Connor and Gloria,

Miss Alicia O'Connor. She boldly posed for

photographers wearing a bikini!

What Richard Egan said—and what

Pat Hardy said right back—was over-

heard. What an original script!

When a guy
proposes
A waiter at Romanoff's serving Richard

Egan and Pat Hardy the night he gave

her the diamond engagement ring, told me
Pat's amusing remark when Dick slipped the

big sparkler on her finger.

"Oh," gasped Pat in surprise, "you should

prepare me, darling. I would have gotten a

manicure!"

17
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LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

No one was more upset than Marlon Brando
when thatrecent story came out

quoting his opinion of Jimmy Dean.

Bing is pleased as punch over what

they're saying about son Gary Crosby.

Here's what one of your fans has

to say, Jean Seberg. Nice, isn't it?

18

THE LETTER BOX:
I have received many letters this month

expresing regret and disapproval of the sepa-

ration of Esther WHEisms and Ben Gage.

As Esther Meeh, Kansas City, puts it: "PJease

think it over Jong and hard before you bring

such heaitbieak to yourselves and your chil-

dren". . . .

"The importance oi beautiful theme songs

to a morion picture cannot be underestimated,"

is the wise remark of Mrs. Anna Adams,
Brooklyn, who is only twenty-one years old

—and the mother of three children. "Granted

that Around The World In 80 Days is a line

picture, it wouldn't have enjoyed hall the suc-

cess it has achieved without that wondertul

music of the late Victor Young." You are so

right Mrs. "A"—the sales of movie scores on

records also proves your point. . . .

Andy Vandeveer, St. Louis, is absolutely

"shocked" over a magazine interview—no, not

in Modern Screen—given by Marlon Bran-
do in which he said he spent much time

"dodging a personal meeting with James
Dean, who was crazy to meet me." Andy
says, "What an insult to the late, great Dean."

I think Marlon was as upset about that inter-

view as you are. He has since said he was
speaking off the record. . . .

OH, HELP! Joan Polson writes; "In our

health class in school we are having discus-

sions on alcohol and I am to give a raik on

entertainers and alcohol. Since you are so

close to entertainers who drink, I thought you

could give me some reasons why they do it

and how their drinking affects their work.

Wouid appreciate a reply soon." Not even for

the chuckle your letter handed me. Miss Joan,

of Foreston, Minn. . . .

Shirley Lewis, St. Louis, is an ardent fan

of Robert Ivers. "I saw him in The Deli-

cate Delinquent and Short Cut to Hell and
am having a mild fit over him." I'm sure

Robert will be pleased to hear about ' your

mild fit, Shirley. . . .

Marjorie, Ft. Worth, Texas, saw Bonjour

Tristesse and says: "I do not pretend to be a

critic, but I found Jean Seberg an unusual-

ly promising young actress (many reviewers

did not, I know). I hope she does not take the

criticism too much to heart and lose faith in

her career. If she just keeps on studying and
improving herself I think she will one day
make them all eat those critical words." When
I interviewed Jean, I found her a lovely and

poised girl and I, too, wish her luck in her

career. . . .

From Frankfurt, Germany, Elza Maytag,
writes: "Gary Crosby has been stationed here

for many months and I thought his country-

men would like to know how much respect the

son of Bing Crosby has earned. He helps

out in all charity affairs and is nice to all

people who approach him". . . .

"I am shocked beyond words at the dia-

logue in A Farewell To Arms regarding the

miracle of birth when Rock Hudson says to

Jennifer Jones This is what comes of

sleeping together.' Where, oh, where was the

Johnston Office when this picture was given

a seal?" protests Evelyn Garrick, Winslow,
Arizona. . . .

David Lowsky, Brooklyn, opines: "David
Niven is the most neglected actor in films

although he never gives anything but a top

performance. Why no interviews with him?

Why don't you mention him more?" David is

one of my favorite persons, Mr. J. Perhaps

he's just such a solid citizen and actor and

is so happy in his marriage there isn't too

much more to say about him than to agree

with you: he's tops. . . .

That's all for now. See you next month.



"MARiORit

MORNINGSTAR"
: 'fttasKtietbf-'Wsnmt 'Ban.' .

I know more about Elvis and his girls

than all the scandal magazines!

By this time, many girls have met Elvis

Presley. In almost every town in which
he has played one-night stands, there is

a girl with stars in her eyes who has

waited backstage—breathlessly and pa-

tiently—until Elvis could sneak out some
side entrance with her. and head for an
all-night hamburger stand. Then there

was always the hurried smooching while

parked behind the cafe . . . and the last

long look as Elvis burns off down the

highway for the next town—and the

next girl.

They write me all the details of a date

with him. One wrote recently . . . "You
don't know Elvis until he kisses you,

Kay; I mean REALLY kisses you. Not
the kind he gives fan club presidents.

I'll never forget the night we went back
to the dugout at the ball-park and
smooched for hours! Oh, you haven't

lived until you've dated Elvis!" One of

my favorite letters reads: "I dated Elvis

in that first second-hand Caddie he had:
the pink and black one that burned up,

you knoiv . . . well, I've dated Elvis in

that very car! I wonder if he's still like

he was then. . . . I keep hoping he'll

come back here some day. . .
."

Well. I could go on. But don't get me
wrong: if Elvis didn't do these things he

wouldn't be a normal boy. There are

girls in his home town, too, who wait

patiently for the Memphis Flash, as he's

sometimes called, to breeze into town.
And there are the wistful letters

—

"I've

met Elvis several times, and I'm better

looking than average . . . but Elvis has
never dated me. I don't get it." Well,
all this is just to say that I too am one
of Elvis' girls. Not the variety who have
smooched with him in a dugout

—

but I

didn't say that I wouldn't trade places
with her! But I'm of the variety who
have worked that Elvis might fulfill a
dream for me; that he might prove to

my family and friends, who fought me
in the beginning, that he was worth fight-

ing for. I believe in Elvis Presley. I be-

lieve he is all he says he is. If I'm ever
convinced that he isn't ... I'd denounce
him—just as fast as I've publicly de-
fended him.

Kay Wheeler
President

National Elvis Presley Fan Club

Elvis's in MGM's Jailhouse Rock and
is scheduled for Paramount's King
Creole and 20th Century-Fox's Enough
Rope.

NATALIE WOOD, beautiful Lustre-Creme Girl says: "My shampoo is Lustre-Creme

!

It leaves my hair so shiny and easy to manage. No wonder Lustre-Creme is Hollywood's
favorite shampoo!" Lustre-Creme is used by the world's most glamorous women—
shouldn't you use it, too?

For the most beautiful hair

in the world

out ofQ top movie stars

use Lustre-Creme Shampoo

When Natalie Wood says, "My shampoo is

Lustre-Creme Shampoo," you're listening to

a girl whose beautiful hair plays a vital part

in her glamour-career.

Your hair can have that Hollywood-lovely

look with Lustre-Creme Shampoo. Under the

spell of its lanolin-blessed lather, your hair

will shine like the stars! Yet it's so easy-to-

manage—even right after shampooing. Waves
are smooth— curls springy.

You'll see—and he will, too—how much
lovelier your hair can look when you change

to Lustre-Creme, the shampoo of the stars!

Lanolin-blessed
creme or lotion

never dries . . .

it beautifies

shampoo



no lotion

!

New kind of

Home Permanent

from

Procter & Gamble

The end papers do the

waving for you

5Hk

Every end paper contains its own

waving ingredients-just the right

amount for each curl

Because the end papers them-

selves measure out the waving

action, your wave will be perfect

Easiest, fastest way yet to a really

lasting wave-just wind, wet with

pure, clear water, and neutralize

Why didn't somebody think of this before? A home
permanent with the wave in the end papers instead

of a bottle of lotion. That's Procter & Gamble s

new PACE.
Guesswork taken out.Because each paper con-

tains just the right amount of waving ingredients

—

never too much, never too little—you get a perfect

permanent automatically.

No more waves that take in one place, don't in

another. No more stragglers or strays. No more
"first week" frizz.

No messy, strong-smelling lotion. Just wind
hair as usual, wet with w ater. neutralize, and look

!

An even. lasting wave that looks like a gift of nature.

So now there's no reason to leave the house for

a permanent. Not when it's next to no fuss at all

to get one at home. That's with PACE—the worry-

free way to a perfect wave. How about today?

Wind curls as usual. Any home permanent Squeeze on clear water with PACE'S handy
curlers will do. (End papers do the waving.) plastic bottle. No messy, strong-smelling lotion.

Costs no more than lotion permanents—$2 plu:

Choice ol 3 strengths: Regular . . . Gentle . . . S

Procter& Gambles

no lotion permanem
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HPHIS is a simple story.

In July, 1958, Perry Como will have

been married for twenty-five years. To
the same girl.

Year after year, for twenty-five years,

he has created a love story that people

in show business talk about—and won-
der at.

And, really, it's such a simple little

story. . . .

And here is how this tale of love

began. . .

.

They met at a weenie roast, Perry

Como and Roselle. "Everybody knows
that by now," Perry grins. "I must have
said it a thousand times. You'd call it

a barbecue now. Only we said weenie

roast. . .
."

But because this year is his twenty-

fifth of marriage to Roselle, he clasps his

hands behind his head in the familiar

Como gesture, and leans back, and re-

members—a little more.

He was fifteen that hot, sticky sum-
mer, and he was apprenticed to a barber.

Days he learned his trade, clipping hair,

applying hot (Continued on page 75)

HAPPY 25th

PERRY and ROSELLE
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YOU ASKED FOR IT, SO HERE IT IS:

the shocking life

of brigitte bardot
by Heloise Nouvelle

Jn many ways this story is a first for

Modern Screen.

It is, of course, our first story about

Brigitte Bardot.

It is our first story about an actress

who has never appeared in an American-
made movie.

And it is the first story we have ever

printed about a girl as frankly, as un-

ashamedly unconventional as 'The Sex
Kitten.'

But in one way, this is a story as old

as beauty—as old as the stories we ran
in the 'Thirties about Greta Garbq, in the

'Forties about Claudette Colbert—and in

the 'Fifties about Marilyn Monroe. Or if

you like, it is only as old as this year's

stories of Kim Novak.
For all these women have lived the

same story. All these women, blessed

with beauty, have been cursed with the

same terror, have awakened in the night

crying from the same nightmare : afraid

that the world will suddenly discover

what the beautiful women have believed

all along—that they are not beautiful at

all.

That is the (Continued on page 81)

Her husband thought Brigitte was beautiful,
but he was never jealous . .

.

Jean-Louis Trintignant's
first love scenes with Brigitte

were for the camera . . .



VENETIA STEVENSON

DOLORES HART

DIANE JERGENS

MOLLY BEE

how to SNAG
a STAG
Can you have a good

time, without being a

bad girl? Can you get

wolf whistles and still

handle the wolf? Here's

how the experts do it:

TV7ANT to know how to have more
" dates, how to snag a stag?

Recently, we gave you a boy's-eye view

of the popularity bit. Now we've asked

four of the most-dated girls in Holly-

wood to tell how they do it.

They are pretty Dolores Hart, pert

Venetia Stevenson, cute Diane Jergens

and bubbly Molly Bee. Each of these

girls has a date-line that could keep a set

of quadruplets bouncing. We got them
to tell, from their own dating experi-

ences, what a girl should and shouldn't

do to make beau-catching easier.
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above Venetia Stevenson may not be

hinting to Peter Brown that it's time

to go home. But then again. . . .

below Diane Jergens tells Dick Sar-

gent good-night—but no hurt feelings.

How to handle a wolf

without losing him!

DOLORES HART
Some girls give a fellow the come-on all evening, then get

huffy when he turns wolf at the door. Maintain some dignity
all evening-you can do it even while acting all female-and the
guy will sort of catch on that you're not the kind he can get too
fresh with. I think a girl cheapens herself by parking in the
car. Boys are funny. They do kiss and tell. So be careful

whom you kiss!

VENETIA STEVENSON
You can be aloof-in a nice, warm way-and that will start to

dampen the fire of an over-torrid Romeo. Boys don't like to

make passes when they think they're not going to be received.

I'm not talking about the casual goodnight kiss, which is one
thing—and quite a pleasant thing! I mean the misunderstand-
ing at the end of the evening when a girl says no and the boy
continues a too-amorous pitch. It only leaves a girl feeling

cheap and confused. A boy wants to feel liked, so why not

show him affection by inviting him into your house for some
cake and coffee? If you sit at the table and talk and laugh,

that can be a friendly end to a date . . . and a much nicer one

than the doorstep hassle!

DIANE JERGENS
The important thing is to try not to act like a deadhead. Put-

ting yourself on a pedestal is quite obnoxious. You not only

scare away his advances—you'll scare him away for good. After
all, when boy meets girl there's bound to be an attempt at ro-

mancing. Nothing wrong with that. But if you want to avoid

certain offensive clinches, then try double-dating. By having
others with you, some of the problems that arise from being

alone and together fade away. I went out with a man who had
a playboy reputation. I didn't want to miss the fun just be-

cause of his reputation, but I did want to miss the trouble. I

asked him very sweetly if I could bring another couple, since

he was so interesting, and he was flattered enough to agree.

We had a wonderful time, and by having the others around my
playboy friend didn't get out of hand—as he might have if

we'd been alone.

MOLLY BEE
I don't think a girl has to kiss a boy on the first date if she

doesn't want to. If I like the boy and want to kiss him, I do.

If I don't want to kiss him, I don't. But I seldom come across

the problem of the boy who just won't behave. I think it's

because I like to keep moving and make the evening gay and
active. I like to dance, sing, even go horseback riding at night.

That's one way to get a wolf's mind off the pursuit of petting.

Keep the evening jumping. Sometimes a wolf acts the way he

does because there isn't anything else to do!

continued
25



HOW TO SNAG A STAG continued

pit*——- _

.

Diane Jergens and Dick Sargent
have a ball on the bowling alley—

and, adds Diane, having something
to do avoids passes. And Dolores

Hart tells you that despite appear-

ances Earl Holliman's not a wolf!

You can be good—and popular, too!

DOLORES HART
Be choosey. If you go with every Tom, Dick and

Harry, knowing that the T. D. and H. have reputa-

tions for being maulers, you're letting yourself in for

more than you can handle. That doesn't mean that

you have to suspect every man who likes fun of being

a wolf, or you'll miss out on a lot of delightful dates.

A man who has a gleam in his eye can be an exciting

date too. But I do try to steer clear of the real bad

apples. After all, why ask for trouble when its just

as easy to go out with a nice fellow!

VENETIA STEVENSON
Try to have the date revolve around some activity.

I think many boys get completely out of hand because

there's nothing else to do. I had loads of fun one

night with a boy who took me ice skating. We were

both so happy and exhausted that the necking issue

never did come up. I think a fellow has more fun

being with a girl who's a good sport on a simple date

—than he is with a girl who's merely a good sport

about petting ! Remember, a necking session isn't what

gets you that second date—or twentieth date.

DIANE JERGENS
Love me—love my family. When a man is

interested in me, I take him home to meet them
all. That way, I know he'll treat me with more
respect. I think it makes a charming family

picture when the man you're dating comes in—

meets your mother and father, your brothers

and sisters if you have any, and even the family

cat and dog.

MOLLY BEE
You've got to be true to yourself. Don't do

what you don't want to do. But try to handle

it all gaily, not stuffily. I feel sorry for girls

who think they have to drink and pet in order

to prove they're good sports. If you're at a

party where there's drinking and you don't want
to appear prudish, hold a glass in your hand all

night and no one will give you that strange look

that makes you feel like an oddball. I don't

drink, but I don't make a big thing out of it

either. And no one tries to pour it down my
throat. It really works-!
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How to make your party swing!

DOLORES HART
Plan lots of things in the way of entertainment be-

forehand. Don't expect the guests to make the party

or your party might die with a thud. At a party I once

gave, I made up little name tags and pinned them on

each guest. It was more fun. Lots of times people are

afraid to talk to others at a party because they've for-

gotten their names and they freeze up. These little

tags were not only handy, they provided lots of talk and
laughs. I think it's good to promote laughs with silly

things at a party. I love charades for instance, because

it gives people a good chance for a load of laughs.

Another tip, have your mother or father around. Don't

send them off to a movie that night. Some kids resent

having an older person around, but I think it's im-

portant. It keeps the party from turning into a brawl.

VENETIA STEVENSON
Be a relaxed hostess, not a jittery one. Have all your

preparations made in advance and have all the decora-

tions hung up the night before. And give yourself a

good few hours to bathe, rest and dress before your

I

guests come! If you're a relaxed hostess, you'll

have the energy to get your party off to a fly-

ing start. Enjoy your own party and your guests

will, too. And be sure to buzz around and talk to

everyone—never go off in a corner with one

special person.

DIANE JERGENS
Why not start a do-it-yourself movement right

in your own home? You don't have to have a big

formal buffet; you can either have each person

you know bring along one dish, or invite the whole

group to come—and ask each person to cook his

big specialty while the others stand around ad-

miringly. Instead of hating this extra work, those

of your friends who are proud of their specialties

will love pitching in. And don't skimp on the food,

the records you have in your living room, the

number of games you play or anything else. A
generous hostess is an appreciated hostess. It isn't

money that counts, either. A little money can

spread a long way for you. (Continued on page 54)

Dolores and hlarl play party games— cause
Dolores made sure there were some activities

planned to keep the party swinging. Molly Bee
figures that dancing is the greatest—even if

you can't get a Tommy Sands—for singing and
strumming, that is. (She's lucky; she could!)

turn page for some STAGS to SNAG







Don't throw
your love away!

Remember how you felt, Tommy, when you
gave Molly Bee that ring . . . the one that was just

right for her, because it was two hearts

intertwined—and that's how you felt. . . .

WE ARE not in business to run a star's personal life,

or to tell him what to do and what not to do.

But we've grown to like you, Tommy Sands, like you enough
to feel an obligation to be honest with you—even if it hurts.

And you may not like what we have to say. . . .

We have been disturbed in recent weeks about reports

tying you romantically to a score of Hollywood beauties-

Cathy Crosby, Connie Stevens, Dolores Hart, Yvonne Lime,

Judi Meredith, Barbara Wilson and on and on and on.

Now we are certainly not opposed to an unattached young
man dating any number of attractive young girls—providing

they have fun together, and don't hurt Anyone else in the

process. But you, Tommy, are neither unattached nor

having fun. Moreover, by your actions you are seriously

hurting two people: Molly Bee and yourself.

We know, as you do, that you are in love with her—as much
as she is in love with you; that every time you take a girl

into your arms and kiss her, you make believe she's Molly.

And Molly knows you do, and goes out with other fellows and
pretending not to feel hurt—while holding back her tears

whenever she picks up a fan magazine and sees you holding

hands with Connie Stevens or taking Dolores Hart for a

picnic in Griffith Park or going (Continued on page 71)
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Helen Neusleefer presents her newest cosmetic discovery:

custom blended

moderna
new glide-on lipstick

with ereamy-smooth lano-velvet

a shade
to match
your
every
fashion
mood
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Junie on the

SPOT!

June's kingdom—her kids Pom
and Ricky, and the man she

loves, Dick Powell. And when
she's not busy rough-housing

with her energetic bundles of

joy, she looks back and re-

members some of the dreams
she used to wish for . . .

and the funny way dreams have

of coming true sometimes

when you're not even looking.

Modern Screen drops by June Allyson's house

. . . and checks up on some rumors!

The rumor that there was a new June Allyson

running around Hollywood brought us face to

face with June—Mrs. Richard Powell, that is—for

a question and answer session. June agreed to

play a new game with us. It's called truth without

consequences, and it's played by two people: us,

looking for the truth about June Allyson 1958

style . . . and a smiling, pert mother of two who
happens to be a movie star—

Q: Is it true that there's a new June? A girl who
insists on leading her own life?

June: Maybe it just shows more now, but I've

always been June Allyson, girl-individual. Even
though Richard is basically the boss, I make my
own decisions about most things. I played in The

Shrike even though Richard was against it.

Q: Do you think you can be a real wife and a real

help to your husband without sacrificing your in-

dependence?

June: At the risk of sticking my neck out I say:

absolutely. I lead my own life, but here I am like

a hen hovering over my brood. So of course, I think

independence and family life can go together.

Q: How about the eternally ticklish problem of

separate interests?

June: I think just about everybody has separate

interests. It depends on how you handle the prob-

lem. I believe in not forcing your interests on your
loving spouse. And I think, by now, Richard agrees

with me. We tried to force our pet projects on each

other once. Wow ! Like that time I begged Richard

to go skiing with me, against his better judgment.

P.S.—he broke his shoulder.

And one time, he took me on the boat he'd bought.

Naturally I got terribly sick. P.S.—we sold the boat.

Q: Is there a new interest in your life?

June: Is there ever! I love to cook now. I'd rather

cook than anything. When I'm cooking, I'm the

queen of Mandeville Canyon. Why, one night I

gave a party for a friend . . . and sixty-two people

came! And I barbecued sixty-two steaks—myself.

Well, ever since then, I've (Continued on page 78)
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We were 17 and secretly married but . .

.

I was



grew up

IT WAS cold, freezing cold, that Monday
night in Philadelphia as Jim Ercolani

reached for his key and opened the door to

his parents' small apartment. It was nearly

midnight and Jim thought the folks might
still be up, watching television or some-

thing. But when he opened the door, he saw
that the apartment was dark and he knew
they were in bed already and he figured it

was best this way. Because when he told

them the two things he had to tell them this

night they would be groggy and, he thought,

sometimes it helps for your parents to be

groggy when you've got to tell them things.

He walked through the living room, past

his own room and into the folks' bedroom.

He stood there for a moment, staring at the

dim outline of a saint's picture his mother
always kept on her dresser, praying quickly

that the second bit of news he had to tell

them would make them as happy as the first.

Then he snapped on a lamp, walked over to

the bed and gently (Continued on page 58)

A wife, a child. Two people to love, and to protect. These

are the things that made Jimmy Darren grow up—grow up to

realize that a man can have a ball with a tennis racquet,

but watering the lawn is part of living, too . . . and so is learn-

ing how to tell when a young fellow's diaper needs changing!



A rare and

charming

story. .

.

two ladies

in the tub
photos by TONY
script by JANET

soapsuds by KELLY LEE
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Editor's Note: This story is about three people

and an hour in their lives. It's a little story, and
ive guarantee it will never go down in the an-

nals of Hollywood history. But it's a fare and
charming story and it's our guess you'll enjoy

seeing it and hearing it.

Our star is a nineteen-month-old package

of soap-suds and smiles named Kelly Lee.

Our proud photographer is Kelly's daddy,

Tony Curtis.

Our narrator is Kelly's mommy, Janet Leigh

and this is how Janet tells it

It
was a Friday, I remember. Tony and I

had been working hard all week on The
Perfect Furlough at U-I and I was lucky

enough to get off early this day. So at four
o'clock I stuck my tongue out at my husband
—who'd have to stay another hour, at least

—

and drove home.

As usual, there was Kelly at the top of the

stairs, pounding on her gate, waiting to greet

me> smiling away, not the old baby-gas-smile

of a few months ago anymore, but a real

honest-to-goodness (Continued on page 7A)





AN OPEN LETTER TO MARILYN MONROE:

Dear Marilyn,
Remember when you said, "If I had a child, a little girl, I would

bring her up to have all the things I never had. I don't mean ma-

terial things like clothes and money. They're nice, too—but—

I

mean love. People caring about her. People smiling when she came

in, wanting to make her happy. I'd bring her up not to be afraid.

It ' s not what a child can do for you—it • s what you can do for it

that makes you happy. I guess I'd rather have a baby and be able

to do that for her than anything else in the world.

"

Do you remember those words, Marilyn? They're your words—spoken

by you almost five years ago. You weren't even married then. You
had just burst into fame by trading in your good mind and your

decent soul for a sexy reputation and a lot of publicity. But even

then—those were your words.
You wanted a baby.
And now you are a married woman. You have (Continued on page 83)



In all our years

in Hollywood,

this was the best

ParTy
Sue and

I ever

went to

"It was for another

party I'd put on this fancy

shirt. But it gave my
son, David, an idea. . .

."



HERE COMES THE BRIDE
DEBRA PAGET with DAVID STREET

THE beautiful, red-haired girl, radiant in a

white wedding gown and a tulle froth of

a bridal cap, stood next to the handsome young
man and repeated softly: "I do."

Debra Paget had decided only three days

earlier to marry David Street.

And she had decided to marry him on their

first date!

Up until this time, Debra was known all

over Hollywood as dateless Debbie and the

girl who had never been kissed. From child-

hood, she had made up her mind that she

would not date the field, but that the moment
she met the right man she would know it—and
marry him.

Was Debra wise or foolish in carrying out

such a plan?

All over the country teen age girls are facing

the same question, the same problem : shall I go
out with a lot of boys, or shall I stay home most
nights waiting for that glorious moment when
the right boy walks into my life?

Is it good for a girl to go through her teen

years unkissed, not dating the field—can she

possibly know her own mind when it comes
to marriage?

Debra says yes. (Continued on page 72)

"I didn't care

that David had

been married four times,

I said yes
on our first date!"
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by Louella Parsons

'In my opinion, they were

born for each other!"

T'VE never enjoyed writing an engagement
story more than my scoop on the coming

marriage of Richard Egan and Patricia Hardy.

Both young, successful, Irish, of the same reli-

gious faith—they seem born for each other.

Neither has been married before. What a

relief it was to write a story in which I didn't

have to end with "The bridegroom-to-be was
previously married to So-and-So, So-and-So and
So-and-So," or, "The bride-to-be has three chil-

dren by three former marriages—but is sure

she has found the love of her life in No. 4 !"

Richard and Pat are just two wonderful

young people in love. She told me she is giving

up her own career because "Dick's is so much
more important and the most important thing

in my life is making him happy. From the day
of our marriage I'll be just Mrs. Richard Egan,
housewife. And that will be my happiest role."

They have known each other about two and
a half years and Pat tells me it was not a case

of love at first sight. "I think that's for story-

books, anyway," she said. "But as I grew to

know Dick, and he to know me, we knew we
were falling more and more in love. I thoroughly
believe in long engagements—or perhaps I

should say, long friendships before marriage."
Although they dated over two years, Pat

didn't receive her engagement ring until a few
weeks ago. On one of their regular nights to

dine out, Dick took her to dinner at Romanoff's.
Looking at the menu, Pat mused, "I wonder
what I'll have?" Dick said, "How about this?"

and slipped the sparkler, a five-and-a-half carat

diamond, on the right finger.

All I can add is "much health and happiness"
to Pat and Dick in a marriage that seems so

RIGHT . . . that seems so 'made in heaven.'

END



HERE COMES THE BRIDE
JOANNE WOODWARD with PAUL NEWMAN

"Our love

was too strong

to be denied

We
waited

five years

for this
i

moment . .

.

Joanne and Paul relax

after a leisurely honeymoon supper

in a London hotel room. . . .



THIS story is for every woman who has ever been

tempted to take her love regardless of right or

wrong, thinking that she can find happiness that

way. If Joanne Woodward had yielded to that kind

of temptation, today she and Paul Newman might
be sick at heart at what they had done.

But they never trampled on conventions. Today
they can respect themselves.

When Joanne found herself, trembling with un-

happiness because she loved a man she didn't want
to love, she drew back from the dangerous whirlpool.

She schooled her heart and tried to teach it to beat

less violently at the sight of the man she loved. And
because she was fine and decent, and Paul was too,

they accomplished the beautiful—they saved them-

selves from the tawdriness that might have ruined

their love, and built instead deep roots of honor.

They even tried to deceive themselves. They swore

that they wouldn't fall in love. They said to them-

selves that they would never be anything but friends

to each other. This was the way it had to be. And
this was the way it was. Except they did love each

other. . . .

Why did they fall in love? To understand that

you have to understand the kind of people they

are. . . .

For Joanne Woodward and Paul Newman the

most difficult acting they ever had to do came during

the first weeks of this past January.

They were playing liars, two roles which they

had imposed upon themselves. They were saying

wo—vehemently, violently, laughingly, angrily—to the

reporters and photographers and producers and
friends who every hour of (Continued on page 79)



HERE COMES THE BRIDE
NANCY BERG with GEOFFREY HORNE

"This was no night for

restaurants. I wanted to

be alone with my girl. We
picked up wine and bread

and I teased Nancy about

her spaghetti-a-la-Berg."

It started

like every other date

for Geoffrey Home

and Nancy Berg. .

.

But it turned out to be

the night

that geoffrey

proposed;
"Nancy lit the candles to make things fes-

tive—but neither of us was very hungry."

"We toasted marshmallows by the fire

and laughed and tried not to think about Saturday."

A ccording to Nancy Berg's diary, she and Geoffrey
j

Home had exactly 219 dates together since

they had met on June 13, 1957, at the Actors' Studio.j

It was a case of love at first sight. The following

day they started going steady. For eight months!]

neither would so much as have a cup of coffee

with anyone else.

And February 3 started out to be like any other date.

The only difference was that within a few days
Geoff was to go abroad for five months of work

on The Tempest.

Each moment now was precious. Both remembered
too well the horrible three weeks they had

lived through—alone—when Geoff was sent to France
for Bonjour Tristesse . . . and the exquisite joy

when they were finally reunited.

And the promise (Continued on next page)





Nancy and Geoffrey continued

We had the rest of our lives before us...

but we just couldn't say good night

"I took Nancy into

my arms—and when
she kissed me, I

knew that was all the

answer I needed."

"We toasted our love,

Nancy and I, with

a glass of wine. And we
drank to our wedding

day, and to the

thousands of other days

that would follow."

"Nancy couldn't wait

any longer. 'Let's look

at the travel folders,'

she begged. And we
spent hours poring

over picture books-

previewing our honey-

moon trip. Two
sleepy people ... by

dawn's early light."

to one another never to be separated again. . . .

Then, just a few weeks after he came back, Geoff was
offered the romantic lead in The Tempest.

His first—almost automatic—impulse was to say no, even

though he knew the role was a great one.

Nancy wouldn't hear of that.

"Honey, I almost died when you went away the last time.

But you can't turn this down," she argued. "Maybe we can

work something out, maybe I can get some modeling jobs in

Rome. But I won't be the cause of your refusing this part.

Acting means too much to you, Geoffrey, I realize



the night geoffrey proposed

that. And you know, darling, I'd never for-

give myself: And it will be months before
you will have to leave."
Then suddenly the months had become

weeks. Now sailing time was just a few
days away. On February 3rd, Geoff had
contracts to sign, clothes to buy, agents
to see. Nancy had classes at The Studio,

a four-hour modeling job. But they had
arranged to meet at six that evening,
have dinner and take in a show.
They met at six—but neither wanted to

dine out, neither wanted to spend precious
time at a show.
They had a strange feeling about this

evening; a feeling they couldn't put into

words.
Instead of going out, they decided to

drop into a local grocery store and pick
up a few things for dinner. Nancy whip-
ped up Geoff's favorite spaghetti dish

—

and they had dinner by candlelight. They
played records, they talked, they danced,
they were lost in one another.
And all the while they never once said

anything about five days from now when
Geoff would be gone.

If, that morning, you had mentioned the
word marriage to them, they would have
laughed. Marriage somehow wasn't in-
cluded in their dream of things. Not
now . . . not yet. In all the months that
they had been seeing each other they had
never spoken about it. If it was in their

thoughts about the future, it was in their

silent thoughts.
For both Nancy and Geoff were prac-

tical people.

First things first

Nancy, though making thousands of dol-
lars as a model, wanted desperately to

become a fine actress. Most of her energy
went toward that goal. Maybe once she
made it she could think about becoming
a wife. First she had to prove herself.

Geoffrey, after years of hard work, was
coming into his own as an actor. Finan-

next month!
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cially, however, it was too soon for him
to take on the responsibility of giving a
wife the things he felt a wife of his

should have.
A girl like Nancy should have.
And all around him were advisors

—

warning him that the career that started
so promisingly could fall apart if he mar-

ried too soon. That's how things stood.
Then, at midnight, everything changed.
"Darling, come with me," Geoff begged.
"Oh, darling, darling," Nancy whispered.

"I want to. I want to so much. But I

can't. It wouldn't be good for you . . . for
me. I can't. . .

."

Geoff cupped her face tenderly in his

hands. "Oh you darling little fool. Don't
you know I'm asking you to marry me."
And when she kissed him, it was all the

answer he needed.
The rest of the hours flew by in min-

utes. There was so much to talk about,
a lifetime to plan. They sat dreaming in

front of the dying fire until they realized
that dawn had stolen up on them. Then
Geoff said good-bye. And later that day
he and Nancy applied for their marriage
license.

On Friday, February 7, at 3 p.m., they
drove downtown to the Supreme Court
building and were married. In attendance
were Geoff's agents and close friends Dick
Clayton and Ray Powers.
There was no reception. Just champagne

in the bride's apartment.
"Why do I love you?" Geoff teased as

he toasted Mrs. Home for the first time.

"Because I'm crazy."
"Why do I love you?" Nancy smiled

back. "Because you are marvelous, in-
telligent, brave, courageous, sympathetic,
charming, a good cook and you help with
the dishes."

And everyone who saw them on the
Christopher Columbo when they sailed for

a honeymoon in Rome the following noon
knew one thing—love each other they did,

and the reasons were unimportant. END

You can see Geoffrey now in The
Bridge On The River Kwai and Bonjour
Tristesse for Columbia. And soon he'll

appear in Paramounts The Tempest.
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Diane and her best girl friend

Joan Dupuis talk over the dance
thoroughly, what to wear and what
to say, days before it occurs.

And when the big moment finally

comes, is Diane's date, Dick Sargent
enchanted? He sure is!

HOW TO SNAG A STAG

(Continued from page 27)

Molly Bee
I love to give parties—and I give plenty

of them. At my parties the accent's on
singing and dancing. Sometimes Tommy
Sands gets up and sings, but you needn't
have a Tommy Sands around for that. We
do plenty of horsing around at the piano
and you can, too. Since I know so many
talented kids, I usually have a built-in
little orchestra made up of my guests.

But be sure to have plenty of dance music
provided by your own records. About food,

I find it good to have one main dish—like

spaghetti or turkey. Keep the food simple,

and have plenty of it. Have some amusing
games—like What's My Line with funny
prizes planned. If you have drums in the
closet or a uke, take 'em out and make

HOW TO MAKE A HIT AT A DANCE

Dolores Hart
Learn to dance well! All things being equal,

the better you dance the bigger the hit

you'll be. Look happy when you're danc-
ing, even if your partner's clomping on
your feet or whistling in your ear. Act
as though you're having a wonderful time.
The stag line makes quick tracks to the
girl who looks as though she'd be fun to
dance with, and by-passes the girl with
the bored expresion. A dance may be a
good place to make a conquest, too. But
remember, even if you meet the dreami-
est boy there, go home with the guy
who brought you.

Venetia Stevenson
Gay little dabs of talk are fine while you

dance, but incessant chatter could easily
make your partner steer clear of you. He
wants to dance, not carry on a conver-

4 sational binge. I've seen girls at dances

drive their partners crazy by chattering
so incessantly that the dance turned into

a sort of rocking session—the boy forced
to rock back and forth in the middle of

the floor while she carried on a forced
jabber.

Diane Jergens
Give yourself a break by wearing the

type of clothes that set you off best while
dancing. I like sheaths, but not on a dance
floor. They make you stick out when
dancing. A dress which swirls as you move
can't be beat for sheer glamor. Be sure
your gown doesn't need constant hitching
at the shoulder straps or tugging at the
skirt. Wear flimsy slippers, but they should
be comfortable, too. I once went to a
school dance wearing four-inch heels, and
I teetered all night.

Molly Bee
If you want him to hold you as though

he never wants to let you go, part your
hair with perfume so that he gets the
most delightful reaction while you're
dancing. And who says there's a law that

only the boy has to say thanks for the
dance? It's absolutely charming when a
girl smiles and says, "I just loved dancing
with you. You're a wonderful dancer, you
know." A boy digs compliments like those.

If you happen to be at a dance where
you're more or less on your own, resist

the temptation to find haven with a
cluster of girls. Few boys are going to

have the courage to plow their way
through a crowd of females to seek out
one girl at a dance. Get in with a mixed
group. And smile. Often a smile will do
more to get a boy to ask you for a dance
than anything else. Boys get scared, too. If

they see a friendly, smiling girl they're

more apt to move in her direction.

DO I NEED GIRL FRIENDS?
Dolores Hart
Yes—but don't pour out your soul to

all of them. Although I have many friends,

I can think of only two girls I'm willing

to confide in. Girls are easily aroused to

being catty without realizing it. I think
it's wonderful to have girl friends—they
ring you in on parties and double dates

—

but be intimate with only a few. And don't

make the mistake of getting into gossipy
cliques.

Venetia Stevenson
I've never had girl friends, and I'm sorry

that I never did develop a circle of them.
All of my friends have been male—which
is a very pleasant situation, I must admit.
But I also miss having some close girl

friends with whom I can talk over certain

problems. Having girl friends is a short
cut to popularity, too: think of all the
social doin's they can get you in on.

Diane Jergens
Girl friends can add fun to your life.

My best friend, Joan Dupuis, and I spend
a great deal of time together laughing it

up, listening to records and talking over a

lot of girl problems, such as clothes and
boys. Girl friends are an integral part of

your life in growing-up. And I find mine
a whole lot of fun.

Molly Bee
Boys like a girl who is liked by other

girls. They figure that if other girls like

you, you can't be too catty or unkind.
Another virtue of girl friends is that
through them you can often meet more
boys.

However, there's one thing you have
to be careful about. Don't make it a habit
to swoop down the street with three or
four other girls. That makes it look like

you're an army—and that's frightening to

any man.
But are girl friends really important

to have?
Sure they're important—but steer clear

of being too closely identified with one
group of girls to the point where you



might lose your own identity. Going out
with girl friends is loads of fun, and an
important part of growing up, but avoid
being just part of a mob.

YOU, TOO, CAN TALK UP A STORM
Dolores Hart
The most obvious way to get started is

to talk about him. It's very flattering, too.

Talk about his car, even if it's a beat-up
model, or about the college he's planning
to go to. In fact, if he's a new date, it's

a good idea to get a rundown on his

interests in advance so that you can pin-
point your talk along those lines. I once
went out on a blind date with an actor,

and I got.his studio biography and briefed
myself on it! I guess it was a tricky thing
to do, but it certainly worked. Our gab-
fest rolled all night!

Venetia Stevenson
Because I'm a shy person, this has always

been my biggest problem. I used to strain

to force conversation and ended up sound-
ing slightly hysterical. This makes it even
harder on a boy. Then one evening I de-
cided to forget myself and relax. This made
the boy more relaxed and he spoke more
easily. So did I. And I wasn't frantic when
there was a lull. I let things take their

course, and soon we picked up the con-
versation again. The harmful thing is to

worry. When you can't think of small talk,

try big talk.

Diane Jergens
I've never had the trouble of not knowing

what to say. I'm a born chatterbox. I don't
even think about it, which is a great help.

But I find that when there are those deadly
lulls and there isn't a blessed thing to say,
the best prompter is something like, "Do
you know Jane Whoziz from that other
school?" If he does, we start talking. If he

doesn't, he usually says, "No, but I know
so-and-so. Do you?" And off we go. You
can use that gimmick for a movie or even
a favorite record.

Molly Bee
Just start talking, like jumping off a

diving board. Plunge in. Talk—better talk

than sit like a bump on a log. No one's
expecting you to be a brilliant conversa-
tionalist, so don't push yourself. Start talk-
ing about little, inconsequential things.

You'd be surprised how they build into
lively conversations. For instance, I once
told my date how I'd become lost driving
over a new mountain pass to Hollywood.
He told me how he'd lost his way hunting.
And so on.

DATING DO'S AND DONT'S
Dolores Hart
Do be appreciative of any gesture he

makes, no matter how trivial it may
seem. Even if a boy makes a sloppy at-

tempt to be a gallant, he likes to have it

appreciated. If he sends you a corsage
that's the wrong color, wear it anyway.
Better to have it clash than hurt his

feelings.

Do notice the nice things about him

—

the fact that he's nicely dressed, even if

his car is washed. A girl loves to be told

that she looks lovely, but it may never
occur to her to notice out loud that he's

wearing a smart tie!

Don't be late. Nothing gives a boy the
jim-jams more than staring at the ceiling

waiting for a girl when he's all geared
to go.

Venetia Stevenson
Do dress simply. Men squirm when

they're with a girl who's overdressed.
Don't make great demands on him.

Give him a chance to be a gentleman, but

don't glare if he forgets to open the car
door for you. Do it yourself.
Don't ask him to carry your comb, lip-

stick and powderbase in his pocket. Carry
a purse large enough to keep all your
personal things, so that his own pockets
don't bulge and he feels like a valet.

Do look at the guy's mouth when he's

talking to you. When you do, he begins
to think you find him fascinating and he'll

find you fascinating in turn.

Diane Jergens
Do double-date. It's much easier to keep

things on a nice friendly keel when an-
other couple is with you.
Don't constantly make with the make-up

in front of your guy. It's annoying to him
to watch you go through such gyrations.
Besides, under those circumstances, where's
the illusion?

Molly Bee
Do relax and enjoy every minute of your

date. It will make him enjoy you all the
more.
Don't strive too hard to be witty. You

may impress yourself, but you probably
won't impress him. Many a girl has opened
her mouth and lost her guy just by talk-

ing too smart-alecky. Wisecracks are funny
in a movie or in a tv show but boys don't
appreciate them in the long run. When
you wisecrack, they think you're either

being catty or sarcastic.

Don't have a one-track mind and heart.

Be versatile. Learn to do a variety of

things.

The more sports you know, the more
things you can do, the more fun you can
have.
And the more dates! Remember, with one

boy you can swim; with another you can
bowl and so on—for dozens of fun-filled
evenings. END
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he

OWES
his

LIFE

to a

CAT

Steve Cochran has always been fond of animals. The Cochran home in Coldwater

Canyon has always had its assortment of livestock, varying from time to time in type

and number. Currently there's Steve's huge German shepherd dog, Shane, who's so big

he has some difficulty squeezing into Steve's sports car when the two of them go off to

call on friends. Then there's a capuchin monkey, Aristophanes, who's inclined to be a bit

jealous of some of Steve's girl friends, and has been known to give them a more-than-

friendly nip in warning to steer clear of the master.

But the stoutest heart in the whole collection belongs to Terrible Touhy, a cat who
strayed in one evening, decided he liked the looks of the place, and stayed. Terrible

Touhy got his name from his attitude toward dogs—he has yet to meet up with a dog

who can ruffle his fur. In fact, the very day he decided to adopt Steve, Terrible Touhy

chased a neighbor's dog, cowering, into a corner, and kept him there until Steve made

a rescue. It was then that Steve decided this cat operated like a big-time gangster

—

and gave him his name. And a day was to come when Steve was to have more than a

little respect for this particular little gangster.

One evening a short time ago, Steve went out for a stroll on his hillside grounds,

trailed by the ever-shadowing Terrible Touhy. Steve heard a slight movement in the

ivy groundcover adjoining the path, and was on his way into the brush to investigate,

but Terrible Touhy bounded ahead of him.

The brave little animal pounced into the ivy. Then the next thing Steve heard sounds of

a struggle. Terrible Touhy let out a loud, outraged yowl and came flying out like he'd

been struck by lightning. Steve couldn't see any mark on him, his fur was so long.

But when he looked back at that brush, he saw something slither. Then it was out in the

open and Steve saw what it was—a rattlesnake, and it was a good six feet long. A real

mean-looking son-of-a-gun. It was all poised, looking like it wanted a good bite out

of Steve, too. Steve lost no time backing away. Then he pulled his revolver from

his pocket and blasted the rattler. Steve fired several times before the rattler stopped

moving and he could be sure it was dead.

Then he picked up Terrible Touhy and ran back to the house. He called his secretary,

who rushed the cat to a nearby animal hospital.

The cat recovered, and was brought home a few days later. Steve held the lion-

hearted little animal' on his lap and told him, "Touhy, that was a real whopper of a

rattler." This news carried no weight whatsoever with Terrible Touhy. As soon as he

could squirm away from Steve, he charged outside, bent on settling the score with any

other snake in the grass that might be hanging around.

Steve, however, had other ideas. "Terrible Touhy may have eight more lives left, but

his quick action saved the only life I've got, and I'm not about to let him go out there

risking the other eight."

the best party

(Continued from page 43) And he ex-
plained, "It's kind of a Hawaiian party."
"They should have made it a cowboy

party," was David's thought on that sub-
ject.

Alan had worked that day, worked
hard, and he was tired and in his book
they should have made it no party at all.

And Alan will be the first to tell you
that he's not crazy about parties, period;
that he still carries some of his boyhood
shyness to them and, as he says, "I still

find it hard to walk into a room full of
strange people and be very comfortable."
David, after shaking his head and de-

ciding it was really too bad that it wasn't
going to be a cowboy party, said, "Dad,
what do they do at a Hawaiian party,
anyway?"
Alan thought for a moment. "Well," he<

said, "I guess they serve Hawaiian food
and drinks. And they decorate the place
as if it were Waikiki Beach or somewhere
like that. And they give out leis. ..."

"What's that?" David asked.
Alan explained.
"Gee," David said, impressed. He'd never

heard of a lasso pinned with flowers and
thrown around the neck.
At that point, Sue came in and said to

Alan that they'd better get going.
"You look pretty, Mommy," David said.

"That's what I wanted you to say," Sue
said, laughing.

June Allyson tells what happened
on the moonlit night in '45 when
Dick Powell looked into her tear-
swept eyes and said, "I hope you'll

marry me. I love you, June."
"My reply," says June, "would

have staggered a lesser man. . . .

Years before, in New York, I had
dated a singer named Tommy Mit-

chell. And this night when Richard
told me he loved me, I looked up
into his eyes and murmured, 'I love

you, too, Tommy.' We survived it."
Paul Sann

in the Ntnv York Post

Downstairs a few minutes later, David
j

stood with Hannah, the maid, and her
husband, Jerry, the houseman, as Alan
and Sue got ready to leave.

"Now you be a good boy and eat a

good supper," Alan said to David.
"And then," said Sue, "you can watch

television with Hannah and Jerry."
"Yes," David answered. "Yes." Nobody

seemed to notice at the moment that his

gaze seemed to be very far away, that

the little boy was thinking something,
planning something. Except maybe Alan
should have realized something was a-foot,

having been thinking just a bit back that

you never could tell what that young fel-

low might think up.
Alan and Sue kissed David good-bye

and—it was really getting late now—they
left.

David, Hannah and Jerry stood on the

steps waving good-bye until the Ladds'
car was out of sight. Then, suddenly, David
turned to the couple and, all excited, said,

"Gee, I just had an idea." He spluttered
out the details of his idea.

"But David . .
." Hannah said, shaking

her head.
"Now, David . .

." Jerry said, shaking
his finger.

"Yes," David said, definitely. "It's my
idea and I want to do it and wow!" The
last word came out like a joyous Indian
yelp and Hannah and Jerry couldn't help
looking at each other and looking just a

little bit upset.

It was about 7 o'clock that night when'
Alan and Sue realized that the party- 1

'



givers from New York weren't supplying
their guests with any dinner. The party
had been some fun at the beginning, but
it was getting too crowded now and too
noisy and it was beginning to drag. And
Alan and Sue and a few good friends

they'd run into were getting decidedly on
the hungry side.

"Why don't we leave now and grab a
bite at a restaurant?" one of the friends
suggested.
Alan, Sue and the others agreed. They

all said good night and thanked their hosts
and got into their cars. Just before they
started for the restaurant Sue snapped
her fingers. "Alan and I are going to stop
at the house for a few minutes," she
called out to the others, piling into their

own cars. "I just remembered. I have
to tell my daughter, Carol Lee, about
something we have to do tomorrow morn-
ing. We'll join you all a little later."

The Ladds weren't worried about any-
thing. David, Hannah and Jerry were
probably watching TV, they figured, and
they didn't want to bother any of them.
So Alan got out his key and opened the
door. Inside, the house seemed pretty
quiet—no sound of tv, of Wyatt Earp
shooting it out with any bad guys, or any-
thing.

The case of the missing roses

"I wonder where they are?" Sue said,

looking into the living room. And then
she just happened to notice that a large

batch of roses she'd arranged that after-

noon was missing from a vase on one of

the end-tables. Alan, by this time, was
standing at a foyer window which over-
looked the pool and patio. "Sue," he
whispered, making a come-over-here sign
with his finger.

Sue rushed over to where Alan stood.

And then she saw them—David and Han-
nah and Jerry. Hannah and Jerry were
seated around a large white tablecloth on
the lawn by the pool. Hannah was wear-
ing her Sunday best and Jerry was wear-
ing an orange-and-yellow sportshirt the
Ladds had seen him wear once on his day
off. Around their necks they wore a gar-
land of loosely-pinned flowers — roses.

They both looked very uncomfortable and
a far cry from the smiling David who was
approaching them, very slowly, carrying a

tremendous platter of what looked like

fruit and something white and steaming.
The Ladds watched, quietly, as David

went over, as he turned down Jerry and
Hannah's offer to help him with the giant
platter, as he laid the platter down. Han-
nah had just closed her eyes as if in

prayer. They watched as David stood
there for a minute deciding whether or
not to sit down himself, and then sud-
denly shook his head—he'd obviously for-
gotten something—and rushed back
towards the kitchen.
When he was out of sight, Alan and

Sue walked out to the patio. Before they
could say anything, Hannah saw them,
jumped up and said: "Oh, Mr. Ladd! Mrs.
Ladd! David is giving us a party. We told
him no, but he said yes—and when he
says yes, he means it."

All by himself

"That boy," she said, "that wonderful
boy. Do you know what he did? When
you left for the party, he turned to me
and Jerry and he said, 'You know, you
two never go to parties or anything and
now I want to give you a party. It's go-
ing to be a Hawaiian party, like the one
Mommy and Daddy just went to.' We told
him: 'Oh, no you don't, David. You don't
have to go giving us any parties.' And he
said to us, 'Oh, yes I do!' Well, he makes
me and Jerry go change our clothes and
while we're changing them he's down in
the kitchen making his mysterious meal,

Now—so easy to be
a blonde again!

Actually simpler than setting your hair!

If your hair was born to be blonde—
and isn't—or if you're a brownette

with blonde ambitions, Light and
Bright by Richard Hudnut is for

you. It's a home hair-lightener de-

signed to bring out all the hidden

gold in your hair . . . make you as

blonde as you were born to be.

Light and Bright is so simple and
easy to use; simpler, in fact, than

setting your hair. No messy mixing.

No complicated testing. No worri-

some timing. And Light and Bright

gives you genuine "color control"!

Light and Bright works so gently,

so gradually, you don't have to

worry about getting too blonde too

fast. Each time you use Light and
Bright your hair gets a little lighter,

a little brighter. When you reach

just the color that's right, you stop.

Light and Bright contains no am-
monia. It's formulated with a special

built-in conditioner. Wonderful, the

way Light and Bright makes you a

true, natural-looking blonde again

. . . with lovely shining-soft hair! And
once this gentle home brightener

has brought to light your real

blondeness that mousey look is

gone for keeps. Your new golden
look won't wash out, won't fade.

Guaranteed by Good Housekeeping.

Get a bottle today—be a blonde

beauty tomorrow. Only $1.50 plus

tax for Light

Bright at cosmetic

counters. ^s&wmma^̂

a Hawaiian meal he said. Of course I

was worried about him being in the kitch-
en all alone like that. And so I changed
real fast and then I stood by the door
peeking in. You should have seen him. I

guess rice is Hawaiian, because that's

what David made. He got out two boxes
from the cupboard and he read the direc-
tions like he was going to have a test in

school tomorrow on them, so careful, and
then he got out the pot and filled it with
water and . . . and he made all this rice.

And while it was cooking he was running
all around the place, setting the tablecloth

out here, getting some string and that
bunch of roses we had in the living room
and making these beautiful things we got
around our necks, and getting fruit from
the icebox so he could put them with the
rice and make this a real Hawaiian party,

like he said. And when he was all through
arranging everything, you know what he
did? He called out for me and Jerry to

go outside the front door for a few min-
utes, then to ring the bell. We did that

—

and, do you know, in the time it took us
to ring the bell he'd run to his room and
put on his new jacket, his nice jacket, and
we could hear him come running to the
door and then stop and then, slowly, he
opened the door and give us a smile
from here to New York and back and
he said, 'Hello, Hannah . . . hello, Jerry
... I would like to welcome you to your
party!'

"

Alan and Sue stood motionless for a
moment. Then they looked at each other
and smiled and Alan took Sue's hand and
held it, very tight, very proudly.

David rushed out with salt and pepper
shakers, which he'd forgotten. "Hi Mommy.
Hi, Daddy," he said. "Do you see the
party we're having?"
Sue could only nod. Alan stepped closer

to the tablecloth and studied it admiringly.

"Very nice, son," he said. "Very nice."

"Thank you, Dad," David said. He be-
gan to salt and pepper the rice now, using
giant quantities of both but being very
careful not to get any of the stuff on the
pineapple and the bananas and peaches
which sat smack in the middle of the rice.

"It's the first party I ever gave, but I

think it's going to be a nice one."
Alan and Sue had a quiet consultation.
"David," he said, "your Mother and I

were just wondering if ... if you had
enough here for us to join your party."
The boy looked up. He grinned. "Gee,

Daddy," he said, "I was going to ask you,
but I thought you'd been to one party al-

ready and that maybe you wouldn't want
to have to go to another one."
"Your Mother and I," Alan said, "would

like very much to come to this party. She's
inside now, calling some people we were
going to meet later on and telling them
we can't make it."

"Oh, boy," David said, getting all ex-
cited again. He looked down at the table.

"This means we need two more dishes . .

.

and some more knives and forks."

"I'll help you get them," Alan said, tak-
ing his hand.

"Swell," David said. He turned to Han-
nah and Jerry, "You two can start drink-
ing your orange juice and start enjoying
yourselves, meanwhile." Then, as he
walked back to the kitchen with his fa-
ther, he looked up and asked, "Is this al-

most as good as the Hawaiian party you
and Mommy just went to, Dad?"
Alan smiled, "This is the best party your

Mother and I ever went to."

And it was. . . . end

Alan will appear in MGM's The BadlAnd-
ers and United Artists' The Man In The
Net and The Proud Rebel, produced by
Samuel Goldwyn, Jr. 57



MOSES

AND THE DANCING GIRL

Chuck Heston tells this one on himself

—

how he was carried away by a part, then

brought back to earth with a sudden jolt

by two words from an extra.

"After ten months in Egypt," says

Chuck, "playing Moses in The Ten Com-
mandments, I really got carried away with

the part.

"I guess it was the long white beard and

hair and the flowing robe, coupled with

my solemn and sometimes awesome lines.

"Anyway, I finally reached the point

where I wouldn't smoke a cigarette or even

drink a cup of coffee on the set. They
didn't seem proper things for Moses to be

doing.

"I just walked around between takes and

more or less glared.

"One day we finished the first take of

a scene on Mount Sinai, where I hold up

the tablets of stone and everyone cowers

beneath them as I scathingly dress them
down as sinners.

"We quit for lunch after the take and
I made my way down the mountain side

through the "sinners,' carrying the com-

mandments in my arms and staring sol-

emnly ahead.

"By now I was really gone.

"No one said a word to me until I neared

a little dancing girl who was wearing

about seven square inches of liger skin

and sipping a martini someone on the set

had made for her. As I walked in front of

her, she brought me back among the

humans with only two words uttered just

loud enough for me to hear. She said

:

"Party pooper!"

Watch for Chuck Heston in U-I's

Touch Of Evil, VA's Thk Big Country
5g and Paramount' s Thk Buccankku.

introducing james darren

{Continued from page 37) called their
names until they were both awake.
"Mama . . . Pop," he said. "I was up in

New York today and I got signed up for

the movies."
His mother, who'd awakened with a

start, smiled for a moment and then burst
into tears.

His father, who wasn't really awake at

all at first, snapped up into a sitting posi-
tion and grabbed his son's hand. "E vero,
Jimmy?" he asked.
Jim nodded. "It's true, Pop," he said.

And then he gulped—because glad as he
was that his folks were so glad, he was
sorry they'd got over their grogginess al-

ready.
"And you don't smile at this good

news?" his father asked, still clutching at

his nineteen-year-old son's hand and
grinning broadly.

"Well, Pop . .
." Jim started to say, his

voice dead serious.

Mrs. Ercolani turned suddenly. "Jimmy,"
she said, "you didn't do anything wrong
to get into the movies, did you?"

"No, Mom," Jim said.

"I mean," Mrs. Ercolani said, thinking
back to an incident Jim himself will tell

about later in this story, "you didn't go
locking up anybody in a closet or some-
thing?"

"No, Mom," Jim said, and again he
gulped. "It's just," he said, "that I wanted
you to know I'm married."
There was a long, but not very long,

pause.
"To Gloria," Mrs. Ercolani said, not

asking.
Jim nodded.
''And it's been about a year," Mr. Er-

colani said, not asking.
Jim nodded again—and his folks turned

and nodded wisely at one another.
They'd suspected it, they told him now,

but they were never really sure. And any-
way, they said, it was wonderful news and
why was Jim shaking so much all of a
sudden; they knew that he'd always loved
Gloria and now they loved Gloria too, and
they wanted them both to always be very
happy—and, Mr. Ercolani said, laughing
and getting out of bed and reaching for his

bathrobe, "What do you say, Mama, you
make us all a nice cup of coffee and we
celebrate our Jimmy being a movie star

and a husband, all at once?"

The talk

From that point on, they sat and talked
and laughed till the early hours of the next
morning, reminiscing about the old days of

Jim Ercolani, wondering about the new
days of James Darren—the professional
name he had decided on, thankful that all

their years of dreaming and hard work
were coming to such a wonderful end.

Mrs. Ercolani, being a mother

—

and. a
woman, wanted to know all about the
wedding first. She had known Gloria, the
pretty dark-haired Jewish girl from down
the street, for about as long as Jim had,
seven years. She knew they'd met when
they were both twelve, that they'd started

to go out together to things like the movies
and the beach when they were about
fifteen, and that for a couple of years now
they'd been going out together every night
of the week. But the wedding, Mrs. Er-
colani wanted to know—what was it like

and where did it take place and. . .

.

"We only did it secretly," Jim inter-

rupted her, as if he had to explain, "be-
cause I didn't want you to feel you were
losing a son so young."

"I know," Mrs. Ercolani said, "but how
did it happen?"
Jim smiled. "Well," he said, "for the last

couple of years I'd wanted to marry Gloria.

But always I told myself, 'You've got to
wait until you can support her.' And then
one day I realized it might be a long time
and I couldn't wait that long and so I

asked Gloria if she'd marry me and she
said yes. So a couple of nights later we got
into a car and drove down to Elkton,
Maryland. I needed a 'father' to give his
consent and so we got this guy to come
along and all the way down I had to teach
him how to spell Ercolani so it would
look right when he had to sign the papers.
And then when we got there that part
went all right, but I found out that all the
weddings in Elkton were listed in a news-
paper around there and I had to pay this

reporter fifteen dollars to keep my wed-
ding out of the papers."
Mrs. Ercolani tsk-tsked. "You were too

broke to get married right," she said, "and
then fifteen dollars—poof!"

The bargain

"Well," his mother said, winking, "to-
morrow night you bring my new daughter-
in-law over here for dinner and I'll make
a lasagna of fifteen pounds and that way
we'll make everything even. Okay?"
"Okay," Jim said, winking back.
Now it was Mr. Ercolani's turn. How

did his son get his movie contract?
Whereupon Jim told him the story, the

true story, that even fairytale Hollywood
finds it hard to believe.

"I went up to New York last Thursday
to have some pictures taken," he began,
then told them how on his way out of the
studio the photographer's secretary, a
warm-voiced middle-aged woman, asked
him, "You're interested in show business,
aren't you?"

"That's right," Jim had said.

"You got any leads?" the woman asked.

I'm an actor interested in coffee
and roles.

Cary Grant

"No," Jim said.

"Here," the woman said, jotting down a
name and address on a memo paper, "go
over and talk to this lady."
Jim thanked her and a little while later

he was in the lobby of the Brill Building
on Broadway, waiting for an elevator to

take him up.
"When I got into the elevator," Jim says,

"this woman came in right after me. She
began staring at me as soon as she steoped
in and she stared all the way up. Then,
when the elevator stopped at the ninth
or tenth floor, she got out and I got out,

too. She went into an office and I went to

the receptionist's desk. I showed the recep-
tionist the note from the photographer's
secretary and she took me into an office.

It was the same office the woman from
the elevator had gone into. We both looked
a little surprised to see one another. Then
we shook hands and the woman asked me
to sit down."

The interview

"I like your looks," the woman said,

very matter-of-factly.
"Thank you," Jim answered, running his

hand across his face, as if to wipe away
the sudden blush.
"Have you ever had any acting expe-

rience?" the woman asked.
"No," Jim said.

"Any acting classes?"
"Well," Jim said, "I signed up with a

school—Stella Adler's—here in New York
about a year ago, but I've only gone to

:

about two weeks' worth of classes."

"Why?" the woman asked.
"Because I'm lazy," Jim said.

"That's an honest answer," smiled the
woman. "Now," she said, "Tell me about



yourself. What were you like as a kid, a
young boy?"

"I was shy," Jim said, starting slowly,
"very shy, so shy that everybody thought
I was conceited. If people said hello to

me—I don't know why—but I used to be
embarrassed to say hello back and I'd

just look down at my shoes and wouldn't
answer. Once in school, I remember, a
girl said hello to me and I didn't say
hello back and later, when I saw her
walking towards me with another girl, I

heard her say, 'Here comes that snob!' It

made me feel awful."
"Were you a goody-goody then?" the

woman asked.
Jim grinned. "No," he said. "In other

ways I used to be a pretty fresh kid."

"Like when?" the woman asked.
"Like once in high school," Jim said.

"I was having a lot of trouble with this

teacher and it came to the point where I

couldn't take it anymore and so I locked
her up in a closet."

"And?" the woman asked, trying to hide
her smile.

Life on the farm

"And I got expelled," Jim said, not smil-
ing. "And then there was the time my
kid brother, Johnny, and I were living on
my uncle's farm up in Woodstown, New
Jersey, and there was this horse. Dixie
was his name. He was blind in one
eye. And when nobody was around we'd
take him to the house and feed him. And

Otto Preminger, producer-director
of Son/our Trisfesse, taught drama
at Yale, shortly after he arrived
from his native Vienna. A friend
asked how he could teach at an
American university when he knew
so little English. "It was easy,"
said Preminger. "I'd assign the
students to read a play. Then I'd

call on one of them to give his

opinion of it, and call on another
to disagree with him. And all I

had to do was nod, and listen."
Leonard Lyons

in the Neif York Post

then one day, just like that, he lay down
and died. Johnny and I were with him at

the time and we ran to tell my grand-
mother. We were crying and I remember
my grandmother coming out to see Dixie
and saying, 'Si, e morto—yes, he is dead,'

and then taking off her apron and putting
it around his head, sort of out of respect.

Then we all just stood there and prayed
that Dixie would be happy in whatever
place he was going now."
"Jim," the woman asked, "have you ever

done anything you're real proud of?"
"That's a hard question to answer," Jim

said.

"Have you ever done anything you're
really sorry about, then?" the woman
asked.
Jim thought a moment. And then he

nodded. "The trumpet," he said. "I'd been
studying trumpet for about three years
and my father went out and bought me
this new instrument, to kind of celebrate
the anniversary, I guess. But I was really
getting fed up with my lessons and I had
this teacher who'd give me a poke in the
arm when I played a wrong note some-
times. So one night I decided not to go for
lessons anymore. I went to a candy store
near the house instead. And when the
teacher saw I didn't show up, he phoned
my father and asked him what was wrong.
My father didn't know, but he came look-
ing for me and he found me in the candy
store hiding under a pin-ball machine. He
really let me have it, right then and there.

The BIG MOVIE

titles are DELL Books

C

Movies of these best sellers

are now playing in your

neighborhood or coming soon.

For the whole story, read the

book, then go see the movie.

ON SALE WHEREVER POCKETSIZE BOOKS ARE SOLO
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$100 for you!
Fill in the form below as soon as you've read all the stories in this issue. Then mail it

to us right away because each of the following readers will get $10—the one who
sends us the first questionnaire we open; the 100th; the 200th; the 400th; the 600th;

the 800th; the 1000th; the 1500th; the 2000th; the 3000th. Mail your ballot to:

MODERN SCREEN POLL, BOX 125. MURRAY HILL STATION. N.Y. 16, N.Y.

Please check the space left of the one phrase which best answers each question:

1. I LIKE PERRY C0M0:
more than almost any star Q a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say

I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

2. I LIKE BRIGITTE BARD0T:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
I READ: all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

3. I LIKE TOMMY SANDS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

4. I LIKE BARBARA STANWYCK:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
I READ: all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

5. I LIKE JUNE ALLYS0N:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say

I READ: Dall of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

6. I LIKE JAMES DARREN:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
IREAD: Dall of his story Opart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

7. I LIKE TONY CURTIS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I LIKE JANET LEIGH
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say

I READ: alloftheirstory Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely Q fairly well

very tittle not at all

8. I LIKE MARILYN MONROE:
more than almost any star a lot~ fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
READ: all of her story part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-

pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

9. I LIKE ALAN LADD:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: nail of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: Q super-com-
pletely n completely fairly well

very little not at all

10. I LIKE DEBRA PAGET:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
I READ: all of herstory part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little D not at all

11. I LIKE RICHARD EGAN:

Bmore than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: nail of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely [T fairly well

very tittle not at all

12. I LIKE JOANNE WOODWARD:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know her well enough to say
I LIKE PAUL NEWMAN:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: Oall of theirstory Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

13. I LIKE GEOFFREY HORNE:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

14. I LIKE GUY MADISON:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely Q fairly well

n very little not at all

15. I LIKE GLENN FORD:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

don't know him well enough to say
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

16. I READ: all Of HOW TO SNAG A
STAG part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: completely

fairly well very little not at all

17. The stars I most want to read about are.

(l) (i)

(2) (2)

(3) (3).

AGE. . NAME

.

ADDRESS .

CITY. . . . .ZONE

.

STATE

.

00 l_.

Here ore the poll prize winners for February: Renee Cohen, Plainfield, New Jersey;

Mrs. Hester Bonner, St. Louis, Mo.; Mary J. Nitz, Philippi, West Virginia; Mrs. Mary M.

Elliott, Pontiac, III.; Lois Lowenhaupt, Covington, Tenn.; Leslie Samuels, Flushing, N.Y.;

Joan Mims, Pt. Arthur, Texas; Marge Krstich, Brooklyn, New York; Rita Kennedy,

Houston, Texas; Carol Kohl, Madison, Wisconsin.

I tried to explain to him, that I was sorry
about the new trumpet and everything,
and I think it took him a while to under-
stand."

The kid in the night club

"Did you ever want to be a musician?"
the woman asked.

"I wanted to be a singer," Jim told her.
"Ever since I was a kid, I guess that's what
I wanted to be. I remember when I was
about nine years old singing for my grand-
mother all the time. Her favorite song
was Besame Mucho and I'd sing it over
and over for her. Then a few years later

I told my father about my wanting to be
a singer and he contacted a friend who
knew a friend, and before I knew it I was
singing at Frank Palumbo's C-R Club in

Philadelphia a few nights a week. Don't
get me wrong, Ma'am—this wasn't for pay.
It was just one of those deals where I'd be
sitting at the bar—drinking glass after

glass of hot water and lemon for my voice
—and the floor show would begin and the
MC would say, 'We've got a special sur-
prise for you tonight—a guest star in our
audience named Jimmy Ercolani.' I never
could understand why he just wouldn't
say, 'There's a kid here tonight who'd like

to sing for you people.' Anyway, I'd get

up to the bandstand and start to sing. I

was always very nervous on my first num-
ber, but there'd always be some applause
after it and so I figured if they want to

sit and listen to me, I'll be glad to oblige.

After the first song, I'd get over my ner-
vousness and the only thing that would get

me then would be some of the musicians
sitting behind me. There'd always be one
who'd say to another, 'Who's he trying to

sound like tonight
—'Frank Sinatra?'—or

'Perry Como?'—or 'Mel Torme?' This
really used to get me."
"What did your parents think of your

singing?" the woman asked Jim now.
"Oh, I never would allow my mother to

come," Jim said. "Everytime I sang any-
thing in front of her she would start to

cry, like it was the most beautiful voice
and the most beautiful notes in the world,
in fact, the only person I know who ever
heard me sing professionally was my
father, and that was because I was under-
age at the time and he had to come. What
a guy he is, my father. He's a tailor and
all day he'd work hard in the store and
then he'd go home for supper and then,

instead of just sitting around and relaxing
like other people, he'd come with me to

the club and sit around for hours, till the
early morning sometimes, just so I could
get a chance to sing and practice.

"When I was a kid I never had many
friends. Even now, I guess I don't. But my
father is probably the best friend I'll ever
have. He taught me a lot about electrical

work, which he's very good at, and when
I got interested in making model airplanes

he used to help me a lot. And I used to like

to build cars, too—you know, take stuff

out of the trash cans at garages and junk
shops and put it all together and hope the
jalopy would move when I was through

—

and even on this my father used to spend
a lot of time helping me, because he knew
that what I was doing was making me
happy and so it made him happy, too."

They like him

The woman smiled and then she reached
for her phone. "I'd like to talk to Harry
Romm at Columbia Pictures," she told her
secretary. A moment later, she was con-
nected. "Hello, Harry," she said, "there's

a boy here I'd like you to see."
Within an hour, both she and Jim were

seated in Mr. Romm's office. They all

talked back and forth for about fifteen

minutes and then Mr. Romm got up, shook
Jim's hand and said, "You'll be hearing
from me."



(.Advertisement)

The Opposite Sex

and Your Perspiration
By Valda Sherman

Did you know there are two kinds of perspiration?

"Physical," caused by work or exertion; and "nervous,"

stimulated by emotional excitement.

Doctors say this "emotional perspiration" is the big

offender in underarm stains and odor. It is caused by
special glands that are bigger, more powerful, pour out more perspiration.

And this kind of perspiration causes the most offensive odor.

Science has discovered that a deodorant needs a special ingredient

specifically formulated to overcome this offensive "emotional perspiration"

odor. And now it's here . . . the remarkable ingredient Perstop*—the most
effective, yet the gentlest odor-stopping ingredient ever discovered— and
available only in the new cream deodorant arrid.

Use ARRID daily and you'll be amazed how quickly this new ARRID with
Perstop* penetrates deep into the pores and stops this "emotional perspi-

ration" odor. Stops it as no roll-on, spray-on, or stick could ever do.

You rub ARRID in— rub perspiration out . . . rub arrid in— rub odor out.

When the cream vanishes, you know you are safe, even when you are
nervous or stimulated by emotional excitement. Doctors have proved
that this new arrid with Perstop* is actually IV2 times as effective as

all leading deodorants tested.

Remember— nothing protects you like a cream . . . and no cream pro-
tects you like arrid with Perstop*. So don't be half-safe. Be completely
safe. Use arrid with Perstop* to be sure. Only 43^ plus tax.
Carter Products trademark for sulfonated hydrocarbon surfactants.

Jim heard the next day, by phone, in

Philadelphia. Mr. Romm wanted him to

come to his office on the following Mon-
day for something "very important."
Jim sweated out the week end in silence.

Then, Monday morning at 11 o'clock, he
showed up at the movie executive's fancy
office.

"I have a contract here for you to sign,"

Mr. Romm told Jim. "And I'll make a deal

with you, We're not going to bother giv-

ing you a screen test. And we never sign

contracts till the party has read a scene
first. But why don't you sign this first, and
then you can read."
Nervously, Jim signed. And then, nerv-

ously, he read a scene from Golden Boy.
And then, very nervously, he killed a
couple of hours in New York before call-

ing Gloria and telling her the great news
and then going back to Philadelphia to

tell his folks.

"A husband and an actor," his mother
said now, proudly, the tears still in her eyes,

as they sat around the kitchen table—her,

her husband and her son—drinking coffee

and talking about what had happened.
"A husband and—I hope, an actor," Jim

said.

Then he looked down at his watch. It

was late, and he started to bed.
"Don't forget," his mother called out,

"tomorrow night—you and Gloria—the
lasagna!"

"All right, Mom," Jim called back.

A nice name
Then Mrs. Ercolani turned to her hus-

band. "Papa," she asked, "this name Dar-
ren that Jimmy says he picked for the
movies. How did he think of that one?"
"You know how interested he's always

I

been in reading about sports cars all the
time," Mr. Ercolani said. "I guess it's from
the name of the English sports car."

"Oh," Mrs. Ercolani said. She repeated
the name a few times. "That's a nice name
—James Darren—isn't it, Papa?" she asked.
Her husband took her hand and

squeezed it. "That's a very nice name,
Mama," he said.

And after just a few months the name
James Darren was to become a very nice
name to the executives at Columbia Pic-
tures in Hollywood, too.

Jim's first picture after his arrival in
the movie town was Rumble On the
Docks. His part was small, but his im-
pression on the fans was big and the mail
started to pour in. In his next two pic-
tures, The Brothers Rico and Operation
Mad Ball, his parts were somewhat bigger
and so was his impression on the fans and
now the mail really started to come in
droves.
Meanwhile, for the past year or so, the

studio had had a hot script property on
1 its hands. It was called Gunman's Walk.

Tab Hunter had been signed for one role;
Van Heflin for another. But the third male
lead was open, and had been open for a
long time. It was an important role and the
studio had to be sure it was filled right.
And then one day someone interrupted

a casting conference and said, "How about
Jimmy Darren?"
And that was it—the beginning of what

everyone at Columbia bets will be the
; big-time for a young man who rates it.

Jim's reaction to all this?
1 He's still a shy-enough guy to say sim-

ply that it's all wonderful and that he
hopes he makes proud all the people
who've helped him and had faith in him.
But talk to him just a little while longer

and mention, in passing, that you've heard
somewhere that he and his Gloria became

1
parents not too long ago, and the shyness
disappears like snow on a spring hillside
and Jim sunnily tells you, "Yep, I'm a
father. He's a boy—name's Jimmy. And
let me tell you, it was the happiest mo-

ment in my life when he came. You see,

when I'd thought about my having a child

someday, I'd always hoped it would be a
boy—so I could do things for him and
build things for him and just be with him
more than I figured I'd be with a girl. Of
course, if it was a girl I would have loved
her very much. But I really wanted a
boy and—I couldn't help it—but Gloria
knew this, too. And I guess I really rubbed
it in because one day before the baby came
I promised her I'd bring two dozen roses
to the hospital if she filled my order.

Da-Da (whistle) Da-Da

"I guess every parent thinks his child

is unusual in so many ways," Jim goes
on, "but you want to hear about mine?
Well, first of all, he can whistle already.
He says Da-Da (whistle) Da-Da, with a

real strong whistle in the middle. He calls

everybody Da-Da, even his mother.
"And for another thing, he really loves

music—especially Frank Sinatra. Every
time he gets rambunctious all we have to

do is put on a Sinatra record and as soon
as the singing starts Jimmy quiets down
and begins to wave his hand like he's
conducting. We call him Nelson Riddle
sometimes. And let me tell you, it's got to

be a Sinatra record that will quiet him
down. We've tried Jackie Gleason a few
times—you know, that quiet sentimental
music—but Jimmy just ignores it and
keeps on being rambunctious until he gets
what he wants."
Then Jim smiles and says, "Gloria and

I are with him all the time. That's the way
we're happiest. We have a little apartment
here in Hollywood and it's just us and the
baby and it's great that way. We don't go
out much. I don't like parties. I'd just
rather not go to them. When Gloria and I

want to get out we usually go to the

movies, or else we get into my car and
drive out to the Mojave Desert and I shoot.
I don't shoot at anything in particular;
either just up in the air or at a few
empty soda bottles I always keep in the
back of the car. And sometimes, when we
just feel like visiting with some other
people, we go over and see Paul Piccerni
and his family. Paul played one of my
brothers in Rico. He's got eight kids. I

feel just like their uncle, we're that close.

In fact, one of the kids—Peevee, they call

him—always calls me Uncle Charlie be-
cause the first time he saw me he thought
I was Paul's brother.

"Yes, it's a great life," Jim continues,
"just the way we lead it. And it's funny,
but sometimes someone will ask me what's
your greatest wish. And I have to tell them
that it's that everything continues to go
along just as nicely as it's going today."
And then Jim pauses and let's you in on

a little secret. "Although to tell you the
truth," he says, "deep down I wish to see
the day when I'm enough of a success so
that I can drive back home to Philadel-
phia in a shiny, new Mercedes-Benz, hand
my father the key and say, 'Here, Pop,
this car is for you.' And then to give my
mother a check and tell her, 'This is for a
new house to live in after all the things
you've done for me.' This is something I

really want to do someday. Then after that
I can start thinking about my own nice
car and house—for me, Gloria and the
baby. If I'm worth anything out here,
there should be plenty of time for all that
to come true, you know?"
From where we sit, Jim, we'd say it

should be a cinch. end

Watch for Part 2 of Jimmy Darren's story,
coming soon.

You can see Jim in Columbia's Opera-
tion Mad Ball and Gunman's Walk. 61



GLENN FORD

Somebody has to

believe in you

There is a saying in Hollywood that the acting span

of the average movie star is five years. We know one

actor who's an exception to that saying—and his

name's Glenn Ford. Glenn has been appearing on the

screen since 1939. Reminded of this, Glenn looks almost

apologetic. "I don't understand it," he'll say. "When
you think of all of the bad pictures I've made, it's a

wonder I'm still around. Guess maybe, just because so

many people believed in me—guess I had to live up

to .it all

!

"Actually," says Glenn, "I spent a good many years

wanting to be nothing more than a stage manager.

I used up a lot of energy in hating actors. I had to

play nursemaid to them all the time, running up and

down stairs backstage, prodding them into being on

time, being squeezed in the middle when two of them got

into a brawl about the star dressing room. Once an

actor overslept and missed the train to Santa Barbara,

and who did he blame? Me, of coui'se! There was no such

thing as a tolerant actor. I was almost always



find out from the people who know him
—wife Sheila, manager-advisor-and-friend
Helen Ainsworth, brother Wayne Mallory,
fellow actor Andy Devine, director George
Sherman—and even from Guy himself,

and some others. . .

.

The change most apparent to all is his

new self-assurance as compared to an al-

most incredible degree of shyness as re-
cent as three years ago.
Reporters who came to interview him in-

variably walked away with a feeling of

"he's a heck of a nice guy, but he has
nothing to say "

Usually his publicist did all the talking,

with Guy's remarks restricted to a few
brief answers. He shunned parties and
people; he shunned both personal and pro-
fessional associations.

The first departure from this attitude oc-
curred at a cocktail party at the Pan Pacif-

ic Auditorium, when a petite, attractive,

brown -haired colleen captivated him and
he forged ahead and introduced himself!

"That's the first time he ever talked to

a girl on his own account since I have
known him," the publicist-host told pretty
Sheila Connolly, now Mrs. Guy Madison.
To make the surprise complete, he even
offered to take her home. But then he
promptly reverted back to style.

Blushed, even on phone

"He was so shy," Sheila recalls, "I had
the feeling he was blushing even when he
talked to me on the phone "

And he called regularly, every day, un-
less he was on a hunting trip with Rory
Calhoun or Howard Hill. Then he phoned
as soon as he got back—even if it was
three o'clock in the morning.
But he wouldn't make a date.

"I hinted I'd like to be taken out,"

Sheila admitted. "But he didn't bite
"

So she invited him for supper.
"I'd love to come," Guy exclaimed when

she called. "What can I bring?"
"What can you WHAT?"
"Bring along to eat."

"That won't be necessary."
Nevertheless, at seven the next morning,

on the way to the studio, he stopped by
and left a huge leg of lamb, enough to

feed eight people. Sheila didn't have the
faintest idea what to do with it, called a
friend who told her all about basting it

with mustard and sprinkling it with cloves,
then spoiled the dish by using garlic
cloves instead of regular ones. Result: Guy
had to take her out for dinner whether he
liked it or not. And he liked it.

Yet his attitude didn't change for a long
time. "Even after we were married, I

couldn't make him go to a dinner party,
premiere, any function where there were
more than a couple of people."
His reluctance "to ease up" was just as

noticeable to Andy Devine, his co-star in
the Wild Bill Hickok series. Recalls Andy,
"When I first met Guy, I found it ex-
tremely difficult to get along with him. As
far as our work was concerned there was
no problem. But I'm the kind of fellow
who loves to talk to people, get to know
them real well. Call it nosey, call it

chummy, call it whatever you want. . .

,

but it didn't get me anywhere with him.
Most subjects he wouldn't discuss at all.

About the rest he was hesitant. The
only exception was hunting and fishing."
While Andy couldn't do much about it,

Sheila was unwilling to leave Guy in his
shell. She considered it essential for him
to mix with others, to become more at
ease, more self confident. "Besides," she
insisted at breakfast one morning, "you
owe it to your fellow actors."
Guy's head shot around. "Why?"
"If you want them to go to the opening

of your pictures and to studio parties on
your behalf, you have to do the same for
them. It's only fair."

Little by little he changed. He'd go to a

premiere, occasionally. He didn't object
quite as much to attending a dinner party.
He was willing to have people over to the
house once in a while.
To what extent he has readjusted him-

self by now was evident a few weeks ago
when he returned from a wild boar hunt
on the Santa Barbara Islands. "I got a big
one," he announced as he climbed out of

the car, pulled a huge boar from the
trunk, and slung it over his shoulder to

take it to the garage.
Sheila was impressed, but puzzled about

what to do with all the meat.
"That's all taken care of," Guy replied.

"We're having a party on Saturday."
"Here? At the house?"
"Of course." And then he invited twenty-

five people to have dinner with them!
A week later he suggested they attend

the SHARE party at the Cocoanut Grove,
and a few days after that made arrange-
ments to see the Ice Capades. "It's get-

ting to the point where I am the one who
suggests staying home once in a while,"
Sheila admits with a grin. "Particularly
since once he gets to a party nowadays,
he has such fun I can hardly budge him."
According to most people who know him,

another change in Guy is his new will-

ingness, almost anxiousness, to accept re-
sponsibilities.

Sheila remembers how he used to avoid
making a decision that might hurt any-
one, even when it was a fair decision. Like
when the Madisons were dissatisfied with
their help. It was always her duty to do
the firing. Not anymore.
The week she brought their last baby

home from the hospital, Guy walked into

the living room just as their housekeeper
was going through his personal checks.
Without hesitating he told her to pack and
leave. Comments Sheila ruefully, "He
didn't enjoy doing it, but he did it."

Guy's brother, Wayne, points out that
these changes have been brewing for a
long time; this isn't any over-night switch.
Wayne not only insists that Guy has always
played "big brother" to him and others,

but that the consciousness of accepting
responsibilities has made him serious be-
yond his years—long before Hollywood,
and the consequent problems of a career
that didn't pan out at first, a marriage that

fell apart, and all the other problems he
faced during his first years.

"Since we were kids. .
."

"Guy has looked out for me since we
were kids," Wayne says, remembering how
his brother used to do many of Wayne's
chores when they were still living in

Bakersfield. Like the morning the alarm
rang at four, and it was Wayne's turn to

milk the cows. He had gone to a dance
the night before, and didn't get home till

midnight. When he got out of bed, all his

muscles ached and he could hardly move.
Just as he poured some cold water over

his head to help him wake up, Guy strutted
into the room. "Go back to bed. The work's
done."
"But it was my turn," Wayne protested.

"I wasn't so sure you could make it,"

Guy grinned. Wayne went back to sleep.

"This was the rule, not the exception,"
he smiles, "and it still is."

He admits that without Guy, he could
never have gone through college. "My
brother supported both of us when we
lived together, before he married Sheila.

And Guy still sees to it that I get parts
in his television and feature films." Even
though Wayne is now at the point where
he can earn a good living on his own as an
actor, "Thanks to Guy who gave me a
start."

But Wayne doesn't argue about the fact

that Guy has matured a great deal in re-
cent months and gives the lion's share of
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JERRY LEWIS' surplus suit problem

When Jerry Lewis goes into a men's clothing store, he orders items like socks,

sixty pairs at a time. Shorts he likes to order in five dozen lots, too, At six-week

intervals! What does he do with this wholesale stock— doesn't he like laundries'?

And what about the some forty suits, five dinner jackets and twenty sports jackets

Jerry buys a year? Here's the answer.

When the number of suits in his built-in closets gets

up around 150. Jerry just throws a party—-and gives

away twenty-five or thirty suits at a clip to young

actors and kids that he likes.

Tony Curtis was wearing Jerry's suits when he was

just about able to afford the price of having them

altered from Jerry's size. The same went for Sammy
Davis, Jr. Once, in the old days, Tony turned up

sharp as a tack not only in a custom made suit of

Jerry's, but in his new alligator shoes.

"Jerry's feet are longer and thinner than mine," says

Tony, "but I wore them!" All my life I'd been wanting

shoes like that, and I wasn't going to not wear them just because they hurt a little!"

It actually got so that Tony didn't wait for a suit party. When he was feeling

like wearing something different, he'd just go over to Jerry's house and pick out

something he liked. Once Jerry got a couple of suits he was particularly fond of.

When he got home from a trip—no suits. Uh-huh. Tony had beat him to it.

Of course. Tony Curtis buys his own suits today—and things are a little different,

anyway. A few years ago Patti Lewis had an understanding with Jerry: no more

gathering of the clan whenever a group felt like rummaging through Jerry's ward-

robe. After all. a girl's entitled to some privacy in her own home.

It's not quite like it used to be, but Jerry goes right on giving away those $200

to $300 suits—some of which he hasn't even worn. Some of the best-dressed laundry

men around are to be found in Pacific Palisades. And a Western Union man might

give Jerry a telegram—and wind up with a mohair suit. And that goes for the guys

he works with too, the electricians and grips.

Not that it's confined to just suits. Jack Keller. Jerry's long-suffering publicity

man, tells this story of a trip they just made across the country: "We were between

trains in Chicago, driving down Michigan Boulevard to change depots. We passed

Sulka's and Jerry jumped out of the cab. In seven minutes he bought thirty-six

cashmere sweaters. I said to him, 'You've got cabinets full of sweaters. What do

you need these for?' Jerry said, 'Oh, you know—guys come over to play golf

—

you gotta give 'em a sweater!'"

Jerry himself ? He goes to the studio in a sweater and jeans. The studio furnishes

the clothes he wears on the screen!

Jerry can soon be seen in Paramount's Rock-A-Bye-Baby.

the credit to Sheila and her understanding,
willingness, and patience toward him.
While Guy has always been conscious of

other people's feelings, for a long time he
showed a lack of comprehension that made
his behavior awkward and boyish. For in-

stance, he could never sleep late. And once
he awakened, he "had to get up and do
something." In the process he usually

upset the whole household. Indications

of what to expect were clear to Sheila
on their first Sunday at home after they
were married.
As usual, Guy woke up early, shortly

after six. Since this was Sunday and he
didn't want to disturb her, he tried to get

up as quietly as possible. He still made
enough noise to make his new bride blink
her eyes at him sleepily.

"Now you go ahead and sleep as long
as you want to," he said generously to her.

Thirty seconds later he turned on the

shower, full blast. She buried her head un-
der the pillow. When he came back into

the bedroom, he tapped her shoulder.
"Where's my new sport shirt?"

She told him, made another attempt to

get some rest. Suddenly she heard swish-
ing noises, which seemed to go right past
her bed. Actually they came from the out-

side, where Guy was practicing with his

bow and arrows. Ten minutes later she
heard the clatter of dishes in the kitchen

—

and gave up. It was easier to get up and
join him.
There was nothing intentional on Guy's

part. It simply didn't occur to him that he
was keeping his wife awake when she
would have preferred to sleep. Once he
did, he changed.
The last few weeks before their third

child was born, he not only tiptoed out of

their bedroom and dressed outside, he
wouldn't even have breakfast at home be-
cause the commotion might have awakened
his wife.

The change that has come over Guy is

particularly evident in his work, according

to the man best qualified on the subject,

George Sherman.
The well-known director is making

The Hard Man, his second picture with
Guy. The first was Reprisal, about a

year and a half ago. "Guy has become
much more self assured," Mr. Sherman
says. "He suddenly realized that this

business is highly competitive, that he has
to dig in. Today he has a conception of

what he's supposed to do which he didn't

have before."

He referred to two incidents, over a year
apart. In Reprisal he played a half-breed, !

ashamed of his Indian blood. In one scene
his Indian grandfather comes to visit him—

I

but is turned away by Guy who's afraid
the town's people would find out about
his background. Only it didn't come out '

right.
|

The scene was rehearsed over and over
again, and still wasn't convincing. "Basic-
ally soft-hearted, Guy couldn't convince
himself that any man would do that," Mr.
Sherman explained. "And he couldn't ex- 1

elude his real feelings from his acting."

But today? Well, take that fight scene
for his new picture. Guy, who plays a

brutal Western marshal—actually a heavy
till the very end—had a fight scene with
Richard Kane in which he beats him up
mercilessly. Ordinarily when a man is de-
feated, the fight stops. But for extra effect

George Sherman wanted Guy to keep on
beating him again and again. "A year ago I

don't think he could have done it con-
vincingly," the director admitted. "But now
—now he's an actor."

Helen Ainsworth, who discovered Guy
on the cover of a Navy magazine during
World War II and has been his manager-
friend-adviser ever since, adds that this

maturity is just as evident in his business
dealings. Till a few years ago, he would
never make a move without first consulting
her. "He still listens to my advice, but to-

day he reads and analyzes a script with
complete self confidence."
His business manager adds a note of

praise for Guy's business sense—which in-

cludes handling the details of his own
producing company and his real estate

developments.
Yet here again, brother Wayne hints

that Guy has never been a babe in the
woods where business dealings were con-

!

cerned.
It has always been Guy's dream, and

still is, to have a cattle ranch of his own.
j

The closest he could get to it as a boy was
|

to join the F.F.A., Future Farmers of
'>

America, and raise and exhibit his own
cattle—providing he had the money to get

started. Since his family was even harder
hit by the depression than most in the I

area, getting the funds from them was out
j

of the question.
One day, Wayne recalls, Guy mysteri-

ously took off from home right after break- 1

fast. He announced that when he got

back, he'd have the money to buy the calf

he'd been eyeing for a couple of weeks.
His mother looked at him sadly, "I don't

want you to be too disappointed if you
J

don't get it, son."
"Why shouldn't I?"

She explained all about collateral, and
how bankers didn't loan any money with-
out it, and how he couldn't possibly offer

anything but the clothes on his back.
"We'll see," Guy smiled confidently

as he took off.

Three hours later he came back in a .

rattly old truck. The driver climbed out
on one side, Guy on the other. Together
they got the calf down from the back of

the truck.
"I still don't know how he talked the

banker into letting him have the money,"
Wayne admitted. "But he did. He raised

the calf to be a prize-winning bull, and
paid back every cent, with interest. In

fact, he got quite a business going that

way."
Like the others, even Wayne could not

penetrate Guy's wall of secrecy where his

personal problems were concerned. "He
would never talk about his difficulties when
he and Gail separated. All I could do was
guess. I couldn't help because I didn't

know where to start or what to say."

What's the biggest change that has

come over Guy in recent months—as far

as Wayne is concerned? "He can laugh. |'



You know, now that I think of it, till

recently I don't remember many occasions

when he actually laughed. He was always
so serious. Too serious. I think he's de-
veloped a sense of humor!"

Sheila seconds that motion, showing
off the purse that Guy had bought her
the previous week. On it was embroidered:
You Can't Buy Money With Happiness.
"A year ago," Sheila smiles, "he probably
would have given me another bow and
arrow, hunting knife or gun and grimly
reminded me of the consequences if I

didn't know how to handle them properly!"
One thing about Guy that has not

changed is his generosity. Wayne already
mentioned Guy's help in time of need.
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Everyone else who knows him could add
some incident. Including the maid who
works for the Madisons.
Her brother is a tailor. One day she

mentioned to Guy that he had very little

work and needed more orders badly. Most
employers might have shrugged it off as
somebody else's misfortune. Guy promptly
got out his address book and called every-
one of his friends to see if they could use
a tailor-made suit, or at least needed some
alteration. Within three days he got the
man as much work as he could handle.
But Andy Devine adds a curious fact:

while Guy is generous, he hates to accept
thanks.
On his last birthday, Andy's feelings

were somewhat hurt because when he ar-
rived on the set, nobody bothered to wish

him anything. Not even Guy—who, Andy
figured, should have remembered what
date it was.
About eleven, a local columnist invited

Andy to lunch at the Hollywood Brown
Derby. A little surprised, Andy said, "If

it's gossip you're after I don't know any,
except what I read in the paper, your
column mostly."
The man still insisted on buying his

lunch.
No sooner did they arrive at the Brown

Derby than Andy was surrounded by
sixty of his friends! Guy's idea of a sur-
prise party! It must have cost him a small
fortune. Yet he wouldn't let Andy finish

the sentence that started
—"Guy, I want

to than—

"

Another time, while shopping at Aber-
crombie and Fitch in New York, Guy
came across a pair of gloves which, he
thought, "looked like Andy." He promptly
bought them.
"What for?" Andy called out when he

opened the package.
"For your birthday," said Guy and

walked off.

Andy's birthday was six months away.
There's another thing about Guy that

hasn't changed: his temper.
He doesn't lose it often, never in public.

But when he does!
Once it happened in a mid-western city

on a personal appearance tour.

Guy was received at the airport by the
sponsor and a local publicist. Both had
brought along their kids, and their friends"

and relatives' kids as well. It was bedlam.
Guy didn't mind till he got into the wait-

ing car, which was crawling with children
who wouldn't leave him alone all the way
from the airport to the hotel. He sat tiefht-

lipped, controlled, but tense and irritable.

When he got to the hotel he made it known
in no uncertain terms that he wouldn't ride
in the company car again. And for the rest

of his stay he took cabs.

Usually, however, Guy becomes upset
only when someone else is involved.
That happened just recently, when his

two-year-old daughter Bridget toddled
into the playyard chasing a lizard. She
reached the woodpile just as a rattler was
winding itself around one of the logs. Her
screeches brought her mother on the
double, and she promptly killed the snake.
But when Sheilah told Guy about it, he

burst out furiously, "you never should
have let her go into the play area alone!"

Sheila tried to point out that even a
child of two couldn't possibly be watched
all the time. But it took Guy a long time
before he could admit that.

Sheila didn't get hurt. She knows his
sensitivity where his children are con-
cerned—and is glad about it. And usually
acts accordingly! Like she didn't call him
back from a hunting trip a few weeks
ago when Bridget became ill.

"Why didn't you get in touch with me?"
Guy demanded when he returned.
She smiled tiredly. "Could you have done

anything except worry?"
Gently he put his arms around her

shoulders. "I'm afraid not."
Sheila is probably the only person who

ever understood Guy completely—or at

least as completely as anybody ever will.

And she has adjusted herself accordingly.
For instance, from the day they met she

recognized his infatuation with sports

—

hunting in particular—and accepted it as
part of their lives.

She'll never forget her first birthday
as Mrs. Guy Madison, when he walked
into the living room just before dinner, and
ordered her to "close your eyes." Then he
stepped closer, "Now stretch out your arms
and don't peek."
Visions of a beautiful evening gown or

fur cape flashed through her mind. Yet
what he placed in her hands was too heavy
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ERIN wouldn't kiss him for 3 months—
but then . .

.

When seventeen-year-old Erin O'Brien was in high school, the last thing in the

world she had in mind was getting married. Not that she wasn't popular—she was.

Not that she didn't have her share of crushes—she did. But she was much too busy

doing her school work, singing on tv, and helping her Ma take care of all the other

kids in the O'Brien family. And helping Ma sure took up a lot of time, for Erin has

seven sisters and six brothers, all younger than she is: Vernon, Sheila, Tessy, Michael,

Timaree, Kathleen, Eileen, Kevin, Mavourneen, Tighe, Patrice, Sean and Dennis.

So Erin was completely unprepared when handsome Jimmy Fitzgerald walked into

her life and into her heart. It was early in October when she hurried from her last

morning class at Long Beach High School to the tv studio where she had a regular

show. Before going on the air, she had lunch at the studio and was introduced to Mr.

Fitzgerald, a nineteen-year-old singer who was to make a guest appearance on her

show that day. By the time they had finished their hamburgers and cokes, they were

no longer Miss O'Brien and Mr. Fitzgerald to each other, but Erin and Jimmy. And
by the time the show was over, he had asked her for a date that evening.

There was a strict law in the O'Brien household, laid down by Erin's Dad, that none

of the kids could have dates on week nights. But as luck would have it, this was one

of his nights for bowling and he wasn't home. Erin's Ma gave her permission to go out.

So Erin and Jimmy went to a movie and had a great time. When he took her home,

he asked if he might kiss her good-night. She said No.

But Jimmy was persistent. On their next date he asked again if he might kiss her.

Again she said No. Undaunted, he asked her another question: Will you marry me?
Erin was too stunned to answer and would only shake her head No.

A few months went by and Erin and Jimmy went out together two or three times

each week. After every date he would bring her home promptly at 11 o'clock, and

just before she went into the house he would ask his two questions: Can I kiss you

good-night? Will you marry me? And always she said No.

One night, in the middle of January, the two youngsters stood at the O'Brien front

door. "Can I kiss you good-night?" Jimmy asked. This time Erin didn't say anything.

Instead she blushed a deep red and looked down at the ground. Jimmy stepped forward

and gently kissed her on the cheek. She raised her head and his lips met hers. A minute

or so later Jimmy asked his second question, "Will you marry me?" and Erin answered

breathlessly, "Yes." A few weeks later, on February 3rd, in a big church at Paso Robles,

Erin O'Brien became Mrs. Jimmy Fitzgerald.

Erin may be seen soon in Onionhead and Girl On The Run for Warner Bros.

and too cold for either. It was a brand
new rifle.

"Just what I needed," she cried out. And
she did, because—except when she's preg-
nant—she goes along on all of Guy's hunt-
ing trips.

"Naturally, once in a while I'd like to

sleep in a bed instead of a sleeping bag
when we go away," she confessed, but ad-
mitted she doesn't have the chance very
often. And when she does, seldom for long.
Like that time a couple of weeks before

I talked to her she suggested to Guy that
they go to Palm Springs.
"But there's no hunting!"
"I know."
He thought about it a few seconds, then,

"All right."

After three days at the swank Racquet
Club he just "had to get away." Sheila
knew his patience had reached the limit,

and compromised on going home "after we
visit the Bill Doziers in the afternoon."
Guy agreed.
She tried her best to make the after-

noon last as long as possible by staying in

the pool till she was shivering! Still, it

was an improvement. Three years ago he
wouldn't have gone at all!

That Guy has grown more patient was
pretty obvious another time not too long
ago.
Guy had taken Sheila and John Ericson's

wife, Milly, to Lakeside for a game of golf.

"Sorry, Mr. Madison," he was told, "You
can't play today," he was told, "It's ladies'

day."
Guy didn't get annoyed—as he might

have a couple of years back. On the con-
trary, he acted as their caddy all afternoon.
But ask Guy how he thinks he's changed

—and he says, "I don't think I have!"
George Sherman says you're much more

at ease in this picture than you were in

the last one. . .

.

"The part's different." he answered.
Sheila and others say you're a lot more
patient than you used to be. . .

."

"I don't think so."

Do you feel you lose your temper more
often, less often, or as often as you did
before. . . .

I would say about as often."

Can you recall a time when you did
lose it?

"Sure. Quite often."

Can you give me an example?
"I'm afraid not."

And so it goes till he's called back on the
set.

But catch Guy away from official busi-
ness—interviewing him, that is—at parties,

or at his house and he's a different Guy!
Like the time a reporter and his wife

drove up to get some ideas for their own
place which they were building at the
time. Guy took great pleasure and went
into much detail on how he designed his

own home, helped tremendously with sug-
gestions for the visitors—and talked steadi-

ly for over an hour.
And that's something that is different.

Quite obviously, Guy has changed in

more ways than he's stayed the same.
Probably the best reason for it was given
by Sheila when she told about coming
home from a party one night.
Although Guy had never been reckless,

he used to push the speed limit driving
from one place to another, and has sever-
al citations to prove it. That evening they
were poking along at a leisurely thirty-five

miles an hour when she commented on
the difference in his driving.
Guy thought about it a few seconds,

then turned to her with a grin. "I guess
I'm not going anywhere now."
What he meant to say was that he is,

and has, what he always wanted. He final-

ly got where he wanted to go. . . . END

Guy's in Columbia's The Hard Man.



tommy

(Continued from page 30) horseback rid-

ing with Yvonne Lime.
Surprised that we know so much about

you two? We know a lot more, and we
are going to lay it right on the line be-
cause that's the only way we can hope to

make you see the right way.
Most of all, Tommy, we know what and

who is behind your actions, yours and
Molly's. We know that you almost got
married last Christmas—and why you
didn't. And why both of you are now
dating others to prove to yourselves and
the world that you can get along without
one another.
You've been warned by your 'advisors'

that marriage at this time would be bad
for your career; that your fans would
desert you unless you remained single;

that they have even resented the constant
references to an unofficial engagement
between you and Molly.
We are not condemning those who ad-

vised you, because we sincerely believe
that they did what they thought was in the
best interest of your career.
That doesn't mean we agree with them!
And we won't even throw names like

Pat Boone at you, who was already mar-
ried and had a famliy when he was your
age, and who, let's face it, hasn't done so

badly for himself.
We are taking a much more personal

approach: we feel that the love of two
wonderful young people like Molly and
you are a heckuva lot more important
than any career!

Just look at what's been happening to

you these past months

—

Remember the day you met Molly?
You'd gone to Anaheim to see Cliffie Stone
about giving you a chance on his Home
Town Jamboree. But Cliffie wasn't there.

Just as you were leaving, you met one of
his star attractions, Molly Bee.

Right from the start

You confessed to Molly how much you
had hoped to get on Cliffie's show, and how
disappointed you were that he wasn't
there. She was easy to talk to, a patient
listener. And what did Molly do? Asked
you to sing for the ballroom audience after
the television show was over! Impressed
by your voice—and by you—the next
morning she talked to Cliffie about you so
enthusiastically that he promptly asked you
to come back. And he gave you the break
you needed.
You didn't know that it was Molly who

was responsible, did you, Tommy?
She didn't tell you, and she made Cliff

promise not to say anything either be-
cause it might embarrass you. We wonder
if—in spite of your love for her—you have
ever really appreciated the things she has
done for you.
Look at what happened last New Year's

Eve, the most important New Year's Eve
in her young life. Because she was now
eighteen, for the first time her mother had
given her permission to stay out as late as
she wanted. She looked forward to the
evening like a debutante to her coming-
out party or a high school girl going to
her first prom.
So what happened? When you met for

lunch that noon she noticed that you
looked hot and feverish, and were obvious-
ly coming down with a bad cold. It was
she who suggested you go home and stay
in bed that night, who instantly turned
down your offers to go out in spite of how
you felt. And did you know that she had
three phone calls from other fellows who
wanted to take her out—and turned them
all down because she was afraid you'd be
hurt if she spent New Year's Eve with

We know you had fights, too. But all

young people do, and so do most older
ones—including some of our most happily
married couples. But you made up easily

because your love always proved a strong-
er bond between you than the few words
spoken in anger. Like last summer, when
you arrived from New York at six in the
morning and were disappointed that Molly
was not waiting for you at Los Angeles'
Union Station, as you had expected her
to be. At first you thought she was late

and you impatiently paced the platform,
looking at your wristwatch every few
seconds. But the minutes turned into

hours, and then you finally gave up. As
far as you were concerned, you were
through with Molly.

Molly tried to explain

And you told her so in no uncertain
terms on the phone when you called her.
Molly tried to explain that she had worked
till three o'clock in the morning, that her
mother insisted she get more sleep, that
she had left a message for you at the sta-

tion which apparently you never got.

After you slammed down the receiver
you had pangs of conscience. You knew
that Molly wasn't the kind of girl who
would ignore a promise, whether it was
to you, or anyone. And so you drove to

Cliffie Stone's Home Town Jamboree to

talk to her, and found out from Cliffie

that she'd been telling the truth.

Remember how bad you felt? How you
could have kicked yourself for what you
had done, said, thought? And Molly un-

James Hill, of the Hecht-Hill-Lan-
caster film company in Hollywood,
took wife Rita Hayworth's younger
daughter to meet Burt Lancaster's
youngsters, Milly and Susanna Lan-
caster. Hill noticed that the chil-

dren weren't playing together, and
asked for the reason. Billy Lan-
caster explained: "How can we
play make-believe games when this

kid, Yasmin, insists that we call her
'Princess? Leonard Lyons

in the New York Post

derstood, and you made up. She never
mentioned the incident again. . . . That's
the kind of girl she is . . . the girl you love.

You two have had wonderful times
together: the mornings at Malibu beach
when you chased her through the waves;
the afternoons you went horseback riding
through Griffith Park—remember the Sun-
day when Molly's horse reared back,
frightened by a car, and then broke into

a wild gallop—with you in hot pursuit?
You may easily have saved her life that
day when you brought the animal under
control in true western style. And there
were the drive-in theaters you both liked
so much and the snacks at Bob's Big Boy
Hamburger place in Glendale.
And have you forgotten that time you

took Molly to the beach, the night you
gave her the ring?

What the ring meant
You had got the idea a week before, that

hot summer day you walked down Fifth
Avenue in New York trying to decide what
kind of a present to give her. You passed
a jewelry shop and in the window you
suddenly discovered a ring—two diamond-
and-ruby hearts entwined in one another.
We are sure that as long as you live you
will never forget her expression when you
slipped it on her finger that moonlit night
on the Santa Monica beach. We don't
believe that either of you ever considered
it just a friendship ring. You were both
dead serious about one another!
You were even more serious last Christ-

mas—when your mind was all but made
im to nrnnn^P TW'c wh.n vn„
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids

New Way Without Surgery
Science Finds Healing Substance That
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids

For the first time science has found a
new healing substance with the astonishing
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve
pain — without surgery.

In case after case, while gently relieving
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took
place.
Most amazing of all — results were so

thorough that sufferers made astonishing
statements like "Piles have ceased to be a
problem!

"

The secret is a new healing substance
(Bio-Dyne*) — discovery of a world-famous
research institute.

This substance is now available in sup-
pository or ointment form under the name
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count-



MAY
BIRTHDAYS

If your birthday falls in May. your birth-

stone is the emerald and your flower is the

lily of the valley. And here are some of the

stars vou share it with:

May 1--Glenn Ford

May 2--Bing Crosby

May 4--Audrey Hepburn

May 5-—Tyrone Power

May 6--Stewart Granger

May 7--Anne Baxter
Gary Cooper

May 8--Lex Barker

May 10—Fred Astaire

May 15—Anna Marie Alberghetti
Joseph Cotten
James Mason

May 16—Henry Fonda

May 20—George Gobel
Jimmy Stewart

May 21—Raymond Burr
Kay Kendall
Bill Williams

May 22—Sir Lawrence Olivier
Susan Strasberg

May 23—Rosemary Clooney
Joan Collins
James Gleason
Herbert Marshall
John Payne

May 24—Mai Zetterling

May 25—Steve Cochran
Jeanne Crain

May 26—Peggy Lee
John Wayne

May 27—Vincent Price

May 28—Sally Forrest

May 30—Clint Walker

May 31—Elaine Stewart

Rick Jason

May 21

John Payne

May 23

James Arness

Ma\ 26

Sally Forrest

Mav 28

warned that this whole romance had al-
ready gone too far. That the announce-
ment of an engagement might spell the
end of Tommy Sands, singer. That for
your sake—and for Molly's—yom should
steer away from her, and date other girls.

That if you really loved her, a few months,
a few years wouldn't matter anyway. That
on the contrary, if you felt about her in
five years as you do today, you would
really be sure!
You believed it. And even if Molly didn't,

she agreed that both of you could date
others.

But there was no enthusiasm in it, for
either of you, although Molly made the
better show of appearing gay.
With you, we could see it by your obvi-

ous lack of romantic interest when you
walked down Hollywood Boulevard with
Cathy Crosby, who dated you for exactly
the same reason you took her out: she is

unofficially engaged to a boy but can't
make up her mind to marry him, and is

trying to readjust herself just as you are.

We could tell when you took Judi Meredith
to a picnic in Griffith Park—the Judi who

is in love with a boy in New York and
tries to kill her loneliness as you do. We've
watched you in the company of Connie
Stevens, whose publicist is trying to line

up dates for her with celebrities like your-
self, to get her known. We don't blame the
publicist, we don't blame Connie—who was
honest with you. But to her you were just

another fellow, as she was just another
girl to you—with no more between you
than a casual liking for one another. We
could go all the way down the line to

prove our point. . . .

Something special

With none of them did you ever find the
close, honest, rewarding thing you had
with Molly . . . love.

That is what every man wants in a girl,

and few are fortunate enough to find. That
is what we don't want to see you lose

through outside pressures, and fears. That
is why we urge you to weigh carefully

—

before it's too late!—how much more you
will lose than you stand to gain if you con-
tinue on the path you seem to have chosen
for yourself. END

I said yes on our first date

{Continued from page 45) She says 'Yes'

because Debra is convinced that "You can
go for ten years with a man, and not until
after you marry him find he's all wrong
for you!

"I have to go by instinct. I believed it

right to marry David. I didn't have to

go with him for years. I'm in love with
David. I know it.

"Besides, when people go together they
put their best foot forward—so how can
a girl really learn to know a man through
dating?

Another first-date marriage

"My parents decided to marry each
other on their first date, too, and they've
been married for thirty-three years!"
Her mother says, "I hope this marriage

lasts as mine has. Debra didn't have to

date the field. In her work she has met a

variety of men, and so she knows as much
about men as other girls who have dated
a lot. David is a fine boy."
Debra says, "Maybe some people think

we were crazy to marry on such short
notice. I'd think I was crazy if I didn't

marry David. I didn't have to shop around
to know my own mind. I think this ro-
mance was right for us, and that this

marriage will be right, too."

Not every one is that optimistic about it:

she married a man who made Debra his

fifth wife. Can a man who has already
failed at marriage four times really be the
right husband for such a bride?
And even the first days of their life to-

gether were spoiled by his life in the past.

While Debra and David were honeymoon-
ing in northern California, two of his ex-
wives were conferring with their lawyers.
His first wife, Mary F. Payne, was com-
plaining because he had fallen $4,845 be-
hind in child support payments, and his

fourth wife, Sharon Lee, was suing him for

$3,000 she claimed she had lent David.
It was a difficult situation for love's

young dream.

Mama approves

While Debra was on her honeymoon, her
mother, Mrs. Margaret Griffin, told how
David and Debra met. "I've known David
for a long time," she said. "He used to

come to our house casually, and neither
he nor Debra paid any attention to each
other."
And when her mother said "casually"

—

that's just what she meant. David hadn't

even been coming around to see Debra
particularly!

About ten years ago, David had come
backstage at the theatre where Debra's
mother was doing a vaudeville turn

—

" 'Bubbles' was her stage name," David
grins today. Every couple of years, they'd
run into each other, and Debra's mother
remembered him, remembered how sweet
he had been to take the trouble to come
and tell an unknown that he, for one,
thought her act was good.

Recently, when Debra was doing her act
at Las Vegas' Flamingo, David was singing
at the El Cortez, also in Las Vegas.
One night Mrs. Griffin said to Debra,

after her show, "Let's go to the El Cortez
to hear David sing."

A whole group sat at the same table and
watched David's act. Afterwards he came
to their table, but no sparks flew. Except
maybe the spark of affection Mrs. Griffin
felt that prompted her to say, "When you
get back to Hollywood, David, drop over
some Sunday. We hold open house."
So he did; a couple of times.
No sparks flew.

In fact, no sparks ever flew between
them till one night recently when he
dropped in, still just a family friend, and
emerged as Debra's groom-to-be.
They had sat on the sofa watching a

TV show. Mysteriously, in the manner of
young people all over the world, they
were drawn to each other. All of a sudden
Debra knew that David was her man, and
he knew this was the girl he wanted to
marry.

A simple proposal

"Will you marry me?" he asked, simply
as that.

She turned and looked at the boyish-
faced man, who until that moment had
been just a casual visitor at their home.
Her heart pounded. Her cheeks flushed.

She no longer heard the announcer spill-

ing his commercial message. What she
heard—though David wasn't singing—was
an immortal song of love. To such a song,
when it reaches right into a girl's heart

—

a melody without words—there is only
one reply. Debra made it.

And so they were married, in Debra's
fantastic family home. Debra has her own i

apartment within that home—a playroom,
^

kitchenette, boudoir and a dressing room *]

with a marble bath. It has its own private ^

entrance. She and David will live there ;

when they're together. For there are times •>

when they will necessarily be separated by
;

their careers. Debra has no intention of



giving up hers. Right now she is planning
a trip to Mexico, for From the Earth to

the Moon. David is in New York for a TV
show. They will go wherever their careers
pull them.

Is this a perfect marriage or a terrible

example of a young girl's mistake?
But there's no denying that all her life

Debra has been preparing herself for just
such an impulsive marriage as this.

When she was fifteen she was a movie
star with independence, a mink coat and
a chance to play passionate love scenes
with stars like Jimmy Stewart. When
their film, Broken Arrow, was finished,

her mother asked Jimmy, "Would you be
surprised to learn that your leading lady
is only fifteen?"

"Impossible!" said Jimmy. "No girl of
fifteen could play love scenes this passion-
ately."

Though Debra's love scenes on the
screen practically set the film world on
fire, off the screen there were no kisses, no
passionate love making, no love making of
any kind.
And not because there weren't plenty

of men who were eager to date and woo
Debra.
One theory around Hollywood was that

her mother objected to her dating.
"That's nonsense," Debra laughs. "I

don't date for just one reason: I don't
want to date. Why should I waste my time
with a lot of young men who mean noth-
ing to me? When I meet the right man I'll

know him. Till then, my career means
everything to me.
"And I have enough fun with my family."
Only once in a blue moon did Debra

break her dateless state of existence. Once,
at the insistence of her studio, she went
out on a publicity date with a young actor
named Bob Arthur. The magazines and
newspapers printed so many shots of them
together that she was embarrassed.
"No more dates for publicity purposes

or otherwise," she decided.

The great love

Then things changed. Debra was twenty-
one. And she was madly in love. There
was a diamond ring on her finger, and a
sparkle in her eyes greater than the light
of any diamond.
She wouldn't say who the man was but

she admitted, "I'm no longer dateless. I
have been kissed thoroughly and delight-
fully off screen as well as on. I have
found the right man, and have fallen
deeply and genuinely in love. He is won-
derful and everything I have hoped for."
The man she loved was wealthy, older

than Debra, and publicity-shy.
When newspapermen besieged Debra

and her mother for the details of their
romance, her mother fiercely defended
Debra's right to keep the name of the man
she loved a secret. "He doesn't like pub-
licity," she said. "Please don't print any-
thing about this romance, or it might end
and you'll leave Debra without a life-
raft."

But it turned out that besides hating
publicity, the man Debra loved was mar-
riage-shy. Debra, who had believed that
love and marriage went together like the
proverbial horse and carriage, was heart-
broken.
She lost her man and went back to her

dateless existence.
She was surrounded by all the trappings

of glamor, and by none of its realities.
She drove around town in a pink Cadil-

lac covered with hundreds of dollars worth
of fake jewels. The car glittered and so
did Debra.
At home, she lived in splendor of a

strange sort. The home, with its twenty-
two rooms, is one of the largest and most
bizarre in Beverly Hills, but actually she

and father, her brother, Russell Shane, a
young sister, a married sister and her hus-
band and two children, and two dogs, a
Siamese kitten, parakeets and even a
chimpanzee.

Debra's philosophy

"I'm too busy for love," she told friends.

"I'll marry when I find a man I'm truly
in love with and not marry iust for mar-
riage's sake. The same thing goes for
dating. I refuse to go places with a man
just to go places."

If her laughter was a little shriller than
before, her voice artificially gayer, her
work far more frenzied, who was to know
it but Debra and her mother?
Who was to say that Debra wasn't the

happiest, luckiest girl in Hollywood? If

she was carrying a flaming torch, no one
saw it; she just laughed a little harder,
and put more jewels on her Cadillac.
A child she wasn't. She proved it when

she went to Las Vegas and wore such gasp-
provoking gowns that the town began to
wonder at this new Debra who was out-
doing even Marlene Dietrich in glamor
and daring.
"Why haven't you married?" they asked

her. And Debra just smiled slowly. "Why,
I haven't found the right man. I'm not in

a hurry."
Then David dropped in—and they felt,

only two hours later, that they were in
love. How explain Debra's conviction that
she was madly in love after only one date

In Look Homeward, Angel, Anthony
Perkins occupies the same up-
stairs, unpainted dressing room he
had when he last appeared on
Broadway in Tea and Sympathy. In

the intervening two and a half
years Perkins starred in films cost-
ing over $18,000,000.

Leonard Lyons
in the New York Post

—so madly in love that she decided to
marry him?
"How does anyone know?" Debra's

mother answers. "Perhaps it's just a mat-
ter of chemistry."

Good luck, Debra

But is chemistry enough? Does the hot
leaping of a young girl's blood at the sight
of the man she thinks right for her prove
that he is right for her? Is the answer of
the instincts enough for today's teenagers?
Or did Debra fall into the deadliest trap
of all—mistaking infatuation for love be-
cause she has dated so little that the sound
of her own heart pounding seemed proof
enough that she was in love.

Perhaps, by happy accident, Debra, in
one thrill-filled evening, felt a love that
passes all understanding—a love that can
survive everything—separation, different
careers, competition and a long history of
previous marriages on the part of the
groom.

It would be wonderful if this marriage
overcame all obstacles. It would also be
a miracle.
David Street himself seems bewildered

by the situation. "Debra is the most won-
derful girl I've ever known," he says. "My
last marriage failed because it was too
impulsive."
To objective observers, it might seem

that this marriage is also more than a mite
impulsive.
Debra has been ready for love for a

long time. Once she was denied the right
to marry the man she loved, for his love
was not great enough for marriage.
This time, the wedding ring is on her

finger, her heart is aglow with fervent
feeling, and her head is in the clouds.
And perhaps this time it is enough to

' _
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as Gigi herself is Gogi^^^/ Grant,

singing love duets with Tony Martin.

It's the Lerner-Loewe score from

the great new movie.

AN ARTHUR FREED PRODUCTION

LERNER-LOEWE
S0NSS FROM THE MOTION PICTURE
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'WORLD'S
SMOOTHEST BOBBY PIN"

Give your hair the sophisticated look by using Sia-Rtie
Cushion Tip . . . ihe bobby pin thai won't puli.en the
hair or hurt the head. Sold ai all beauty aid counters.
Send 10c for hair styling charts . . . authentic techniques
of famous hair stylists.

STA-RITE Ginnie Lou, Inc. Shelbyville, Illinois

SONG POEMS WANTED
To be set to music. Send your poems today for free
examination!

J. CHAS. McNEIL (A. B. Master of Music)
1112 Wilshire Blvd. Santa Monica. Calif.

Callouses
Pain, Tenderness, Burn-

ing Are Quickly Relieved
You'll quickly forget you have
painful callouses, burning or
tenderness on the bottom of
your feet, when you apply Dr.
Scholl's Zino-pads. Thin, soft,

wonderfully soothing, cushion-
ing, protective. Separate Medi~
cations included for quickly re-

moving callouses. Try them!

D- Scholl'slino pads



AN ENLIGHTENING
INTERVIEW

Arthur O'Connell, the dashing, fortyish,

supporting actor you've seen most recently

in Picnic and Bus Stop, stopped off in New
York for just one day. He was on his way
to Kentucky, where he was to work in

April Love, his new picture with Pat

Boone, and he was in New York—to get

his hair whitened

!

We found him plunked in a Fifth Ave-

nue beauty salon under a drier and look-

ing about as miserable as a man can look.

Nevertheless, we began shouting ques-

tions, but naturally he had a great deal of

difficulty hearing us. The questions and
answers went something like this:

Q How do you like the script of your new
picture?

A I've never undergone this sort of treat-

ment before.

Q I see that you worked with Pat Boone in

April Love.

A They put this doggone thing on with

their fingers, not a spoon.

Q You're a good friend of Kim Novak.

Has she 'gone Hollywood?'

A No, Kim's in New York for a few days.

Q Are you serious about any one girl?

A Of course I'm not delirious! The studio

ordered me to sit under this contraption

!

Q You and Ernie Kovacs have worked to-

gether a lot. What kind of a guy is Em?
A I'd better not burn. I'll have my studio

sue this blasted establishment!

Q Did any gal ever steal your heart?

A Yes, in the new film, I'm to play a won-

derful part.

Q. Is Marlene Dietrich a has been?

A What's that you say about sin?

Q Can you give us a little thumbnail
sketch of your friend, Marilyn Monroe?

A Nails? I'm having a manicure soon.

Q Which of your many supporting roles

have you enjoyed doing the most?

A Toast? I'll be as burnt as toast soon.

Q Do you think you'll get out of there alive ?

A It's five? I've got a date at five. Help,

74 lie' mr oul of here. Operator ! . . . Help!

two ladies in the tub

'Continued from page 39) welcome-home
smile. She always hears our car come up
the driveway and comes rushing out of
her room, and she makes it very clear to
us that there's to be no dilly-dallying
downstairs, that we've got to go right up
and get and give our kiss and hug.
So up I ran and we hugged and kissed

and then we played a few minutes of
'Mine!' This is a game that had started a
few weeks earlier when I'd given Kelly
two pretzels—she loves 'em—and told her
one was for her and the other was for
her daddy. She'd promptly eaten hers,
and then had started to munch on the
other when Tony walked in and said,
"Hey, that's mine!" He pretended to try to
take it away from Kelly, but she'd have
none of this. "No," she began to squeal
and laugh and run around the room, all

at the same time, "this mine . . . mine . .

.

mine!" This had since become a favorite
game, for Kelly to take hold of anything,
call it hers and go racing around the
place—and on this particular night I'm
telling about now she'd decided it would
be a little pillow from her crib.

When, after our miniature marathon, I

managed to get hold of the pillow—or, I

should say, tap it—and the game breath-
lessly ended, I picked my daughter up and
took her to her room and we proceeded to
get ready for the big event of the day,
Kelly's bath.

Actually I should say 'bawth,' because
that's the way Kelly says it. When Tony
and I were in Europe last year shooting
The Vikings with Kirk Douglas and Ernie
Borgnine, we got an English nurse for
Kelly. She was a lovely woman with a
most lovely accent and the two words she
said more than any others must have
been 'dahnce' and 'bawth.' Because our
little California-born Kelly, with a daddy
from the Bronx and a mother from the
heart of California, gets very uppity-
sounding when it comes to dancing or
bathing—sounds, . in fact, like a little

debutante from Mayfair as we prepare for
either of these events.

Kelly's idea

Anyway, preparations got under way on
this night for her say-it-how-you-will,
and it all began regularly enough with
Kelly undressing herself, a process in
which I help by unbuttoning her dress and
unlacing her shoes and pulling her little

socks off halfway.
But then, after helping her put on her

robe and giving her her towel and soap,
and saying the time-honored phrase. "And
now we go to Kelly's bathinette and see
the water"—suddenly something happened.

"No," I heard this little voice from down
below whisper up at me.
"No bath?" I asked, looking down.
Kelly smiled. "Yes—bawth," she said.

"But—-with—you."
I looked over at the bathinette and

laughed. "How could I fit. . .
." I'd started

to say.

But Kelly didn't need any slide rule-

talk from her mother, that's for sure. Be-
cause she'd already let go of my hand and
run to the door leading to my bathroom.
She pointed to the tub. "Here," she said,

"we—take—bawth—here."

I could see how excited she was about
the prospect of us bathing together and
I thought it was a fine idea—an idea, by
the way, that Tony later picked up with
Kelly and who, on his early days off, now
rushes home so that he can be in the tub
with her first and have all the fun.

So I said "All right," turned on the
water, got undressed too and in we both
went.

We had a ball, my baby and me. I re-
member how first I turned her on her
tummy and swished her back and forth
for a while. For some reason she's afraid
when water splashes on her face and so,

to rid her of this fear, I'd manage to get
just a little sprayed on, kind of acci-
dentally-on-purpose, and then laugh as
though this were real fun and hope she'd
laugh, too. Fortunately, she did.

Then I remember how we played with
her rubber dolly for a while—which made
for three of us in the tub now—and this

with the inevitable question-and-answer
period that goes something like this:

"Show Mommy where the dolly's eyes
are."

"Here."
"And her nose?"
"Here."
"And her mouth?"
"Here."
"And her tummy?"
"Here."
"And now where's Kelly's tummy?"
"Here!!"—the last accompanied by much

tickling and splashing and a few more un-
noticed sprays of water in the face.

A good game
Then it was cup-time, Kelly asking me

by pointing if I wouldn't be so kind as to
please reach for one of Tony's empty
shaving mugs on the sink nearby so we
could fill it, pour, fill it, pour. I got the
cup and told Kelly that we could fill it,

pour, all she wanted—as long as she
didn't ever pour anything on the floor.

Kelly agreed and, great as the temptation
was, kept her word.
And then, I remember, we were in the

midst of nursery-rhyme-time

—

Here We
Go 'Round The Mulberry Bush and Rain.
Rain Go Away are her water favorites

—

when suddenly she heard Tony's car pull

up the driveway and the shaving mug and
the dolly and the games were forgotten
and, in their place, came a round of laugh-
ing shrieks for "Daddy . . . Daddy . . . Dad-
dy!"
Daddy was upstairs in a matter of

minutes, and when he saw the two of us
in the tub he said, "Hey!"—just one word.
"Hey!"—and he turned around and rushed
out.

I knew what that "Hey!" meant and I I

called out, "Tony—Tony, you leave that

camera where it is!"

He was back in a second, camera in hand,
ready to snap.
"Tony," I said, "what are you going to

do?"
"I want a picture of the baby in the

tub," he said, winking.
"But there's a big girl in the tub, too,"

I said.

"Aw, Janny," Tony said.

Tony won't take no for an answer
I know what a charge Tony gets out of

taking pictures of us all the time and how
excited he was about this new pose. I gave
one more try, though. "Tony," I said, "my
hair's pinned up and I look. . .

." But half-
way through he winked again and my
words melted in my mouth and I sat Kelly
up and I said, "Come on. Baby, Daddy's
going to take our picture."
For about ten minutes Tony snapped

away, playing director all the while.
"All right, Kelly-honey," he'd say, "now

give me the mean look."
And Kelly would pucker her little lips

and growl her little girl's growl.
"Now the surprised look," Tony would

say.
And pop, the blue eyes would open.
"Now the Phil Silvers look," Tony would

then say.

And now would come the big grin on her
face and the attempt to say "Gladda—see—
ya."
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And so this went on and on, until

finally bath-time was over and Tony
lifted Kelly out and dried and powdered
her and put on her clean panties and pj's

while Mommy, after quickly taking care of

herself, went downstairs to see if Kelly's
dinner was ready.
Dinner, as usual, was preceded by our

nightly tour of the kitchen. Kelly is fas-

cinated by the garbage disposal unit, so
this is always Stop 1. Then Tony lifts her
and holds her near the stove and Kelly
stares in awe at the pots and seriously
informs one and all that they're "hot . .

.

hot." My job next is to provide the great
treat of the tour. That is, I open the re-
frigerator door for a moment and Kelly
sticks her head in and laughingly in-

forms us that this is "cold . . . cold."

Then it was dinner-time—followed by
play-time, an hour in which we run races
in the den, sit and watch the people on
the television set for a little while, and
play with Merci, our tiny toy poodle. For
a while, Merci was scared to death of

Kelly. After all, a baby doesn't exactly
know the meaning of gentleness and I

guess when Kelly tried to play with her
Merci would think this is the end. But one
night recently, a few nights before these
pictures were taken in fact, Kelly was
sitting on the rug eating one of her pretzels
when a little piece fell beside her and I

guess Merci figured this was for her, that
Kelly was making a present of it—and
ever since then she follows the baby
around everywhere and they've been the
best of friends.

How we say good-night

Then, play-time over with and the yawns
beginning to take the place of smiles, we
brought Kelly up to her room, sat her on
her potty for a while, and then tucked
her in her crib. I say "we" brought her up,
but honestly I forget—because some nights

Tony gets involved in something and says
he'll be up in a few minutes.
At any rate, if it was one of those nights,

you can be sure that as soon as I got
Kelly into her crib she pointed to the
inter-com on the wall and then phoned
down her usual message:

A special candle

"Daddy? Hi. I ready. Hurry. Bye-bye."
At which point Tony came zooming up,

Kelly kissed us good night and we all

looked up at the ceiling and blew out the
lights. Then, as a special extra, Tony lit

a Christmas candle we keep on Kelly's
dresser and let her blow it out—all by
herself. The candle has no special signi-

ficance. We thought it would be cute to

do one night and the baby got such a kick
out of it that we do it all the time now.
Later on, she'll have her prayer to say.

Then, on this particular night as on all

nights, it was 'Nighty-nighty' and 'Sleep
tight' and we left the room.

I guess you expect this little story to

end here, with the baby on her way to

sleep upstairs and with both of us going
back downstairs now, to sit back and read
or relax with TV or something.

Well, it doesn't.

I started down, and I'd thought Tony
was behind me. But suddenly I had the
strange—and, as it turned out, very accu-
rate feeling—that I was completely alone.

I wondered for a moment.
And then I knew.
Tony was already in his dark-room,

starting to develop these pictures you see
of his baby and her mommy—taking their
first 'bawth' together. end

Janet and Tony will appear together in

United Artists' The Vikings and U-I's
The Perfect Furlough. Tony will be in
United Artists' Kings Go Forth. Janet is

in U-I's Jet Pilot and Touch Of Evil.

happy 25th wedding anniversary, perry and roselle

(Continued from page 21) towels to the
soot-laden faces of the coal miners of

Canonsburg, Pennsylvania. He liked it

well enough. A good respectable trade.
But evenings—evenings were his own.
Evenings he left the steamy shop, fled

the sizzling streets. A friend of his had
a dump truck—a glorious possession. When
the sun went down and dinner was over,
he would honk the horn in front of the
Como house until Perry came out.
"Where to?" Perry asked one evening.
The friend leaned out the cab window.

"Weenie roast. Got your guitar?"
Perry nodded and they were off. Stuffed

with good Italian spaghetti, it never oc-
curred to them to be too full for frank-
furters and rolls, sauerkraut and pickles.
Half an hour later, the truck jammed with
high school kids, they turned off into the
woods and made camp by a creek. There
they were joined by other kids from
other high schools, from neighboring
towns. They built a fire, left it to swim,
and then returned to it to dry off and
toast their food. There were all kinds of
kids in the crowd. There were the shy,
love-struck ones who sat in the shadows,
hand in hand. There were the ones who
were the life of the party, howling with
good humor, thrusting franks into the
flames and charring them.
And a girl named Roselle Bellini who

laughed and chattered and was never
very far from the center of things—and
who always, somehow, was the one to
rescue the weenies just in time, and
take into her own capable hands the rest
of the cooking. Without, mind you, ceas-
_ing_ior_ong_second to laugh and chatter.

And a little way away, at the edge of the
circle, there was Perry, his dark hair
falling over his forehead, strumming his
guitar and singing. One by one, the
kids would wander over to him. to stretch
out on the grass and listen, and sing, and
listen. One of the last to leave the gaity
by the fire was Roselle—sparkling, brim-
ming with life. But in the long, lazy
evenings, it began to strike Perry that
the group around him had an unfinished
feeling until Roselle ambled over too, and
lowered her laughing eyes, and fell silent.

Portrait of Perry as a young man
It would have surprised the good folk

of Canonsburg to know that 'that nice,
quiet Como boy' considered himself some-
thing of a hell-cat at the age of fifteen.
But it wouldn't have surprised them at
all to learn that from his place in the
shadows he watched Roselle Bellini and
thought about her and began to fall in
love with her weeks and weeks before
he got the courage to ask her out.
After that, there's nothing to tell them

that could be a surprise to the neighbors
—because they saw it all. They sat on
their front porches and nodded benignly
when the Bellini girl and the Como boy
strolled by, her hand on his arm, on their
way to the center of town where Roselle
would draw out her weekly half-dozen
books from the lending library, and Perry
would pore intently over sheet music
for guitar and voice.
And the neighbors happily would peer

through lace curtains when the ever-
useful dump truck roared down the quiet
street where the Bellinis lived anH nnnk
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HOW
ROBERT TAYLOR
PROPOSED

It was only a couple of years back . . .

Robert Taylor had seen enough of night-

clubs; he was ready for a home-cooked
meal. Ursula adored having him over for

dinner—and cooking for him. At forty, Bob
Taylor had been a big star long enough to

see his name dragged through enough news-
papers. He wanted privacy. Ursula gave
him that too. Even though she could have
boosted her own stock as a rising actress

by giving interviews about her
(
self and Bob,

she turned the press from her door and
would say only that

—"We are friends."

At forty, and forty-one, and forty-two,

Bob Taylor enjoyed the wonders of Ursula
Thiess. and glowed with knowing that his

mother loved her too.

"She's a lady," his mother said of her
—publicly, "a lady who's been brought up
to make a husband happy, who knows how
to mend and garden and have babies."

But at forty-two, a man who's had one
marriage fail isn't anxious to leap back into

wedlock. He needs a nudge. Ursula gave
him that nudge after he came back from
Africa, where he had made Valley of Kings.
When Bob came home, practically the

first thing he did was telephone Ursula

—

would she have dinner with him that eve-

ning?
But at the restaurant, sitting across from

her, Taylor's courage left him. He had
come home with his mind made up, but now
he couldn't think of the words for saying
it to her, how much he loved her and wanted
her to share his life with him. And then
the smile faded from his face.

It was then that a newspaper reporter

walked up to their table. "Miss Thiess," he
said, "are you going to marry Mr. Taylor?"

Ursula did not answer.
But suddenly Bob smiled. He reached

across the table and took her hand in his.

"Let's put a stop to all these questions
about whether you're going to marry me
or not," he said. "Let me tell them you will

marry me."
Ursula laughed. "All right," she said,

"you may tell them yes. But only if you ask
me first," she added.
And then Bob asked her to marry him.

Bob's in MGM's Saddle The Wind,
and soon he'll appear in MGM's The Law

76 And Jake Wade.

their ears to hear the sound of a little boy,
Dee Bellini, racing upstairs to shout:
"Roselle! Roselle! Your fella's here
again!" And they would joke, seeing the
two of them together—Perry so quiet and
slow-moving even then, Roselle so bubbly,
her lips never still—they would say: "She's
the one with the barber's temperament!"
And, "I do declare—it is amazing the way
opposites attract!"

Amazing—yes. But to Roselle and
Perry, at fifteen, it was the most natural
thing in the world. They discovered in

each other a wealth of riches that neither
possessed alone. To Perry, Roselle was
a princess out of a fairy tale—a princess
in bobbed hair and middy blouse—utterly
charming, utterly gay, drawing him out of
himself, awakening his sense of humor,
making him laugh, making him sing. And
to Roselle, accustomed to the cheerful
racket of a big house full of five chil-

dren, there was a depth of peace and
contentment in being with Perry that
she had never known before. He made
her a little less frantic, gave her time to

look at herself, to think about life and
what she wanted from it. To channel her
tremendous energies and point them in

one direction. A direction marked: Perry
Como—this way.
They knew very soon that they were

in love.

Love in a small town
What happens to a boy and a girl in a

little Pennsylvania town when they fall

in love? Well, mostly they wait till they
get out of high school, and then, if the

Charles Lederer, who wrote and is

directing James Cagney's starrer.
Never Steal Anything Small, says
double duty has its disadvantages.
"I've sacrificed a director's great-
est alibi," Lederer points out.

"When a scene doesn't play well, I

can't say: 'Those lousy writers are
killing me.'

"

Sidney Skolskv
in the N. Y. Post

boy has a trade, they get married and
settle down. And surely no one ever
had a better chance than Perry and Roselle
to do just that. In their last year in high,

Perry worked after school in the barber
shop, earning pocket money, perfecting his

skills. Roselle would wait for him until

closing time. Then the evenings were
theirs to spend together. By the next year,

seventeen years old and out of school,

Perry was an incredible, unbelievable
success. He had a shop of his own now,
and the miners poured into it as if it were
a saloon instead. The neighbors had been
right—the Como boy wasn't as talkative

as folks expect a barber to be. But they
had forgotten his other talents—and the
fertile imagination of the Bellini girl.

Perry Como was the only singing, gui-
tar-playing barber in Canonsburg—and
possibly in Pennsylvania!
His take-home no longer amounted to

pocket-money. It came to a hundred, a

hundred and a quarter a week. Big, big

money in 1929. Enough to remove any
financial burden from his parents' backs.

Enough to treat Roselle to steak instead

of hot dogs, take her dancing instead of

swimming. Enough so that when the De-
pression hit, devastating Canonsburg as

it did the whole country, there was a

backlog to carry the Comos through. A
profitable business, indeed.
So why weren't they married? 1929

came and went, 1930, '31, '32. Pennsylvania
got back on its feet. Roselle was no longer
needed to help at home. Everything was
perfect—except for one thing. Roselle,

patiently getting Perry's dinner in his

mother's kitchen and then watching it

get cold on the table because Perry was
late again, wasn't sure that this was the
life for either of them.

Too much work
When Perry hired first one and then

another assistant, she regarded it less as
a sign of prosperity than of his being
over-worked. No amount of big money
could make up for the tired rings under
Perry's eyes. This new life had everything—except fun. Except the satisfaction a
woman feels knowing that her guy is

doing what he loves to do, what is right
for him. And what was right for Perry?
Who knew?
Ask Dee Bellini, Roselle's little brother,

now grown-up and an important member
of the Como Enterprises, and he'll tell

you—"Perry? Why, I wouldn't say it was
a case of Perry's being worried about
becoming a professional singer. It was
more—he didn't know if he was a singer!"
Turn to the official biographies, and you

are told that Perry's friends urged him
to audition for the Freddy Carlone band
on a vacatfon in Cleveland. That as a
joke, Perry did it. That in the same light-
hearted spirit he gave up, having won the
audition, $125 a week at home for $28
a week and a future of one-night stands.
But read between the lines. A young man
in love, wanting to get married, makes
that kind of break for only one reason:
his girl wants him to, his girl knows
that deep down he wants to do it. That
was spring, 1933, when Perry left with
the band. In July Roselle took a bus
to Cleveland to spend a day with him.
There, she looked for herself at what

Perry had described with such worry: the
sort of barren, cheap hotels he lived in
now, the bus he traveled in with the
band, the meagre amount of groceries
that $28 would buy. And there, the girl

who had turned down comfort and tran-
quility at home with the joyful knowledge
that this was right, this was fun—there
she married her guy.
The next day they went back to Can-

onsburg. While Roselle went home to
tell her folks and pack a bag, Perry went
to his house.

Look, Ma
"I walked into the kitchen, and I said,

'Ma, I've got something to tell you.' And
she took one look at me and said, 'You
don't have to tell me anything. I know.
You got married.' Happy? I guess next
to Roselle and me, she was the happiest
person in the world. Why not? Roselle
was like a daughter to her."
With rice tumbling out of their hair, they

rejoined the band. And for three years
the Bellini gaiety, the Bellini laughter
brightened buses and cheap hotels and
hamburger dinners, while Perry built up
a name in the Cleveland area. And then
one night in 1936, he came home with
news. The Ted Weems band wanted him

—

at a stupendous $50 a week. It was a bigger
band, a bigger chance. But—if life had
been rugged with the Carlone band, it

would be a hundred times more so with
Weems. Weems played the whole country.
"How wonderful!" said Roselle, starting

to pack . . . packing for the next seven
years.
"And in all that time," people asked

Perry, "didn't she ever complain, ever
want to quit?" Perry would roar with
laughter. "Roselle—complain? Listen,

you don't know my wife. I mean—this is

a woman. She doesn't let you know every
little thing that goes on through her
mind—she laughs. She enjoys. No, she
doesn't complain. I was the one who
worried."
The Weems band was in Chicago when

their first child, Ronnie, was born. That



was 1940—seventeen years ago. Most girls

in 1940 didn't have babies one day and
spring out of bed to care for them the next.
Usually, their folks were there to help
out for a while, to be at the hospital, to

take over the housework. But Canons-
burg, Pennsylvania was a long way from
Chicago in 1940. Roselle had her baby
without benefit of family—and spent her
time telling a frantic Perry that it was
"all right, honey," while he agonized.

We didn't worry . . .

And when, three months later, the Bell-
inis were finally able to get together the
time and the requirements for a good-
sized trip to see their new relative

—

everything was fine. The long engage-
ment in Chicago had given the Comos
what was almost a home—an apartment
with a baby in it. Looking back now,
Dee Bellini says, "Sure it was rough some
of the time. They didn't have everything
by a long shot. But Perry—he was sing-
ing. And Roselle was always an adven-
turous girl. We didn't go away worried
from our visit to them. They were having
a ball."

They didn't know what was to come.
They might have worried if they had. For
Ronnie was scarcely six months old when
the next big break came along. The
Weems band was to play New York—the
Strand Theatre. And on the same bill was
Ann Sheridan, The Oomph Girl. This
was big-time—the biggest. This was the
time for Perry Como to be heard in New
York. And he came home to the apart-
ment and looked around at the clutter
of baby things, the bassinette, the crib,

the drying diapers—and shook his head,
telling Roselle about it.

Red Buttons—gray now—dyes his

hair red for TV! . . .

Earl Wilson
in the Nezv York Post

"We can't take a baby in a bus. . .
."

Roselle studied him for a moment.
"Well," she said slowly, "I suppose Ronnie
and I could stay here—

"

Perry's head jerked up. They had
known each other for thirteen years, been
married for seven. And they had been
together for all of them. "Are you nuts?"
said Perry. "No soap. I'd rather not go."

It was the answer Roselle had been
wanting. Having gotten it, she discarded
it and settled down to business. She took
out a piece of paper. "Listen, honey, I

have an idea. . .
."

The next day Perry bought a car. He
and Roselle ripped out the back seat. Long
before Nash thought of it, the Como's had
the first auto in the country with a bed
in the back. And on that bed, tucked in

securely, safe from bumps, cooing cheer-
fully, Ronnie Como rode to New York
with his parents. And from New York
to the midwest, and back to Chicago, and
to California and Texas. Perry drove, and
Ronnie gurgled, and Roselle heated his
bottles on the hood over the boiling en-
gine. They crossed the desert, and Roselle
piled ice into insulated bags and air-
conditioned the car for her husband and
baby. And in every big city in the coun-
try, Ronnie Como was pronounced by
doctors: thriving, growing, happy.

What a little boy needs

You won't get Perry Como to talk about
what finally called a halt to the ball.

I
Maybe it was because in 1942 Ronnie was

I

two years old, and a two-year-old boy
!
doesn't need a bed even though it's a
comfortable one that's rigged up for him

-he needs a yard to

run in, friends to play with, a house in
which to put down roots. Maybe it was
because the Ted Weems band was break-
ing up, and a married man with a family
needed security. Or maybe it was simply
because one day he caught Roselle looking
at a copy of House and Garden—and for
once, her eyes weren't laughing. It doesn't
really matter what it was. Whatever the
reason was, in 1942 Perry Como started
looking for another barber shop to buy
in Canonsburg, Pennsylvania so he could
give his wife and child what they had
not had, what for love of him they had
never asked for—a home. And while
he was dickering over terms for a likely-
looking location, while he was practicing
his shaving stroke and trying to remember
what it felt like not to sing—the miracle
happened. CBS radio wanted him for a
sustaining show at $100 a week, and RCA
Victor wanted him to make records. It

meant that they could live in New York,
rent a house, put down roots—and it

meant that Perry could sing. It meant
that luck was with them, that miracles
still happen—or maybe it meant that the
world is not entirely topsy-turvey after
all, and nice people do sometimes come
out on top.

It has been quite a few years since
Roselle Bellini Como has had to darn
socks on a bus or heat baby bottles on
a car motor. Ronnie, the well-traveled
infant, is away from home again now—in
Notre Dame. Roselle and Perry have two
other children, David and Terry, but they
are growing up, not in hotel rooms but in

a beautiful home in Long Island—a home
to make up for all the years of homeless-
ness. And every night a good-looking,
exceedingly rich, exceedingly popular
forty-ish man comes home to her there.

Perry sums it up

Ask Perry Como what Roselle means to
him after twenty-five years of marriage.
And in this, his twenty-fifth year as her
husband, he will tell you, "Oh—I can't
give you an answer, just like that. There
are lots of things. Like—she takes care of
me. Of everything. I leave in the morn-
ing and I know when I come home at
night—things will be the same—good,
quiet—the way we like them. She does
that. She can do everything—the mar-
keting and the cooking and bringing up
the kids—and do it well.

"And when I come home—well, after
twenty-five years, we don't tell each other
every tiny thing. She doesn't tell me how
many times David didn't come when she
called, and I don't necessarily tell her
which camera loused up which scene today.
But—we're together. We sit and talk or we
watch television—it's good to sit quietly
with someone you love, to be together.
What can I tell you about her? She's a
strict mother. She says no, and the kids
know it's no. But loving—well, Ronnie's
away in college now, you know. And
he wrote home he caught cold. Well
—my wife practically ate her heart out
over it. Who's going to give him his
aspirin? Who's going to see he covers
up his throat? I mean, what can I tell

you about a woman like that? I'll tell

you this—she's there. That's it about Ro-
selle. She's always, always there."
And always, always will be. For this

is a woman who doesn't need what she
doesn't have to keep a man—even a
famous man, to make a marriage last for
twenty-five years. A woman who gives
abundantly of two things: love, and her-
self.

We said at the beginning this was just
a simple love story. That's all it is. And
as such, it gets a simple ending, but in this
case an ending as true as true can be
And so they lived happily ever after.

END
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HOW REALISTIC
CAN YOU GET?

Shelley Winters longed to play before

live audiences. The green-eyed blonde

with the forthright manner got her chance

in the Broadway hit. A Hatful Of Rain.

When this highly dramatic play first

opened. Shelley noticed that, during an

especially moving scene, there were pecu-

liar, distracting noises coming from the

audience. The scene had Shelley—about

to become a mother—seizing the hand of

her stage husband and pressing it to her

body, so that he might catch the move-

ments of her unborn baby. Afterward,

Shelley asked the stage manager about

the strange noises she'd heard.

"You mean those snapping sounds?"

he asked, looking amused.

The actress nodded.

"Why." he explained, "those are the

women in the audience taking hanker-

chiefs out of their pocketbooks and snap-

ping 'em shut. As long as you hear those

sounds you've got nothing to worry

about
!"

junie on the spot

(Continued from page 34) adored cook-
ing for six or sixty hungry people.

Q: Who are your best friends?

June: Two small people named Pam and
Ricky. I feel if you can't be friends with
your kids, what good is anything? Oh,

I'm strict with them. But I'm strict only

because I want them to be liked. Many
times I'll chastise one of them and then

go to my room and cry. But sometimes
it's got to be done. Like one time when
Ricky was planning to have lunch with

the carpenter who works for us. It's a big

treat for him. But he was a bad boy that

morning and I had to forbid him to go.

Well, he sobbed and sobbed. It took all

the strength I have to stop myself from
wiping the tears from his eyes and send-

ing him off to his lunch treat. But I

didn't. And the next day—well, it would
make a better story to tell you he was
bad the next day. But he was as good as

gold. And he even forgave me.

Q: How about you, June? Are you sen-

timental?
June: Are you kidding? Everything
makes me melt. I'm soft-hearted Sally,

a sitting duck. Richard (Sr., that is)

claims that I cry at the commercials on
television. But that hasn't been proved
yet. Richard is sentimental too. But you'll

never get him to admit it.

Q: Do you think marriage to Dick has

changed you in any important ways?
June: Yes. In at least one very important

way. I'm not so selfish any more. When
' Til™ t„ RnH -a

foothold, I guess I thought so long and so

hard about myself and my life that it got

to be a real habit. But in marriage you've
just got to think of the other person. You
give up things that you wanted very
much, by adjusting to your husband. And
then, suddenly, you find you didn't really

want those things at all. What you really

want is a happy husband.

Q: What's the nicest gift you ever re-

ceived from your husband?
June: That's an easy one to answer, but
you may find the answer a little odd. It's

nothing frilly, or feminine or the least bit

romantic. Last Monday was our anniver-

sary and Richard gave me my heart's de-
sire: a big, large, gigantic, new refrigerator!

Q: That's a nice small dream to have
come true. Have you had any big dreams
come true lately?

June: Yes. When I was a little girl I

wanted more than anything else to be

—

not a nurse, like most girls, but a doctor.

But we never had enough money. And, do
you know what? My brother lives with
us now, in a cottage near the house and
he's going to medical school. So, in a

way, it's my old dream coming true. Not
for me, but for my brother.

Q: Is there a big dream hidden away
somewhere right now?
June: The answer to that is emphatically

yes! Except it's not hidden very well. I

want more than anything else to be able

to sing, really sing! And with more
lessons and some patience from my family

while I practice, I'll do it! I want to

fulfill all the talents I neglected when I

was a kid. I started out as a singer-

dancer. People forget that and are so

surprised when I'm mentioned for a mu-
sical picture. I know it sounds funny but

quiet Mrs. June Powell was a chorus girl

in New York years ago.

Q: What was the most awful day of your
life?

June: Hmmm. I won't say it was the most
awful, but the day I have in mind
was the saddest. It was Christmas Eve
and I had just gotten a job in a Broad-
way show. And on Christmas, I lost

the job. I went down to the bus stop the

next day and saw the company off with

real tears in my eyes. It was like an un-
happy ending to a fairy tale. It was even
snowing as I waved good-bye to the com-
pany.

Q: Doesn't that make Christmas a pretty

sad memory?
June: No siree. Because some years later,

after little June came to Hollywood, mar-
ried and lived happily ever after—she had
a child. A boy named Ricky. And he

was born on Christmas Eve. All during

my pregnancy I used to joke with Richard

saying, "I'll give you a Christmas present

no one can match." And I wanted to give

birth at Christmas time so very much that

I really think I kind of willed it to hap-

pen just at the right time. My doctor

doesn't go along with this theory. I do.

Q: How about the size of your family?

Will you leave it at the status quo, or have

more children?

June: I like good-sized families. In fact

right now I'm trying to talk Richard into

having more children. Two more. But
Dick is reluctant because he has two kids

from a former marriage you know. And,

from his point of view, he feels maybe a

total of four is enough. But I haven't

given up the campaign yet.

Q: June, have you ever lost hope com-
pletely? Ever given in to despair?

June: No, I've always been able to see

my way out of . . . No, I'm wrong. There

was one time. When Richard (Sr.) al-

most died. He was in the bedroom with

ft

me when he suddenly collapsed on th

floor with a burst appendix.
Somehow (I'll never know how) , I 1

managed to drag him to the bed and call ,

the doctor. I lost twenty pounds in the
|j

*'

first four days he was in the hospital.

They'd given him up for dead. I stayed f

there day and night until finally one of

the Sisters at the hospital sent me home
to change my clothes. As soon as I got

f

to the house the phone rang. It was the

;

hospital. I was to come back right away.
They'd given Richard the last rites.

I tell you, I didn't cry any more, or'

pray any more. I was drained of every-
thing. There was nothing left inside of

p

me to go on living. Four weeks later, '

thanks to God and Dick's own goodi"1

strength, they brought him home almost 1 "

well. Then I cried, finally, and prayed*
in gratitude.

Q: People have said you're a very tem-
peramental star. Is that true?

June: Absolutely not; I do not go flounc-

ing off sets and throwing dresses at peo-
ple. I don't know how that got started,

!s Jo

but people used to write these things n

about me. Then when I showed up on
the set of a new picture everybody ex-

pected me to be impossible to work with

I've had prop men and make-up people

come to me and apologize for the ideas

they'd had about me.

Q: How about the fact that some people
1

(probably the same ones) have said that

you're a—dare we repeat it?—scatter-;

brain? 1

June: That's an easy one to answer. Once
again I think that's a fantasy based on

|
few parts I've played in movies. The,

same as the "Girl In The Peter Pan Collar"

idea. I'm level-headed, not scrambled-
brained, and next week I'm going to

a party and I'll wear a lovely dress.

Q: Do you have an ideal image of the

kind of woman you admire, would want,

to be like?
1

June: My ideal has always been Ingrid

Bergman, whom I've kind of worshiped 1

from afar. Also, Ginger Rogers. And^
Ginger is now my very good friend.

Q: What do you think is a woman's besj

friend . . . her greatest need?
June: (with a broad grin) A great big

large, gigantic, new . . . refrigerator

til

k

)/ k

vo,

vi

i

s

.o

fll

. i

v !0

Q: Every public figure, especially a movie-k

star, is often the center of a lot of cons,

jecture . . . some true, some false. Wha1
do you most wish people would stop

thinking, saying and writing about you?
June: (Soberly) Most of all I wish thai,

people would stop saying that Richard anc
\

I are breaking up again. It's fantastic,
e

really. A while ago, Richard and I had
sort of second honeymoon. We went to

Honolulu and had a sun-drenched, ro-

mantic holiday to end all sun-dre^chec
romantic holidays. Then, in the middle o

the night, suddenly the phone rang. Rich-

ard answered. It was my agent.

"Listen," he said to Dick, "I'm sorry t<,

wake you, but there have been report!;

that you and June are in Honolulu to-j,
j,

gether but that you're living at separat*^

hotels.'

Richard scrubbed his eyes sleepily an<rj||

answered, "Well, there's a bed next t<;

mine. And in that bed there's a blonde

I think I recognize the hair . . . one min->

ute while I check the face. Yep, iff

my wife June all right. So I guess some-i

body must be wrong." ii

And whoever's wrong it's not Richarcju

and me. Because we're right. We're a,

right as two people can be. ENffii

June will be appearing in U-I's And Rid;

A Tiger.



we waited five years

(Continued from page 49) every day from
the New Year asking them if they were
being married on January 29th, when the
divorce of Paul's wife, Jackie Witte New-
man, became final.

They lied, these two attractive and pas-
sionate rebels, because the moment was S3
important to them.
They had waited five years for it, try-

ing to kill their love and only increasing
it; trying to keep thousands of miles be-
tween them, and continually coming to-
gether again; seeking out others to love,

and forgetting them because they could
only remember one another—Paul New-
man, the married man and father, and
Joanne Woodward, the finely brought-up,
sensitive girl who recoiled from the posi-
tion of being the other woman.
Never once in those five long years had

they permitted an informal picture to be
taken of them together. Never once in
the five years have they been seen out
alone together—and this in a town where
romances are staged for publicity and
many a girl telephones many a man she
has never met and sets up a red-hot date.

Call it old-fashioned, if you will. Call
it idealism, as it has been with Joanne and
Paul. Call it crazy that so fierce was thc!r
wish never to trade on the dream between
them that they wouldn't even consent to

being in a film together until Paul's
wife had filed the divorce. And even when
the moment came on January 29th and
they stood before District Judge Frank
McNamee in Las Vegas and heard the
words that pronounced them man and
wife, even then they had no photographs
taken, no newsmen present.
This was their love finally come to frui-

tion. . . .

It all began . . .

They had fallen in love at their first

meeting, back stage in New York, in 1953,
when the twenty-two-year-old Georgia
girl and the twenty-eight-year-old hand-
some war veteran, so recently graduated
from Yale, were cast as understudies for
Ralph Meeker and Janice Rule.
Back there in 1953, Joanne Woodward

wasn't the slim blonde girl you see on
screen now. Her slim, dynamic appear-
ance was to come later, actually in Holly-
wood, on one of her many trips, which she
made flying away from Paul, determined
to put him out of her life altogether.
Neither was Paul the charming, assured

lyoung man you see on screen now. He
was a very troubled young man, trying to
get a foothold in an incredible world which
he had loved from childhood but which
he wasn't sure he could make into a pro-
ifession for himself. His wife was all

against it—its insecurities, its rowdy at-
Jmosphere—even though she had met him
through the theatre.

He had enlisted in the Navy, shortly
after Pearl Harbor, and had been sent to
Yale for the V-12 program. Yale discov-
ered he was color-blind and he became a
radio men, third class, riding torpedo
planes in the Pacific for three years. But
fcven while he was at Yale the acting bug
Ihe had had ever since childhood re-
infected him: even in wartime, they were
topaving drama classes at the college.

Later, out of uniform, restless as most
oys were under those circumstances,
(aul enrolled in Kenyon College. He told
imself he would major in economics. He
id, too. But he also starred in ten cam-

hatd^us plays. After he graduated, he thought
e could safely give himself a couple of

tNIiitnonths in a summer stock company be-
fore he settled down to the serious busi-
ness of life.

So he signed up with a small stock com-

pany playing at Williams Bay, Wisconsin

—

and met a pretty girl named Jackie Witte.
Paul and Jackie were cast opposite one
another in John Loves Mary. It was the
most natural thing in the world that they
should translate that into Paul loves
Jackie. They were married in December
of 1949.

At almost the same time, Paul's father
died—in Cleveland, where Paul had been
born and brought up. His very success-
ful sporting goods store was there, need-
ing a manager. It was a ready-made job
for Paul.
So he took it.

The first son

There actually wasn't much else he
could do. He and Jackie were expecting
a baby, their son Scott.
Paul had always loved sports. And with

his personality, he was a natural sales-

man. But the dream of acting stayed with
him. It made no sense—a couple of years
later, when he and Jackie were expecting
their second baby—that he should pull up
stakes and go back to Yale.
But he did. It was a compulsion. With

Jackie and Scott and the baby-to-be, he
went back to Yale's drama school and
to the friends he had made during the war
years.
With his looks, the distance from Yale

in New Haven to tv in New York was a
mere stroll.

From the moment he showed his face in

the casting offices, Paul Newman was hot
and he did show after show after show.

Ginger Rogers sat with Ethel Mer-
man at the Harwyn Club and men-
tioned her night-club debut at the
HavoCa Riviera. "You'll find this

out, about working in night clubs,"
Miss Merman warned her, "there'll

always be someone at a back table
complaining he can't hear a word
you're singing—while you hear
every word he's complaining."

Leonard Lyons
in the New York Post

The money wasn't big but it was more
than the sporting goods store paid him.
He took a place down on Long Island for
himself and his family. But it wasn't
folksy as had been Cleveland, the old
home town, the old home acquaintances.
That didn't matter to Paul anyway. He

was living in another world, the world of

theatrical excitement, of dreams, of hopes.
To Jackie it mattered terribly. She hated
the insecurity of it, the wildness of it.

And while people in the tv studios were
always flocking around Paul, telling him
how spectacular his success would be. . .

.

Jackie stayed down on Long Island, aloof
from such an atmosphere.

Paul meets Joanne

Less than six months after he had left

Yale, Paul was signed as understudy for
the stage production of Picnic. There he
met Joanne Woodward.
Once a show has opened, the under-

studies have nothing to do. Nothing to do
but sit backstage and hope, and talk and
talk and talk.

Their minds fell, in love long before
their hearts did. The most enduring loves
often start this way, mind meeting mind,
compatibility meeting compatibility, en-
thusiasm igniting enthusiasm. It was this

way with Joanne and Paul. Night after
night, as they talked and talked and
talked, they told themselves they were
nothing but friends. Very fine friends.

Wonderful friends.
Only Joanne was such an unusual girl.

And Paul was such an unusual fellow.

I
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in business and industry and socially. Don't be handicapped all
your life. Be a High School graduate. Start your training now.
Free Bulletin on request. No obligation.

American School, Dept. H51 4, Drexel at 58th,Chicago 37

IMITATIONDIAMOND RINGS
$1.49 b

e
o
a
t
c
h
h£r

r $2.49
Gorgeous Solitaire and Wedding
Ring set with beautiful imitation
diamonds in 1/30 14 Kt. Yellow
Gold Plate or Sterling- Silver or
White Gold color effect on a
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. SEND
NO MONEY. Pay Postman on de-
livery plus postal charges. If you
send cash or monev order with
order we pay postage.
Harem Co., "The House of Rings"

30 Church St., Dept. C170
New York 7, N. Y.

CORNS
also Calluses. Quick, easy,

HlOVCti |yy

M0SC0
and economical. Just rub
on. Invisible. Jars, 35^, 60^.

At your druggist. Money
refunded if not satisfied.
Moss Co., Rochester, N. Y.

U. S. SAVINGS BONDS
ARE

DEFENSE BONDS

OH, MY
ACHING BACK
Now ! You can get the fast relief you need from

nagging backache, headache and muscular aches
and pains that often cause restless nights and mis-
erable tired-out feelings. When these discomforts
come on with over-exertion or stress and strain—
you want relief—want it fast ! Another disturbance
may be mild bladder irritation following wrong
food and drink— often setting up a restless un-
comfortable feeling.

For quick relief get Doan's Pills. They work fast
in 3 separate ways : 1. by speedy pain-relieving ac-
tion to ease torment of nagging backache, head-
aches, muscular aches and pains. 2. by their sooth-
ing effect on bladder irritation. 3. by their mild
diuretic action tending to increase output of the 1

6

miles of kidney tubes.
Find out how quickly this 3-way medicine goes to

work. Enjoy a good night's sleep and the same happy
relief millions have for over 60 years. Ask for new,
large size and save monev



KID, YOU'VE GOT TALENT."

"Kid, you got talent," said the plump, well-dressed man as he bit on his dollar

cigar. "But you got to get off that dreamy kick. When you sing for me I want the

hell sung out of a sung. Belt it right down their throats."

The 'kid' was about twenty. He wasn't tall, but he

wasn't short. He had large velvet eyes, a shock of Italian-

black hair and high cheekbones. He wasn't handsome
either. And though his waiter's uniform—the smallest the

restaurant owner could find—hung loosely on his gaunt

frame, he wasn't as frail as you might think.

But to the casual observer the 'kid' was just about as

unimpressive as the cup of coffee he was setting down
before the big man.

"I don't know what you mean by belting it out, Sir," the

kid replied.

"Louder, kid, louder. That's what I mean. Now you sing

here in this joint every night. Instead of that sick-cow

symphony stuff you hand 'em, you ought to give 'em a few

jazzy numbers. Make 'em tap their feet. Make 'em

happy! You don't want to be a singing waiter all your life, do you?"
"Well, not exactly," the kid replied. "But I don't think I ought to sing that—that

—

well, whatever you called it. I don't feel that kind of music inside."

The fat man got up. "Kid, the one thing you got to learn in show business is to do
what you're told. Now I book singers. I know what people go for. You'll never get no
place by singin' only what you feel. You young guys are all alike. Think you know
everything. Why you couldn't get a job with a fourth-rate band, now, could you?"
The kid shook his head slowly.

"There. You see what I mean? Take my advice, kid. Get some hot licks in your
throat and you might amount to something."

The big man threw a dime on the table and left.

One man, in a far corner of the room watched the kid as though he were planning

something. When the boy passed his table, he called him over.

"I heard what that loud-mouth told you a few minutes ago," said the man. "Forget
him. I've been by three or four times in the last month and I think you're getting

better. You've got a kind of funny little slide in your voice. Don't lose it. Stick to

the songs you feel, no matter what anybody tells you. I'm a musician, a horn man.
But I'm forming a band of my own. How'd you like to front the male side for me?"

"Mister you just name the time and the place. I'll be there!"

"Hey, wait a minute," the man hollered to the kid as he headed for the phone to

call his mother, "how will I bill you? What name are you going to use?"
The kid yelled back, "Just call me Frankie! Frank Sinatra! What's yours?"
"I've got two first names," the man laughed. "Put 'em together and call me

Harry James."

Frank can now be seen in Columbia's Pal Joey and will soon be in United
Artists' Kings Go Forth.

As people falling in love with one an-
other always discover. . . .

For instance, Paul discovered the first

dollar Joanne had ever earned was when
she swiped jonquils out of her family's
backyard and sold them in the front yard
for five cents a bunch. By the time she
was six, she was directing and starring in
front-porch shows and dragging people in
off the Georgia streets and charging them
a nickel for watching. She was just
twenty-one when she had broken into tv
in New York, on no less than a Robert
Montgomery show. She had graduated
from the Neighborhood Playhouse Dra-
matic School a mere two weeks before,
and there she was, earning $300 for a very
few minutes' work.
But she had handicaps to overcome.

There was, Joanne told Paul, nothing
worse than being a shy Southern girl, a
Georgia girl who didn't want to be a belle
or a flirt. She had an accent she had to
get rid of, and she hoped to cure her ter-
rible thriftiness that wouldn't let her ever
throw anything away, made her go to
shops and see the $500 dresses and come

4-U^_

lars, and which let her know more ways
to prepare left-over foods than he could
possibly believe.
Such foolish things Joanne told Paul,

back stage, night after night.

Just talking

Paul told her his dreams, his theories
about acting, about his wife, his son, about
how he had loathed the sporting goods
business. He told Joanne how he hated
ordinary sociability—like cocktail parties,
for instance. She hated them too. He
said, if he ever got a movie offer, he didn't
think he'd like Hollywood. Joanne said
she already had movie offers, but she
didn't think she'd like Hollywood either.

And so on and on and on.
They had excitements to share, too,

these two eager people. There were those
rare but wonderful nights when they ac-
tually went on, standing in for Ralph
Meeker and Janice Rule. Sometimes it

would be Paul's evening, when Joanne
would be off-stage, just the understudy.
Sometimes it was her evening, and there
were a couple of memorable times when
+V>*M? aftnallv wftrp both in t.bp show

By the time Picnic closed in the summer
:

of 1954, Paul Newman and Joanne Wood-
ward knew what had happened to them.

|

They had fallen in love. Being honorable
people, they were in a panic about it.

It was Joanne who did something about
it. She decided to take a vacation in Hoi- I

lywood. She bought herself a round-
trip tourist ticket and hoped she could
forget New York. That's what she told
herself, forget New York. She meant to
forget Paul Newman.
She tried to wear herself out so that

she would sleep at night and not dream
of him. She did seven TV shows in suc-
cession in New York in less than seven
weeks, then came to Hollywood and did
three—but that took three months, three
lonely, bitter months.
She went back to New York and be-

came engaged to a charming man who is

still one of her best friends. But 20th-
Fox had seen her last tv show, sent for
her and signed her. That began her series
of treks back and forth across the coun-
try. She kept turning down scripts and
once, for a test, she arrived in Holly-
wood on Thanksgiving Day; she didn't

know a soul in town and ate her dinner
i

alone in a drug store.

Forgetting at all costs

When she heard that Paul Newman was i

coming to Hollywood for Tfie Silver
Chalice she rushed back to New York.
She tried to get out of her film contract

—

but they wouldn't release her. She tagged
herself a rebel with a clause, broke her !

engagement to the nice man, got herself 1

engaged to another nice man, and a little
J

later broke that.

There is one thing about being a name.
News is printed about you.
Joanne, after The Silver Chalice was i

finished, could easily discover from the

'

theatrical news just where Paul was—and I

try not to be there. So when he returned
to New York late in December, 1954, she*

left for Hollywood, accepting the script of 1

Count Three and Pray. Then she made
A Kiss Before Dying. This brought her
up to 1955.

A small world
And 1955 brought Paul to Hollywood

again, to make The Rack. On a sound
stage Joanne and Paul ran into one an-
other.

He hadn't seen her with her new blonde'
hair. He hadn't seen her slimmed down
to 108 pounds, and looking svelte and so-
phisticated in her new Hollywood ward-:!

robe—and the happiness blazing on her I

face at sight of him made it almost impos-
sible for him not to take her into his armsj
then and there.

But again they tried, this time living in

the same curious small town. They care-
fully avoided each other. It wasn't until,

very late in 1956 that Jackie Witte New-
man agreed to a separation, and it was a

full year after that before Joanne and,
Paul ever went out to a party together,,

even let their names become "an item."

They are giving themselves a two-,i
j

months honeymoon in Europe, whereii
|

neither of them has ever been before.

Their house is being built, and there just

may be a chance that it will be reasly for

them to move into on their return. It'j

won't matter to Joanne and Paul too^

much if it isn't.

For now they can be together, openly
and freely, eating Joanne's marvelous
cooking, reading, talking, listening to rec-

ords, being in love.

Forever, they believe. ... end

Joanne and Paul are together in 20th--

Fox's The Long, Hot Summer. Paul will'
j

appear in MGM's Cat On A Hot Train
Roof, and for Warner Bros, in The Left



the shocking life of brigitte bardot

(Continued from page 23) tragic secret

that made Garbo, still young, become a
recluse, give up movies, refuse to wear
make-up or even walk in the streets with-
out heavy black veils over her lovely face.

That is the fear that made Claudette Col-
bert, ordinarily the most obliging of wom-
en, a demon in front of the cameras

—

fighting for just the right angle, just the
right profile, until she was the gossip of

New York and Hollywood. That is the
reason—the only reason—behind Marilyn
Monroe's famous latenesses; she spends
those extra hours before her mirror, des-
perately applying make-up to what she
considers a disfiguring 'bump' on her nose,

arranging and rearranging her hair to

cover her "bad, bad face." And that is

why Kim Novak permits herself to be
criticised, even laughed at, for the long
minutes she spends staring at herself in

any mirror she happens to pass, why she
cannot seem to tear herself away from her
own image, gazing back with fear-filled

eyes.

And it is that which has made Brigitte

Bardot, the youngest and most desired of
them all, a divorcee, a self-styled "shocker,"
and an attempted suicide at the age of

twenty-three. . .

.

This is her story.

Brigitte Bardot was born in Paris. There
were, it is true, more beautiful babies born
that day, but if her parents were disap-
pointed they hid it well. They had, besides,
other things to think about. Papa was a
manufacturer, concerned greatly with the
technical problems involved in marketing
liquid oxygen. Mama, who operated a dress
shop and was known, even in Paris, for
her personal chic, was pleased to be get-
ting her excellent figure back. There was
no lack of money, no lack of care for
Brigitte. She was to have the best of every-
thing.

But something was wrong. As Brigitte
grew from baby to little girl, even the best
hairdresser couldn't get her lank blonde
hair to curl. The best dentist could only
report that there was no infection in her
gums that gave her bottom lip that swollen
look. She was born that way, and that was
all there was to that.

Make the best of it

Mama and Papa sighed philosophically.
It appeared that little Brigitte would never
be a credit to the dress shop, clothed in
blue velvet, showing off to the customers. It

appeared that Papa had better keep his
photos of his baby daughter in the desk
drawer when important clients visited his
offices in the factory. But so what? She
was still their daughter, still their Brigitte,
and they loved her. She would always
know that, and nothing else would matter.
But it is hard to keep the facts of life

from a child, even when you insulate her
iii an elaborate nursery and make sure
her nurse finds only the finest children
for her playmates. It's hard to keep a
little girl from creeping off into a dark
corner to torture a stray lock of hair
around a dampened finger, praying that
just once it will curl like Shirley Temple's.
It's hard to keep a little girl from looking
at her face in the mirror instead of at the
pretty dresses Mama brings home—look-
ing and looking—and turning away in hate.
She grew up lonely and frightened. The

world, to her, was full of pretty girls—
and she was the only ugly duckling. She
hid her scared eyes behind glasses. She
envied the others, the handsome and as-
sured youngsters she played with, so
imuch that she couldn't bear to be with
[them. "I detest them all!" she said angrily
when Mama, concerned, askt

was home so much when other girls were
roller-skating, tea-partying together. "I

like to stay home. So I'm lazy—so what?"
But Mama was not to be deceived for-

ever. It was not good for a child to be
always indoors, brooding. "I do not mind
what you choose to do," she told Brigitte

finally, "but you must do something to

get out of the house, be with people. Per-
haps you would like to take a course.
Singing? Painting? Dancing? I give you
your choice, ma chere. But you must pick
something, and do it."

Brigitte couldn't draw, and she knew it.

The idea of singing, standing up before
rows of staring eyes, was too horrible to

contemplate. But dancing—that wasn't so
bad. There would be a whole crowd
making the same movements, and she
would perhaps be at the end of the line

where no one would notice her.
So, at the age of ten, Brigitte Bardot

bought her first tutu and ballet slippers

—

and walked in them into a new world.

Unaccustomed joy

The obvious had happened. She had
discovered her body. And that—oh, that
was quite a different matter from her
swollen-lipped face. Even at ten, her
body had grace. Her body had charm.
Her body could do things that Brigitte
had never dreamed of—twirl, leap, bend,
soar! Far from hiding her at the end of
a line, her teacher dragged her out to the
center of the floor over and over again.
"Watch how la petite Mile. Bardot does
it," he would admonish the other children.
And Brigitte, her face flushed with an
unaccustomed joy, would float as if she
wore invisible wings on her straight little

back.

When she was thirteen she, and a
hundred and fifty other girls, took the
test for entrance into the National Con-
servatory of Music and Dancing. For the
next week, her parents walked almost on
tiptoe around the house—the slightest
harsh word would send Brigitte into ner-
vous tantrums, the suspense had her so
keyed up. At the end of the week, Mama
walked into the old nursery—now Bri-
gitte's bedroom—and found her daughter
in tears on the bed, an official-looking
letter crumpled in her hand.
Madame Bardot clucked her tongue

sympathetically and reached out to take
her daughter in her arms. "There, there.
You'll try again next year—you'll pass
next year."

But the face Brigitte raised to her was
radiant below the tears. "I did pass!
Seven other girls and me!" The tears
were of joy.

She was going to be a ballerina!

For the next two years she lived and
breathed dancing.
And at school she was still tongue-tied

Brigitte, sure she was being laughed at
behind her back, snickered at whenever
she stood up in class to answer a ques-
tion, because of "my ugly face." But at
the Conservatory—there she was La Bar-
dot, star pupil. There no one looked at
her face—their eyes followed her flashing,
graceful body as it whirled through in-
tricate routines. There her body was
queen.
When she was fifteen her parents finally

gave in to her pleas—they allowed her to
drop out of her academic courses and
concentrate entirely on dancing.
And so, for a while, she was happy.

But then a strange thing suddenly hap-
pened.

"I need money," said Brigitte Bardot to
one of the girls at the school. Why, she

OPPORTUNITIES
FOR YOU

For rates,

write COMBINED CLASSIFIED

\^ 529 W. Madison, Chicago 6

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN (CW-M8)
$10.00 GUARANTEED PER 1000 Pieces Addressed & Mailed—Free Mailing Pieces, Names & Stamps Given Also. Send
25c—Postage & Handling. National Mailer Com. 1627 E. 33rd
St., Lorain, Ohio.
BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrating
Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. Forfreesam-
ples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 1985C, Glendale, Calif.

MAKE MONEY AT home assembling our items. No tools.
Experience unnecessary. Lee Manufacturing, Dept. 32,
8507-W 3rd, Los Angeles 48, California.

HOMEWORKERS: ASSEMBLE HANDLACED precut moc-
casins and bags. Good earnings. California Handicrafts, Los
Angeles 46-A, California.

HOMEWORKERS WANTED I GUARANTEED Pay! No Sell-
ing I Everything Furnished I National, Box 88C, Boston 22,
M assachusetts.

$200. MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewing Babywear! No house
selling! Send stamped, addressed envelope. "Cuties,"
Warsaw 2, Indiana.

$200. MONTHLY REPORTED, preparing envelopes! Reveal-
in g method, 25c! Economy, Box 2580-C, Greensboro, N.C.
MAKE $25 to $35 weekly mailing envelopes. Our instructions
reveal how. Glenway, Box 6568, Cleveland 1, Ohio.

$75.00 WEEKLY POSSIBLE preparing mail, (details 10c)
N ovelty, Box 78247-C, Los Angeles 16, California.

MAKE MONEY CLIPPING Newspaper ItemsFor Publishers!
Newscraft, CW-983-E. Main, Columbus 5, Ohio.
DRESSES 18c (USED), Blouses 39c, Men's Shirts 99c. Free
Cata logue. Ace, 196-CW5, Brooklyn 31, New York.

SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time. Easy,
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 2, Ark.

EARN SEWING PRE-Cut Ties. Write Jud San, Box 2107,
Cleveland 8, Ohio, Dept. CWC-5.
EXTRA DOLLARS HOURLYI Work at Home! Sparetime!
Beecomp, Dansville, New York.

BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES
GROW A LIVING Miniature Forest or orchard (only inches
high), that bears tasty tiny fruit at home. Learn amazing
Dwarfing secretsl Fascinating hobby. Profitable Home-busi-
ness Opportunity. Free Seeds and Plan. (State your age)
Miniature Nurseries, Dept. MY, Gardena, California.

GUARANTEED HOMEWORK! IMMEDIATE Commissions!
Free Outfits! Hirsch's, 1301-42 Hoe, New York City 59.

MAKE EXTRA MONEY making costume jewelry. It's easy.
Free Details. Don-Bar, 3511 Armitage, E-473, Chicago 47, 111.

$30-$60 WEEKLY sparetime preparing, mailing envelopes. In-
structions $1 .j^fjjndaW^Jjejss^lf^
EARN EXTRA CASH I Prepare Advertising Postcards. Lang-
dons, Box 41107C, Los A ngeles 41, California.

MAKE YOUR TYPEWRITER Earn Money. Send $1.00
Hughes, 7004-B Diversey, Chicago 35.

AGENTS & HELP WANTED
IT AINT SELLIN'—just servicing! Stores make money for
you every open hour. Tremendously successful. Free Book
tells all. Write, G. S. Harris, Novo, Inc., 1166 Milwaukee,
Chicago 22, Illinois.

60% PROFIT COSMETICS $25 day up. Hire others. Samples,
details. Studio Girl-Hollywood, Glendale, Calif., Dept. 1985H.
HONEST TO GOODNESS "Stay-At-Homework" I We Pay
Weekly! Securall, Box 1450, Pasadena, California.

EASY HANDWORK MAKES profitable articles. Sample
Free. Sunmade, Brockton 64, Massachusetts.

MUSIC & MUSICAl INSTRUMENTS
POEMS WANTED FOR New Songs and Recording. Imme-
diate Consideration. Send Poems. Songcrafters, Box 6145,
Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn.
HIT RECORDS 30c. Catalog Free. Wickens, 1139-C W. Sum-
mer, Appleton, Wis.

FOREIGN & U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS
HIGH PAYING J08S, Opportunities, foreign, USA. All trades.
Companies pay fare. For information write Dept. 57T National
Employment Information, 1020 Broad, Newark, New Jersey.

FIGHT CANCER
WITH A CHECKUP
(See your doctor)

AND A CHECK
(Send it now)
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"You oughta
be in Movies,"
the producer said . . .

There's a true Cinderella story of a

world-wide search for a girl to co-star

with Marlon Brando in Warners' Sayonara

—which ended in Hollywood's own back

yard.

Producer William Goetz, director Josh-

ua Logan and Solly Baiano, Warners'

talent executive, began their search in

Japan and carried it throughout the Far

East, Europe and every sizable city in the

United States, trying to find just the

right gal to co-star with Marlon Brando.

Finally, discouraged, they decided to

settle on a well-known actress when they

spotted Miiko Taka at the Nisei Festival

in Los Angeles last fall.

"But," says Miiko, "I thought they were

kidding me. You know, you hear the

stories about 'y°u ought to be in movies'

—

and besides I didn't think I was an actress.

"I finally decided to test for the role

when my friends kept insisting," she said.

"And when they told me I had the role,

I couldn't believe it!"

It is ironic that during Warner Bros.

search for a leading lady in Hollywood,

Miss Taka—who was born in this country

—was taking her first trip to Japan to visit

her grandparents. When the search moved

to Japan, Miss Taka was en route back

to the United States. It was the merest

chance that brought the talent searchers

and Miiko together.

of the oxygen factory? Had the customers
lost interest in Mama Bardot's particular

taste in clothes? Her friend wondered,
but didn't ask. If Brigitte needed money
it could only be for one thing—to stay in

school. And that she must do. So she
looked her over thoughtfully.

"Well, you can't type and you can't take

shorthand, and you mustn't take a job

standing all day selling behind a counter

—

you would ruin your feet. So there's only
one thing. You must model part-time. I

do it often. It pays very well."

Brigitte stared at her dumfounded.
Model? The girl must be mad. Models
were beautiful, not ugly. She would be
laughed at instantly. But she couldn't

say so out loud. So she accepted silently

the copy of the fashion magazine offered

to her, took down the names of some
agencies, and promised to think it over.

And that night in bed she looked
-

you took their faces apart, she discovered,
most models were not precisely beautiful.

Interesting, yes. Photogenic, yes. And
they had good figures. Brigitte crept out
of bed and stared at herself in the mirror.

For the first time she examined her body
less for what it could do on the ballet

stage than for what it was. And she had
to admit—it wasn't bad. For all her ex-
ercising, her legs had not grown knotty
as most dancers' do, her bosom had not
grown flat. Indeed, for a fifteen-year-old
girl—she was, you might say, well-devel-
oped.

"All right," said Brigitte, shivering in

the chilly room, "I'll try. If they laugh
at me—so what?"
But they didn't laugh. They looked at

her perhaps a little doubtfully, and then
a man said, "Here. Go change into this

and come back." He handed her a scanty
bathing suit, showed her a dressing room.
Behind the curtained doorway, Brigitte

climbed into the suit. She took a deep
breath and walked out.

And they very definitely didn't laugh.

The road up

The bathing suits got briefer and briefer,

the nightgowns she posed in flimsier and
flimsier. It never occurred to Brigitte

that she was doing anything odd, appear-
ing half-naked before strange men, posing
provocatively. It was so simple to her.

Her body, her great blessing, was getting

her what she wanted, as it had since she
discovered it when she was ten. It so

enchanted these men that they never
seemed to notice her face, seemed scarcely

interested in it at all. Her body was earn-
ing the money she needed to go on with
her dancing. It was wonderful, truly won-
derful.

And even more wonderful when one of

the photographers fell in love with her.

His name was Roger Vadim, and he
was a photographer-journalist for Paris-

Match. That alone was enough to im-
press Brigitte, for Paris-Match is the

French equivalent of Life Magazine, and
to be pictured in it—is success. But there

was more to Roger than that. He was
older, handsome, and ambitious.

"I am going to be a film director," he
told Brigitte at their first meeting. "I am
going to make movies that will be shown
all over the world. I will be very rich,

very famous."
She believed him. Nervously, she in-

vited him to a little party at her house.

There would be some friends from the

ballet school. To her amazement, he said

yes.

Which came first that night—love, or the

great idea? Neither of them knew. Bri-

gitte danced with her friends, flirted a lit-

tle with one of the boys from school who
had taken to following her about a bit. But
from the corner of her eye, she watched
Roger, and in a corner of her mind she

wished that the others would leave eariy

—

and Roger would stay. As for him, he
watched only Brigitte. There was some-
thing about her—charming, enticing, inno-

cent and provocative at the same time.

She moved her body like a young cat

—

yet she seemed to have no idea that every
man in the room was entranced by her.

Her face glowed with youth and beauty,

her lips pouted adorably—and yet he had
heard that she thought she was homely as

a hag.

If she were his, he would teach her
how beautiful she was, how precious. He
would—he would make an actress of her,

a movie star, a dream of all men. If she

loved him too, he would

—

No, they never knew which came first.

But by the time the others said good night

and drifted away, by the time Brigitte and

already almost decided that they were in

love. And by the time they were done
talking at three o'clock in the morning,
Brigitte was almost convinced that not
only would she be Roger's bride, but a
movie star as well.

For he had said everything so exactly
right. He had told her his brilliant plans,

1

and she cried out, "You are crazy! A
movie star, me? With this face, this

wrinkly nose, bulging lips?" And he had
not told her the truth—that she was
beautiful. That, she wouldn't believe; not
yet. Later she would see it herself, grad-
ually, as the whole world fell in love
with her. But now he said only, "They'll
never notice your face, Brigitte. We'll
show them your wonderful body—"
Mama and Papa smiled indulgently

when Brigitte told them she and Roger
wished to marry. They liked Roger, they
would have no objections if, in three
years, they still felt the same way. Surely
they would not mind waiting until Brig-
itte was eighteen?

It seemed reasonable to them both. It

would give Brigitte a chance to grow up,
Roger a chance to learn the art of film

directing.

Three years later, on Brigitte's eight-
eenth birthday, both dreams came true . . .

it seemed. They were married, and they
began work on the first Brigitte Bardot
picture, directed by Roger Vadim. It was
not a low, but a tiny-budget picture—but
it was theirs. While they worked on it,

they were happy. Roger coached Brigitte

in every scene—every pout, every wiggle,

every flirtatious glance was carefully di-

rected. Brigitte adored him. She would
wake in the night to stare silently at the I

wonder of having him lying beside her.

When money ran out, her parents sent 1

some, and the Vadims ate well for a week.
They were happy.
Then the picture was completed. Bri-

gitte saw it. That night when Roger got
!

home, his wife was nowhere to be found,
j

Worried, he called her parents, her friends.

No one had seen her. His worry turned
j

to terror. In a borrowed car he searched
the streets of Paris until he found her— *

leaning on the rail of a bridge, sobbing as '

if her heart would break.
"I'm so ugly," she wept as he bundled

her into a coat and drove her home. "So
'

ugly. ... I never knew just how ugly . . .
(

like an old hag "
1

He couldn't get her to stop crying.
a

The road continues v

But she went on making movies, trying

to get more work whenever a film was -

completed. It would be wrong to say that

Roger forced her into a career she hated—

-

entirely wrong. For like the other beau- 5

ties who have lived with her fear, Brigitte

constantly tried to prove to herself that

she was wrong and everyone else was
right—she was pretty. She showed her-
self over and over, hoping that the miracle
would happen: someone would say,;;

"You're beautiful!" and she—she would
believe it. And in the meantime, she had
her "wonderful body." In that, she did

believe. She put it on display as much as

the law would allow—and in France, that's
'

a good deal. She developed, under Roger's"

tutelage, a wiggle that would have made
Monroe blush scarlet.

Naturally, she became famous.
Not outside of France—her pictures

were banned in almost every country.

But in France, by the time she was
j

twenty-one, she was queen at the box-']

office, queen of the fan-mail, queen of i

the dreams of a million men. Roger won!
success not only because of her, but be-

j

cause of his own talent as a director.'!

They should have been ideally happy.
]



her own publicity, seeing her name in

lights, her face on the screen, it was as

if she had climbed to a high place on a

shakey ladder—as if any moment she

would look back and the ladder would be

gone, the world would be saying, Ugly

girl, how you have deceived us! and she

would fall faster and harder than she had
climbed. On the set, she went further and

further with her exposure of herself, her

handling of risque scenes. Offstage the

quotes she gave out to newsmen were
carefully planned to make her as sexy as

possible:

"I do not own a bra. If the weather

gets very, very cold, then maybe I put

on a little thin pair of panties. Other-
wise

—

"I do not like lipstick. I like to kiss,

and if I wear lipstick it makes a big mess
for the man and me.

"I only play myself on the screen. That
is why I like free, wild, sexy parts."

She threw herself into a dozen activi-

ties to keep herself from thinking. She
developed a tremendous love of animals,

once tried to persuade Roger to adopt a

goat—to live in their apartment's bath-

room. She read murder mysteries the

way a chain smoker smokes. She devel-

oped odd fears—of men in uniforms, of

fires, sudden death. And more and more
often, there were the lonely walks in the

night, the tears on the bridges of Paris.

Faced with this new, tense Brigitte,

Roger no longer knew the right things to

say. Brigitte would walk into the house,

her hair uncombed, her makeup askew.
A second later she would be leaving again.

"Where are you going?"
She would turn, looking at him with a

peculiar expression. "I'm going to a dance
with one of the extras from the movie.
A boy."
Roger thought he was proving his love.

"All right. Have fun."
But to Brigitte all it meant was that

he had finally realized that she was noth-
ing, that he no longer cared. Why should
he? Working all day in the studio, he
had plenty of chance to compare her to

the really pretty girls. She was abso-
lutely confident that he had found one
for himself.
In the end, he did.

Roger was kind

When the marriage broke up, these two
people who had understood each other so

well no longer had even an idea of what
the other was thinking. "Brigitte may tell

you," Roger said in an interview, "that
we broke up because I was jealous. But
that is not true. I was never jealous of
her. Maybe I should have smacked her
the first time she looked at another man.
But she always looked so innocent."
And the papers that carried that story

also carried a quote from Brigitte, an

unusually honest one. "How could I be-
lieve he loved me? He was never jeal-

ous. ..."

There was a long separation while the

divorce—a difficult matter in France—was
arranged. On the day the final papers

were served, Roger Vadim's pretty girl

friend gave birth to his baby, a daughter,

in a Paris hospital.

Brigitte, interviewed by excited re-

porters, gave out one of her typical state-

ments to the press. "Of course I knew
about the baby. I am very happy for them
both. I have bought a beautiful crib for

a present—and I have asked to be god-
mother if they like."

Even in France, that made headlines.

The next day Brigitte had another an-
nouncement to make. "It is wrong to

blame the break-up of my marriage on
my husband. You see, I fell in love with
another man." Who?
"Jean-Louis Trintignant. It is funny,

no? You see, he plays my lover in And
God Created Woman, so Roger must direct

us in the love scenes together!"
Very funny, no.

This reality

What has developed between Jean-Lou
and Brigitte since that day is real enough.
Real enough so that he, a handsome young
actor, has finally asked his estranged wife

for a divorce—they were separated before

he met Brigitte . . . and was refused
firmly, for his wife is an ardent Catholic.

Real enough so that Brigitte has taken an
apartment where she can cook for Jean-
Lou, wait for him when he is away on a
picture assignment, and give out quotes
like, "We have fallen very, very much
in love. We are acting like mad people.

There is no organization in our lives. In

any case, what other people think doesn't

worry me at all."

And real enough so that, according to

her closest friends, only weeks ago, Bri-
gitte attempted to end her life with sleep-

ing pills.

That is not the end of the story. The
attempt failed, and was of course denied.
Brigitte took off on a skiing tour in a
secluded village. And Jean-Lou with some
understanding told the press, "Underneath,
Brigitte has a deep sensitivity. Beneath
all that varnish, there is a true woman,
one who is self-tortured and unhappy. I

say to myself, This girl is lost, and maybe
I can bring something to her."

Maybe he can.

Maybe some day he will be able to bring
marriage to go along with his love, and
a sense of security and some 'organiza-
tion.'

Maybe he will even be able to bring her
the greatest gift of all—the greatest gift

to the Garbos, the Monroes, the Brigitte

Bardots—the gift of belief in themselves,
and in their beauty. end

honey, you can have a baby

(Continued from page 41) a real love, a
real home for the first time in your life.

A home not likely to vanish in a puff of
smoke, a love not endangered by a small
quarrel or even a big trouble. You've
proved that you can stand by your hus-
band no matter what. You have a life now,
ijto bring a child into.

I
And yet, there is no baby.

I You have had two miscarriages, trying.
We know that. The first brought an end to
a pregnancy you hadn't even admitted to.

You were making The Prince And The
Show Girl then, and it was your first

movie on your own, the movie that was
o prove to the world that the dumb-

blonde bit you'd been playing off-screen
and on for so long was just an act. But it

was a glamorous part, and nothing was to

spoil the impression you wanted to make.
So you said you weren't pregnant, and you
and Arthur and a fev close friends hugged
the secret in private—you were going to

have a baby. There would be plenty of
time to announce it when the picture was
done.
But the announcement was never made.

The baby was never born. All the world
got was the sudden ring of truth in your
sad denials: "No, I'm not pregnant. Please,
leave me alone."
That was the first time.
The second—well, the second is more

than half a year behind now—yet it still

hurts to think of it. Those weeks of

For the best in
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with ANNA MAGNANI

The young American was thrilled.

He had been in Rome only a few days

and he had found the perfect apartment.

What's more, movie star Anna Magnani

lived in the same building.

"You'll see her," a neighbor told him.

"if you get up early enough. Just look

out in the courtyard." Then she laughed,

but she wouldn't explain why.

"Just look out in the courtyard," she

repeated. She lowered her voice for added

significance.

"And just think," she said, "it's the

best grade beef!" She would say nothing

more.

The mystery was too much for the

young man. He left his door ajar so that

he would hear the famous actress if she

came down the stairs, and spent a sleep-

less night.

Sure enough, around dawn there were

footsteps on the stairs. He crept to the

door and peeked out.

Anna Magnani was coming down the

staircase. Her arms were outstretched

and she held her skirt out like an apron.

It was filled with great chunks of raw

red beef!

She continued down the stairs and

out of sight. Before he could get to the

window, the young man was aware of a

squalling in the courtyard.

Then he saw Miss Magnani walk out

into the sunlight, surrounded by a hun-

dred yowling furry objects.

Anna Magnani was feeding the home-

less cats of Rome!

happiness in the privacy of your first real

home with Arthur. The glow when you
admitted there was a baby coming. The
talk, the plans, the sense of fulfillment.

And then—the nightmare ride to the hos-
pital and the knowledge that this baby,
too, would never be born.
A baby so young that even the doctors

could not tell you if it would have been a

boy or a girl—and it, too, had to die.

Do you know, Marilyn, that we still get

letters—all these months later—weeping
M\ true.

And sometimes they ask, "Why doesn't
Marilyn try again?"
For you said you would. We remember

the pictures of you when Arthur took you
home from the hospital. You smiled for

the cameramen and you walked down the
steps yourself, though you shouldn't have.
You waved your hand from the window
of the ambulette and you said in a loud
brave voice: "I'm going to have a big
family. A big family—

"

Marilyn, is it true that you've changed
your mind? We hear that it is. That you've
been tired and weak, that your recovery
had left not physical scars but a more dan-
gerous wound—discouragement, despair.

We hear now that you are afraid to try

again, afraid you were never meant to

have that one greatest joy—a child to love.

That's why we're writing to you this

way. Bringing out into the open things
that are usually left for the privacy of a
husband and wife. We're writing to say
just one thing: you can have a baby.
We've done some checking, asked

around. Your last pregnancy failed be-
cause somehow the baby was conceived,
not in the womb where it should have
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been, but outside it, in the Fallopian tube.

This is an accident, a mischance that does
not, thank God, happen often—but often

enough for the doctors to know all about
it. And the doctors say that there is no
reason why it should ever happen to you
again.
But sometimes it goes deeper than that.

Sometimes there's another barrier that

keeps a woman from bearing a child.

What is the name of that barrier?

Worry? Tension? Fear? Whatever its

name, June Allyson met it once. Do you
remember? She and Dick wanted so to

have a baby. They went to doctors, had
tests made. But time went on and no baby
came and finally June found herself cross-

ing streets to avoid friends with baby bug-
gies, or a child waiting for its mama. They
were bad days for the Powells, and then

they adopted Pam. They found her in

an orphanage in Tennessee, where so

many movie stars have adopted children,

and her brown eyes smiled at them. There
were papers to fill out and time to wait,

but finally they carried Pam home—and
that might have been the end of the story,

the three of them, happily ever after. But
it wasn't the end. For the next year June

—

without benefit of doctors and tests, with-
out fear, without even thinking about it, it

seemed—became pregnant and gave birth

to a son. Now (as you'll notice on page 34)

there are four of them—June and Dick,

Pam and Richy, to share the ever-after.

A natural miracle

An isolated example? No, not at all. Lita

Calhoun was another one who finally be-

came pregnant—after almost adopting a
|

baby. There are many, many others in

Hollywood. And the adoption agencies will
tell you of literally thousands more—sup-
posedly childless women, who opened
their hearts to a stranger's child, and sud-

j

denly found that they, too, were able to

give birth. There have been volumes writ-
ten, trying to explain why.

It seems sometimes as if there is more
room for a child in a full home than in an
empty house.
And then there are the others, the peo-

ple like Roy Rogers and Dale, whose
homes have found room not only for their
own children, not only for their adopted i

children, but for the children whose real
I

parents can neither care for them nor give
them up altogether—the most homeless
children of all: the foster children. These
children move sometimes from house to

house, going wherever there is room. They
may live in one home for years—or in a
dozen in twelve months. They write to

j

their parents, visit them, love them—and
long for them. For they are nobody's chil-

dren.
And you were one of them once.
We won't go into that now. It's been told

so many times. The years of anguish, the
|

loneliness, the left-out feeling, the hurt.
The changing women who told you to call

them 'Mama'—and the worse ones who
told you not to dare. The 'fathers' who
accepted money for your board and room
from the state—and worked you like a

servant. And the scornful children who
did belong—and saw to it you never forgot
that you did not.

We know that's all behind you. We
know you've earned your love and your
place in the sun, that those years are over
for you now. But, Marilyn, there are other

|

children for whom those years are just

beginning. There are other girls as des-
perately in need of love as you were once,

as homeless in every house.

Love's gift

And all they need is what you have to

offer. Not the material things. But—in

your words—"Love. People caring. Smil-
|

ing. And not being afraid."

If your arms are empty now, they could ;

so easily be filled.

And we don't have to tell you—you
|

know it so well—what such a love could
mean to such a child.

Twice now, we've repeated your own
words to you. Now we'd like you to read
the words of another woman. She once
said this:

"Show business at best is a false exist-

ence. Fame is a fleeting thing. The tinsel

fades. The public may be fickle and forget

you. But your child is always there to love

you and open an umbrella when that

proverbial rainy day comes into your fife.

"A child doesn't care if the critics pan
you. Your child believes you are perfect.

A child doesn't judge you by your bank
account. Your love is its riches and its

love is your gold. A child doesn't care

whether you're under contract or between
jobs. A child doesn't care if you reach
forty and have to take a back seat for

some other rising star. Your heart may
ache, but your child rejoices that you're

home at last—where you belong."
You know who wrote that? Not a poet

or a novelist. Another 'dumb-blonde' as a

matter of fact. Her name is Gracie Allen,

Mrs. George Burns. And she was speaking
of her adopted children.

Think about it for a while.

We believe that—even more than most
women—you are meant to be a mother,
Marilyn. We hope with all our hearts you
make it soon.

With love,

David Myers 1

'



Nancy Hill, Kappa Kappa Gamma,

SOUTHERN METHODIST UNIVERSITY,

says "SOLITAIR is the smoothest,

most natural-looking make-up

Vve ever used—W s fabulous!"

Bobbie Herb, Zeta Tau Alpha,

DUKE UNIVERSITY, says

"I love SOLITAIR! It's lovely for evening but

light enough to look wonderful in daylight.''''

Campus beauties compete

for title of

Campana's College Beauty Queen:

Karen Lee Hukkala,

Delta Zeta,

NORTHWESTERN
UNIVERSITY,

says "SOLITAIR is such a

glamorous make-up . . . and it

stays perfect all day long.''''

Sold at better drug

and all variety stores.

all choose SOLITAIR-
the

rr
moisture miracle" make-up!

The smartest girls in school rate

Solitair the "most glamorous

make-up of all"! Solitair—with a

remarkable new skin discovery called

Vita-Lite—gives such a smooth, fresh,

natural look that it's a campus favorite

by day—a girl's best friend by candlelight!

Smooth on Solitair with a moist

sponge—Vita-Lite penetrates . . . helps

restore moisture... stimulates circulation.

Suddenly you're lovelier than ever

—

and day by day your complexion

improves ... tired lines seem to disappear.

See for yourself. Get Solitair, the

young make-up, so perfect

for skin of any age.

VOTE for yourfavo rite I

Send your vote on a signed postcard or

letter to Campana, Batavia, Illinois.

A Solitair label enclosed will count as

10 extra votes. Voting ends May 1, 1958.

r

Winner will win a

trip to Hawaii

NORTHWEST AIRLINES
will fly her and the companion of her

choice to a fabulous 10-day stay at

the luxurious Royal Hawaiian Hotel

and home again. Northwest's "Aloha
Flight" on a super-smooth DC6-B
takes them on the smart new ap-

proach to Hawaii, via the magnificent

Pacific Northwest.

THE ROYAL HAWAIIAN HOTEL
with its coral-tinted walls and lovely

surrounding palms, is as much a part

of Hawaii as the famous Diamond
Head seen from the Royal's grounds.

Dining service that is world-renowned

. . . sunning and swimming on Royal's

private beach . . . nightly entertain-

ment and dancing.

Truly a dream vacation in the

"land-where-dreams-come-true."



DISCOVERED BY PROCTER & GAMBLE

First and only permanent with
pin curl ease, rod curl strength

Wonderful new soft waves that last and last!

Awonderful new method, wonderful newLiquifix

It's here! The first, the only all-over permanent with

the ease and the lasting quality you've asked for. ..yet

it's so unbelievably soft and natural. That's because

new PIN-IT gives the right kind of waves for the differ-

ent areas of your hair... then locks in your permanent

with special lotion and new Liquifix neutralizer. Best of

all, this new Twice-a-Year PIN-IT keeps your hair just

the way you like it, from the first day to months later.

new twice-a-year

Apply Lotion and Liquifix with New Target-Point Squeeze Bottle





PETER LAWFORD, starofnbc tvs "THE THIN MAN'

"Voia can always toll a HALO girl

Her hair has that look-again look

You can always tell a Halo Girl,

You can tell by the shine of her hair.

The magic glow of a Halo Girl,

Goes with her everywhere.

The magic of Halo shampoo is pure and simple. Halo's modern

cleansing ingredient is the mildest possible . . . the purest possible.

He'll love the satiny shine Halo's rich, rich

brightening-and-smoothing lather brings to your hair.

Get that look-again look, today -with pure, sparkling Halo.

HALOM SHAMPOO
,

I

HALO glorifies as it cleans
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From the bookthat revealed m
more than any girl ever revealed
herself before ! DorothyMalone as
DianaBarrymore,whose sensational
true-life best-seller made million^ |

gasp! Errol Flynn as herfather,
me fantastic JohnBarrymore ,in
his years ofwildness . .

.

. . . and a shocked world said: "Like father, /ike daught

PRESENTED BY WARNER BROS. Co-Starring

EFREM ZIMBALIST, JR. with RAY DANTON, NEVA PATTERSON,
MURRAY HAMILTON, MARTIN MILNER. JOHN DENNIS
Screenplay by ART and JO NAPOLEON • Produced by HENRY BLANKE • Directed by ART NAPOLEON
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Now, with a touch, you roll your deodor-

ant on. Immediately, you're dry underarm;

all day long you're free from perspiration

worries. And always, delicately scented with

a lingering, romantic fragrance. Why not

treat yourself today— be lovelier tonight.r
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ROBERT RICHARD
TAYLOR WIDMARK

The girl is a captive hostage . .

.

at the mercy of the West's

most notorious bandit -killer.

JAKE WADE
Co-starring

With

PATRICIA OWENS • ROBERT MIDDLETON • henry silva • wilumTbowers
Based On the Novel

MARVIN H. ALBERTT
y

• In Cinemascope And METROCOLOR • Directed by JOHN STURGES • Produced by WILLIAM HAWKS
An M-G-M Picture



You never had it so

COOL
Remember those miserable summer days

—when the mercury reached boiling

point and everyone took off for the

nearest beach? Everyone but you, that is!

On "certain" days, you'd he hiding away
with your monthly problems, chafed and

irritated by those horrid pads and belts.

But that's all over and past. Now that

you've changed to Tampax, nothing can

stop you from enjoying the cool freedom
of the beach! You can wear the sleekest

swimsuit, play beauty on the beach or

in the sea—and no one can know your

secret!

There's nothing like the cool con-

venience of Tampax® internal sanitary

protection. It's invisible and unfelt when
in place. There are no pads to chafe, bind

or bulge. Odor can't possibly form. And
you never have disposal or carrying

problems.

You can take off for the beach when-
ever you like! Tampax means "good-by"
to problem days! Convenient to buy
wherever drug products are sold. In

Regular, Super or Junior absorbencies

to suit individual needs. Tampax Incor-

porated, Palmer, Massachusetts.

Invented by a doctor—
now used by millions ofwomen.

Want the real truth? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen,
Box 515, Times Square P.O., N.Y. 36, N.Y. The most interesting
letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies.

9 Anything going on between Tab
Hunter and Venetia Stevenson?

—G.A., Ft. Worth, Tex.
A Nothing serious at this point; friend-

ship only.

9 Doesn't Hollywood have a new
Marilyn Monroe in the offing?

—O.Y., Columbus, Ohio
A Yes, actress Lee Rem/ck.

9 If Sandra Dee earned $40,000 a year
as a model, why did she become an
actress ?

—K.G., New York, N.Y.
A Actresses earn much more.

9 Aren't Lana Turner and Johnny
Stampanato about to make the head-
lines because of their Mexican idyll?

—L.R., Mexico City
A No.

9 I read where Judy Garland's hus-
band used to beat her up regularly,

which is why she wants a divorce.

Jeanne Crain said the same thing

about her husband. And Lex Barker
once blackened Lana Turner's eye. How
come these husbands like to beat up
their wives?

—V.T., Louisville, Ky.
A Husbandly techniques are purely in-

dividualistic in Hollywood.

9 Hasn't Pat Wayne promised his

dad John Wayne that he won't get

married until he's 21?
—T.R., Miami, Fla.

A No.

9 How come Frank Sinatra, Marlon
Brando and Montgomery Clift were
never drafted ?

—S.I., Provo, Utah
A All were classified 4-F.

9 Didn't Debbie Reynolds almost die

while delivering her second child?

—F.G., Newark, N.J.
A No, but she did have a difficult time.

9 Is it true that Earl Holliman doesn't

know his true parents?

—N.T., Baton Rouge, La.

A Yes; Holliman was adopted as a

baby.

9 Is Ricky Nelson going to make a

movie ?

—M.F., Vero Beach, Fla.

A // his Dad can get him the right

vehicle and the right terms.

9 Did David Nelson, Ricky's brother,

bust out of the University of Southern
California ?

—L.T., Los Angeles, Calif.

A David has taken a leave of absence.

9 Is the Victor Mature-Elaine Stew-
art thing serious?

—C.A., Baltimore, Md.
A No.

Q Isn't June Allyson past fortv?

—S.T., Miami, Fla.
A June is just forty.

9 I understand that Frank Sinatra
will never marry Lauren Bacall because
she is too domineering and hard-boiled.

Is that true?

—A.T., New York, N.Y.
A Bacall came up the hard way, struck

it rich, does not mean to be domineering.

And Frankie doesn't care anyway! Lou-
ella tells about it on page 19.

9 Aren't they building up a phony
romance between John Saxon and San-
dra Dee? Or John Saxon and Vicki

Thai?
—T.R., Memphis, Tenn.

A Nothing phony about Saxon-Thai

;

they may already be married. The whole
story is told on page 27.

9 Is Elvis Presley a twin?
—R.T., Biloxi, Miss.

A Yes, his brother died at birth.

9 Who earns more; Bob Wagner
or Natalie Wood?

—F.T., Ely, New
A Wagner.

9 Is Tony Perkins tubercular?

—C.T., Hartford, Conn.
A Once suffered from tuberculosis.

9 Who is rated as the number-one Casa-

nova in Hollywood among Frank Si-

natra, Michael Rennie, Vic Mature,
and Hugh O'Brian?

—G.T., Washington, D.C.

A Sinatra—until Lauren Bacall came
along?

9 Recently the Continental Television

Company paid almost $3,000,000 for a

TV station in Rockford, 111. What movie
star owns that corporation?

—N.T., Rockford, III.

A Bob Hope owns 50%.

© Is there any possibility that Sammy
Davis, Jr. will divorce his new wife to

marry someone else ?

—V.N., Los Angeles, Cal.

A Not much chance at this point.

9 Does Jerry Lewis really have a suite

of eight offices at Paramount?
—L.Y., Chicago, III.

A Yes.



Win a Glorious 17-Day Trip

To Europe- Fat Twot
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NO PUZZLES— NO JINGLES— NOTHING TO BUY

Easy to Enter—Just Write Name and Address on Free Entry

Blank at Any Keepsake Jeweler's Store.

Here's the chance of a lifetime, brought to you by

Keepsake Diamond Rings — the choice of a lifetime!

Now you can win a fun-filled, 17-day trip to Europe

for two . . . flying via KLM Royal Dutch Airlines

. . . visiting London, Paris, Rome and other famous

cities ... or win other fabulous prizes of beautiful

Keepsake Diamond Rings!

Your Keepsake Jeweler's store is the place to go for

an official Sweepstakes entry blank . . . and for assur-

ance of finest quality in choosing your diamond ring.

For the center diamond of every Keepsake engage-

ment ring is perfect, and only a diamond of this

flawless quality can Reflect maximum brilliance and

beauty. The Keepsake Certificate presented with

your ring guarantees this perfect quality (or replace-

ment assured). It protects against loss of the dia-

mond^) from the setting for one year, and assures

trade-in toward a Keepsake of greater value at any

time. For lasting pride and satisfaction, look for the

name "Keepsake" in the ring and on the tag. Many

exquisite styles from $100 to $10,000.

EXTRA! Bonus award of $1,000 Keepsake Diamond Ring goes

to first prize winner for correctly answering four easy questions

on entry blank.

KEEPSAKE SWEEPSTAKES RULES

One entry per person accepted on official entry blank

from Keepsake Jeweler no later than May 31, 1958.

*Prize winners to be determined by drawing July 8, 1 958.

*Anyone 1 6 years of age or older residing in U.S., Hawaii

or Alaska may enter, except employees (and their im-

mediate families) of A. H. Pond Co., its dealers and ad-

vertising agency. *Contest subject to federal, state and

local laws and regulations. * Complete rules on entry blank.

r Ms 6-58
1$ Guaranteed by
Good Housekeeping .

For your

KEEPSAKE JEWELER
See Yellow Pages
of Telephone Book

SOLD ONLY AT AUTHORIZED

KEEPSAKE JEWELERS

A. MIAMI Ring. $675. Also 225 and 450. Wedding Ring 225. B. PREBLE Ring $450. Wed-
ding Ring 225. C. VISTA Ring $250. Also 100 to 2475. Wedding Ring 12.50. *Man's
Diamond Ring $100. Available at 75 to 250 to match all engagement rings. D. ORION
Ring $150. Wedding Ring 39.75. All Rings available in either natural or white gold. Prices

include Federal Tax. Rings enlarged to show details. ® Trade-mark registered.

I am interested

in a diamond ring

so please rush fact-filled booklets, "Choosing Your Dia-

mond Rings" and "The Etiquette of the Engagement and

Wedding"; also name of nearest Keepsake Jeweler and

special offer of 44-page Bride's Keepsake Book. I enclose

10 cents for mailing.

' City _ - Co....

| Mail to: A. H. POND CO., INC.

State ..

SYRACUSE 2, N. Y.



BE CONFIDENT
Around the Clock!

You owe it to yourself— to your

femininity— to be sure of your

personal cleanliness!

By douching with "Lysol"
brand disinfectant, you know you

can t offend. "Lysol" stops odor

at its source. Kills germs that

cause embarrassing odor!

Yet "Lysol" is mild -won't
harm delicate insides —Assures

you of personal cleanliness!

For all these reasons, a douche

with gentle "Lysol" is far more

effective than any home-style

douche, including vinegar! Use

"Lysol" regularly!

For free booklet
(mailed in plain en-

velope) on doctor-

approved methods of

douching, write to:

"Lysol," Bloomfield,

N. J.. Dept. MS-658.

BRAND DISINFECTANT

A Lehn & Fink Product Also available in Canada

WORTH
SEEING

THIS
MONTH

NEW MOVIES

FOR MUSIC
South Pacific

St. Louis Blues

FOR THRILLS
The Hell Bent Kid
Run Silent, Run Deep
Saddle The Wind

FOR LOVE
Marjorie Morningstar

FOR DRAMA
10 North Frederick
The Goddess
Naked Earth
The High Cost Of Loving

Mitzi Gaynor and Rosanno Brazzi have found their enchanted evening.

SOUTH PACIFIC

on an enchanted island

Mitzi Gaynor
Rosanno Brazzi

John Kerr
Ray Walston
Juanita Hall

One of the most popular musicals ever on

Broadway has become a three-hour movie di-

rected by Josh Logan. It takes place in the ro-

mantic South Seas where a young Navy nurse

(Mitzi Gaynor) falls in love with an older

man, exiled French planter Rosanno Brazzi.

When she finds out he has two Polynesian

children, she starts worrying. And when young
Navy Lieutenant John Kerr finds out he's

supposed to marry his love—a beautiful Poly-

nesian girl—he remembers he already has a

girl in Philadelphia. Mitzi and Kerr are sta-

tioned on an island with a lot of bored Seabees.

The only women they ever see is a middle-aged

hag named Bloody Mary (Juanita Hall) who
overcharges them for shrunken heads. It's

Bloody Mary who first sings to Kerr of Bali

Ha'i, a misty island in the distance where the

natives stage exotic ritual dances. She has a

daughter there and it's no trouble for Kerr to

fall for her. But when he runs out on her and

Mitzi runs out on Brazzi the two men under-

take a dangerous mission (they station them-

selves on a Japanese-infested island and radio

information back) . The songs, by Rodgers and

Hammerstein, are the ones you know and

love. The scenery would be great if it weren't

for that wild camera flooding the screen with

every color of the rainbow, one color at a

time.

—

CinemaScope, 20th-Fox.

MARJORIE MORNINGSTAR
Natalie Wood

falling in love with love '"^Twynn
Claire Trevor
Carolyn Jones

Marjorie Morningstar is a young girl's dream

of love. And if that turns out to be a night-

mare, how was she supposed to know ? Mar-
jorie (Natalie Wood) has always led a shel-

tered life. She's a nice Jewish girl from Central

Park West and her mother (Claire Trevor)

happily expects her to marry a department
store heir. Natalie has other ideas ; she wants
to be an actress. One summer she goes to a

girls' camp as dramatics counselor and there,

across the lake at a big hotel, is Gene Kelly

who sings, dances, composes and stages the

resort's musicals. She falls in love. He likes her,

too, but he doesn't want to get married. He's

thirty-three and a charmer, but he can't stand

the respectable life. First Mama sends wise

and humorous uncle Ed Wynn up to protect

Natalie. Then she and her husband (Everett

Sloane) come for a look at Gene. He's just

what they feared. No good. But Natalie loves

him so much she's determined to reform him.

He even takes a job in an advertising com-
pany ; he even finishes his play. Natalie's best

friend's (Carolyn Jones) husband backs it. It

flops. Gene, who's been fighting off Natalie's

domination from the beginning, mostly by
drinking, loses himself in Europe. But Nata-
lie picks up the trail. Another boy from the

hotel (Mart)' Milner) , who was once Gene's

assistant but is now a successful playwright,

is always around hoping. The acting's fine.

Claire Trevor is superb.

—

Warners.

10 NORTH FREDERICK
a rich family

Gerald

When one of Philadelphia's leading citizens

(Gary Cooper) dies, the funeral party is very

impressive. It turns out that in the whole

party the only person who deserved any re-

spect was the dead man. Flashbacks show you

why. Mainly they reveal a very ambitious

wife (Geraldine Fitzgerald) blocking her hus-

band, Cooper, from being the loving father he

really is. Instead, he goes after the nomination

for Lieutenant-Governor, but Gary is like an

innocent lamb. (Continued on page 8)





(Continued from page 6) He doesn't dig pol-

itics. Meanwhile, his only daughter (Diane

Varsi) falls for someone below her station

(trumpet player Stuart Whitman) and Cooper's

political 'advisers' bully him into annulling

the marriage. Cooper's only son (Ray Strick-

lyn) is thrown out of a fancy college he was
forced to attend by Mom. Cooper is left with

nothing but his wife's cold disappointment.

Then he meets Suzy Parker, his daughter's New
York roommate, and they fall quietly and se-

cretly in love.

—

CinemaScope, 20th-Fox.

THE ST. LOUIS BLUES

how the music was made

Nat 'King' Cole
Eartha Kitt

Pearl Bailey
Cab Calloway

Juano Hernandez
This movie, based on the life of the late W. C.

Handy who wrote—among many other things

—the St. Louis Blues, is loaded with talent.

When Eartha Kitt sings the blues and when
Mahalia Jackson sings the hymns you are

really hearing something Nat 'King' Cole, as

Handy, is the son of a rigid southern minis-

ter (Juano Hernandez) who is violently op-

posed to popular music. Nat stifles his love

for jazz in order to get an education and be-

come a teacher. But when the time comes for

his career to start he finds himself playing

piano in a saloon on Mercer Street where
Eartha Kitt sings (mostly his songs). Nat's

father, his prim girlfriend and his sympa-
thetic aunt (Pearl Bailey) think Eartha's evil.

Actually, she's the only one who understands

and respects his real talent. Even Nat, him-

self, is in such conflict that he temporarily

goes blind. When St. Louis Blues is finally

played by a symphony orchestra, Nat's father

is convinced he isn't going to the devil. Pearl

Bailey's singing talent is all but wasted in

this melodious and enjoyable film.

—

Para-
mount.

FROM HELL TO TEXAS

superior western

Don Murray
Diane Varsi
Chill Wills

Dennis Hopper
Margo

Don Murray is working his way across the

west to find his long-lost father. Unfortu-

nately, he stops off for a job at the ranch of

R. G. Armstrong who very shortly accuses

Don of killing one of his sons. Armstrong wants
vengeance and sends a party after him. Too
bad another of his sons gets killed—when
Don stampedes a pack of horses to save him-
self. Followed by Armstrong and a third—and
last—son (Dennis Hopper), Don runs for his

life. He comes across rancher Chill Wills and
his tomboy daughter (Diane Varsi) and spends

the night in their camp. Meeting them is like

finding the way out of a lunatic asylum. But
Wills can't help much when Armstrong and
his men catch up, hand Murray a horse and a

head start. The thing that makes Armstrong
maddest of all is that wherever Don goes peo-

ple like and try to help him ; wherever he

goes—nothing. Finally Armstrong goes too far.

He shoots his way into Chill Wills' peaceful,

happy home, looking for Don. This leads to a

fiery showdown.

—

CinemaScope, 20th-Fox.

THE HIGH COST OF LOVING
Jose Ferrer

Gina Rowlands
a modern couple's dilemma Joanne Gilbert

Jim Backus
Bobby Troup

Jose Ferrer works in a big corporation as a

minor executive. His wife, Gina Rowlands,
works in a small shop. They have no children.

Every morning, for nine years now, it's the

same old thing—getting up and getting washed

and getting dressed and he puts on the coffee

and she puts on the eggs and they don't say a

word until they sit down to eat. They're happy.

Then the corporation merges with a larger one

and Jose is sure he's going to be fired. Unjustly.

It burns him up. And Gina, after all this time,

is going to have a baby. What is going to

happen to their little world? It's a neat and

warmly funnv movie.—MGM.

THE GODDESS Kim Stanley
Lloyd Bridges

what price glory? Betty Lo^HoHand
Elizabeth Wilson

If there is hope for the troubled you certain-

ly won't find it in The Goddess. In The God-
dess you will find a collection of very lost

and very miserable souls, all very well acted.

On top of that heap is Kim Stanley—movie

queen. The film begins with the open rejection

of Kim as a four-year-old and traces her lonely,

confused adolescence—out of which she emerges

to marry a famous movie star's son whose one

ambition is to commit suicide. That marriage

gets nowhere, and leaves her with an openly

rejected child of her own. Kim takes herself to

Hollywood, takes for husband an ex-fighter

(Lloyd Bridges) who is living off his past

reputation. That marriage gets nowhere either,

but Kim, through shoddy contacts, becomes a

star. There she is—the adored goddess—earn-

ing four thousand a week, living alone in a

palace, swilling alcohol and losing her

slight hold on sanity. The point that writer

Paddy Chayefsky makes, with impact of a

bulldozer, is that fame and fortune cannot

substitute for love. Unfortunately, the god-

dess is incapable of giving or accepting love.

This is a brutal film noticeably lacking in

compassion. Its characters have as little con-

trol over their destinies as mechanical toys.

"People like us can only love our children,"

are the closing words to Kim from her first

husband. If this generation is as hopelessly

lost as P. Chayefsky thinks, we'd all better run

for cover.

—

Columbia.

RUN SILENT, RUN DEEP _ Clark Gable
Burt Lancaster

submarine warfare
Jack Warden
Brad Dexter
Don Rickles

During World War II there was a part of

the Pacific known as the graveyard because

so many American submarines—including Clark

Gable's—were blown to bits there. Now Gable

has command of another sub, much to the

displeasure of Burt Lancaster who was in line

for promotion. Orders are to avoid the grave-

yard. Naturally, when Gable heads straight for

it, knocking off a tanker and destroyer on the

way, the crew gets panicky. They'd like Lan-

caster to take command. He nobly holds off

until Gable, after a first try at the Japanese

destroyer responsible for sinking all those subs,

decides to make another attempt. At this point

he's wounded, several men are dead and depth

charges are falling all around. So—is it mutiny

and back to Pearl Harbor? Or is it war? You'll

learn enough about firing torpedoes to do it

yourself !

—

United Artists.

SADDLE THE WIND

bad boy out west

Robert Taylor
Julie London

John Cassavetes
Donald Crisp
Royal Dano

Robert Taylor was a gunfighter—but he

gave it up. Now he nearly owns this big spread

and all this cattle—in CinemaScope. Trouble

is, his kid brother (John Cassavetes) hasn't giv-

en up anything. He stands out there in the yard
shooting at everything with devilish skill. This

does not amuse Taylor. John's bride-to-be

(Julie London) does not please him, either

—

she used to work in a saloon. Things come
to a pretty pass when John starts using his gun
on people. First he kills a badman who's
come looking for Robert. Then he kills a

farmer who wants to buy fencing wire. Then
he takes a pot-shot at Donald Crisp, the vio-

lence-hating squire of the area. Then he takes

to the hills, and brother Robert feels compelled

to go after him. That's a bad boy, all right.

—MGM.

NAKED EARTH

settling down in Africa

Richard Todd
Juliette Greco
John Kitzmiller

Finlay Currie
Laurence Naismith

In 1894, Irishman Richard Todd lands smack
in the middle of Africa planning to join a

friend and make money raising tobacco. By
the time he arrives up-river his friend is dead

and all that remains is a broken-down cabin,

husky-voiced Juliette Greco and a missionary
j

(Finlay Currie) who urges them to marry so t

that the natives won't get the wrong impres-

sion. A loyal native friend of Todd's persuades
,

his tribe to work the tobacco field, but they

desert on the very day the leaves have to be i

picked. Disaster brings Juliette and Todd
closer, although they're too busy snapping off

each other's heads to notice. Anyway, she

helps him hunt crocodiles. They kill enough

to retire—separately—for life, but two shady

white traders steal all the hides. When Todd's

native friend risks his life to get them back,

Todd realizes that he's found a home away
from home. Old-fashioned adventure and old-

fashioned lustiness make this movie a delight.

—20th-Fox.

RECOMMENDED FILMS NOW SHOWING

THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV (MetroColor, ;

MGM) : There's Academy Award material in this

film version of Dostoyevsky's great novel. The color
:

is thrilling and the performances are superb. Lee J.

Cobb plays the depraved father. Yul Brynner is his

unhappy son who loves the same woman his father

desires—the passionate Grushenka, played by Maria ,

Schell.

DESIRE UNDER THE ELMS (VistaVision, Para-

mount) : Burl Ives—in his seventies, but powerful and

mean—brings home Sophia Loren as his bride. He's

already buried two overworked wives. His son Tony 1

Perkins resents Sophia because she intends to in-
j

herit the farm, and he feels that it's rightfully his.

Burl promises her the place if they have a son. They
do—but it's Tony's. Their love affair ends in tragedy.

THE YOUNG LIONS (20th-Fox) : This involves the

people of both sides in the Second World War. Mar-
j

Ion Brando plays a German officer who learns the

bitter truth about Nazism. Montgomery CHft, as a

heroic American Jew, and Dean Martin, as a flashy

Broadway actor, are on the front lines together.

Liliane Montevecchi, Hope Lange and Barbara Rush
provide the love interest. It's a big, absorbing story.

MERRY ANDREW (MetroColor, MGM): Danny,
Kaye is cast as an English teacher. His father is

head of the school, and Danny's sort of scared of

him. He goes digging for an ancient statuette in;

hopes of impressing his pop, and discovers instead aj

traveling circus. There he meets Pier Angeli. She's,

an aerialist, and from there on in, the action really

swings

!

THE LONG, HOT SUMMER (Deluxe Color, Cine-

maScope, 20th-Fox) : Orson Welles plays a domineer-

ing businessman, who owns the whole Southern town
he lives in—and owns his children too. Son Anthony
Franciosa tries to help with the family business and
have a good time with wife Lee Remick. Then Paul

Newman comes along and Orson decides he'd make:

a better son than his own. In the meantime he's de-

manding that daughter Joanne Woodward hurry up
and get married. But some of these people do grow
up eventually.



shave, lady?. .. don't do it!

Don't risk "razor shadow" on legs and underarms. Avoid "razor shadow^

the faint stubble of hair left on razor-shaved legs and arms; it's so unsightly and so

unnecessary. Instead, cream hair away the beautiful way with new baby-pink neet. neet goes

down where no razor can reach . . . leaves your skin feeling oh, so soft, so exquisitely

smo-o-o-o-th to his touch, and never, never a hint of "razor shadow". Next time, try baby-

pink sweet-smelling NEET ; either lotion or cream— you'll never want to shave again

!

cream hair away the beautiful way

never want to shave ag



Color jour Hair

NESTLE COLORINSE
Glorifies your natural hair shade with
glamorous color-highlights and silken

sheen. Removes dulling soap film.

Quickly rinses in — shampoos out!
In 12 exciting shades. 29s*

Andy

and his bride

baby sit

on their

wedding

night!

It was their wedding night.

Andy Griffith and his Barbara had had a hectic day. They had sandwiched in their mar-
riage between performances of The Lost Colony, the annual historic pageant staged on

Roanoke Island, and now they were alone at last. And no performances until Monday.
Barbara changed into the flowing pink chiffon negligee that was the pride of hev

trousseau, and Andy sighed in deep satisfaction. Here they were, alone together finally,

after all the hubub of the engagement parties and the wedding itself.

They had had very little time together during their courtship. Andy had been a

teacher in a North Carolina high school, and Barbara a graduate student in the Univer-

sity. Her people didn't exactly approve of him because he came from the mountain

sections and he had deliberately shocked them once or twice by going barefoot.

In a small town, everything had to be very proper-

. A young man was lucky if he

even got a chance to kiss his girl.

But things would be different, now. They'd be together always. Beginning tonight.

Andy had brought a bottle of champagne to the hotel room, with a couple of glasses.

He was wrestling with the cork when they became aware of a heartsick wail coming
from the room across the hall.

"What in the world can be the trouble?" Barbara said.

"Beats me." said Andy. "But I guess it's not our problem."

The cork finally popped out of the champagne bottle, and Andy was pouring

champagne. The wails became louder and more piteous.

"It's a child," Barbara said. "Andy, we've just got to find on t what's wrong."

"Let somebody else find out." Andy grumbled.

"But she may be sick. She may be dying!"

"Oh all right, all right."

So the new Mr. and Mrs. Griffith tapped on the door across the hall. It flew open,

and a woebegone little girl of five threw herself into Barbara's arms.

"My mommy's gone away, my mommy's gone away," she wailed over and over.

"Well, your mommy will come back," Andy suggested.

"But I'm scared," the tot wailed. "I had a bad dream."

"Never mind, dear." Barbara said. "You just come right in here with us till your

mommy gets back. . .
."

It wasn't until five o'clock in the morning that the tot's mommy came back to the

hotel room, and throughout the long night. Andy and Barbara told fairly tales to calm
their hysterical little guest.

And so it was that Andy and Barbara baby-sat until dawn on their wedding night

!

Watch for Andy in Warner Bros.' No Time For Sergeants and Onion head.

NESTLE COLORTINT 4

Intensifies your natural hair shade
OR adds thrilling NEW color.
Blends-in gray. More than a rinse but
not a permanent dye. Lasts through 3
shampoos! 10 beautiful shades. 29*



The Star Finds
Of The Year!

James MacArthur
and Carol Lynley!

Of All The Sacas Of The American Frontier
it ! £\ r\ ' / /III fv

...This Is The Most Unusual!
WALT DISNEY'S EXCITINGLY DIFFERENT ADVENTURE OF THE MEN AND

ft ,
|l s ' /) \%

MIGHT THAT CHALLENGED A WILDERNESS ... OF THE WHITE BOY RAISED
a

f
^ /AS AN INDIAN—WHO DARED TO TAKE A FRONTIER GIRL FOR HIS OWN

...WHILE A THOUSAND ARROWS AND MUSKETS CHALLENGED THEIR LOVEI

JESSICA TANDY-JOHN MclNTIRE- JOSEPH CALLEIA - RAFAEL CAMPOSJL CAROL LYNLEY
From the Novel by CONRAD RICHTER • Screenplay by LAWRENCE EDWARD WATKIN • Directed by HERSCHEL DAUGHERTY _

COMING SOON TO YOUR FAVORITE THEATRE!



now you can

have all-over

body

protection

with the . .

.

ODORANT
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It was Thursday in Clinton, Louisiana. The September sun was bright and the tall

magnolias and pine trees shading the century-old southern buildings immediately
reminded the visitor of Gone With The Wind and Rhett Butler and Scarlet O'Hara.
This was just the atmosphere that the handsome visitor had come to Louisiana looking

for, and as he parked his car he smiled with pleasure at his find.

There are not many people in town on Thursday—or any other week day—in Clinton,

but the few that saw the young man walk from his car knew that he was a stranger and
paused as they would to note any stranger's appearance.

He knew immediately that these people were curious and that he would need help
in the plans he had made to keep his identity a secret. He decided the person to whom
he should go for this help was the publisher of the local paper!

He found the small building that housed the Citizen Watchman and went in to meet
Roland Hudson, the man he was looking for. He told Hudson of his plans to "hang
around town a few days, incognito" and Hudson was glad to help.

That night. Hudson introduced the stranger to Hugh Fooshee, young man about town.

Hugh—or Brother, as his friends call him—was also told of the stranger's mission in

coming to Louisiana. Brother with his soft drawl and friendly manner was just the

kind of guy the stranger had hoped to find to pal around with during his stay in Clinton,

and for the next few days the two were inseparable. They drank coffee at the main
street cafe, played pool, and loafed around town.

To the folks who got inquisitive, the stranger was introduced as Ben Snopes, who
had worked with Brother for an out-of-town pipeline company. Once Hudson told folks

that the stranger in town was a friend from his days as a Navy flier.

And so. day after day. with Brother's help, the stranger came in contact with the

local people who in general took him for granted and behaved just as they would if he

were truly Ben Snopes, construction worker.

One day a group of teen age girls came down the street. One of the girls thought

he looked sort of familiar, and after discussing it among themselves they decided to

come right out and ask. "Are you a movie star?" The stranger, being the natural actor

that he is. was mighty convincing when he laughed and gave his story of denial.

Pleased with the success of his anonymity, the stranger decided to tempt fate a little

further and make a trip to the state capital, twenty-eight miles away. Dressed in khaki

pants, a t-shirt and moccasins he and Brother spent the afternoon in Baton Rouge.
They stopped at crowded drug stores for coffee and passed hundreds of Saturday
shoppers on the streets, who for the most part did not give him a second glance.

But one night, watching a ball game in the stadium at Clinton High School, the

stadium lights were bright and two girls recognized the stranger as—Paul Newman,
television and motion picture star. This time Paul didn't try to deny it. His mission

had been accomplished. He had been able to talk to the townspeople and observe

first hand their Southern speech and manner. He had found the little details that

would help more than anything to give authenticity to his role of Ben Quick in 20th

Century-Fox's The Long Hot Summer.
The next morning Brother took Paul to the airport in Baton Rouge. As the plane

started down the runway. Brother turned to the mechanic standing near him and said.

"There goes one good guy." Then he grinned. "He's been hanging around here to see

how we talk—and now he's got me saying 'Guy'!"

In just a week this 'guy' would return to Clinton as Paul Newman, the movie star.

With Joanne Woodward, Orson Wells and the rest of The Long Hot Summer crew
he would remain on location for three or four weeks. He would meet most of the

same people and go to the same places, for he knew this town as only a stranger

like Ben Snopes could know it. Paul Newman could never have been 'just a new guy

in town.'

Paul's in 20th-Fox
,

s The Long Hot Summer, and will appear in MGM's Cat On
A Hot Tin Roof and Warners' The Left-Handed Gun.
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EASY AS PINNING A CURL.
AND IT'S WEATHERPROOF!

IT'S A RICHARD HUDNUT EXCLUSIVE ....

THIS NEW EXCITING PINCURL PERMANENT SOFT-STYLES
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this beard STAYS!
James Robertson Justice is a man very

much attached to his beard. He's had it

for twenty-two years. And fought long

and hard to keep it.

First, there was his mother. She was
dead against it, because a bearded son

"made her look old."

Then there was the matter of the talent

scout who discovered him. Justice was
sitting in a restaurant one day, when a

man came over and announced, "You're

just what we're looking for," and said

he'd like to introduce him to the producer.

Justice figured why not? and came along.

But on the way, as the talent scout was
enthusing about how right he'd be for

the role of the headmaster in Vice Versa,

he went on to say, "But of course _ we
wouldn't want the beard for every role.

For this part, yes, but after that. . .
."

And James Robertson Justice got to

thinking. He liked his beard. Although

he had grown it originally just because he

wanted to save the time and trouble of

shaving, now he wouldn't give it up for

anything. He even trimmed it himself,

entrusting it to no mere barber. He'd

tried out different shapes, the classic Van
Dykes, the Monty Woolley styles, the

Schweppes—and a few of his own.

He hadn't asked to be an actor; didn't

care, really. He'd had all kinds of jobs in

his lifetime—from school teacher to gold

miner. And he didn't need to be an actor.

The money would be good, but that's all he

cared about. So he made up his mind when
he saw this producer, he'd lay it on the

line: take me, take my beard.

And now they arrived, Justice and the

talent scout.

Determined, James Robertson Justice

walked up to the big door marked PRI-
VATE, opened it, and there was—Peter

Ustinov. The bearded Peter Ustinov!

And so, now it's in his contract—that

he'll never have to accept a role requiring

him to shave off his beard! END

See him now in Rank's Campbell's
Kingdom and next in Seven Thunders.



modern screen's 8 page gossip extra!

LOUELLA PARSONS
in Hollywood

This month I can't

call my column

'Good News/ despite

the new babies,

happy weddings and

hard-won awards.

We cannot erase the

sorrow of

Liz Taylor's

great tragedy.

Her brother Howard at her side, Elizabeth

Todd, widow, sobbed her last farewell—
"Sweetheart, I can't leave you here. . .

."



LOUELLA PARSONS
"Hf ' ~' vl

in Hollywood

THE DEATH OF A SHOWMAN and

The terrible, bitterly tragic crash of his pri-

vate plane that took the life of Mike Todd
cast a pall over the Academy Awards—which
was to have been Hollywood's most glittering

night—a pall that no attempted gaiety could

hide.

The men and women of the industry put on

their best finery and the best smile they could

muster, but each and every heart wore a band
of deepest mourning for the great showman
who was gone and his beautiful wife Liz

whose heart was crushed in grief.

"Why, why, why did it happen? I wish I

had been with him," she kept sobbing over

and over.

" "I loved him so much and he loved me,
more than anyone can know.

"Without him I feel like half a pair of scis-

»ors.

"That's what he used to tell me when he
was away for just a little while. Oh, my dear
God—help me to bear this for the sake of

the children."

Instead of the gorgeous gown Helen Rose
had designed for Liz to wear Academy Award

]6 night, as the lovely nominee of Raintree

County, she was helped aboard a plane on

a murky, overcast morning two days before

Oscar night, in mourning, to attend the burial

services for Mike in Chicago.

What a difference between this Academy
Award and that of a year ago when a deliri-

ously happy Mike had run down the aisle

—

then run back to kiss Elizabeth—before he
vaulted onto the stage of the Pantages Theatre

to pick up five Oscars for Around The World
In 80 Days.

That night last year, I had sat with Mike and
Liz and Debbie Reynolds and Eddie Fisher at

the party at Romanoff's following the presenta-

tions, and I sincerely believe on that night

—

with his beloved Liz's hand held tightly in

his—Mike Todd achieved the happiest mo-
ments of his life.

Little Lisa had not yet been born and Liz

was expecting.

Mike said to me, "How can one man know
such happiness?" When a little daughter was
born to them on August 6th, 1957, he tele-

phoned a close friend, "Now I have fwo of

Elizabeth to love."

But the intense, bombastic, vital Mike was

a gambler at heart—a gambler with great

sums of money and with his emotions. He
must, at times, have been a little superstitious

about his fantastic happiness. He said to a

reporter in London, "When I caught up with

that little dame I found all the happiness

there is in the world. Perhaps, too much hap-

piness.

"I'm a gambler and I have a great respect

for the law of averages.

"I'm flying so high—maybe I have to come
down!"
How sorrowfully prophetic those words

were.

But he ended the interview with a typical

Toddism, "What am I talking like this for?

I'm gonna live to be an old man in a gold

rocking chair."

Even had he lived, Mike Todd would never

have been "an old man." He was too alive,

too youthfully intense to ever be anything but

a young and vigorous man. And his spirit will

remain that way always in our hearts.

To Elizabeth we can only say, with a heart-

felt prayer in each word, God bless you and

give you strength. . . .



THE DEATH OF A WOMAN'S HEART



LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

AFTER-THOUGHTS on theACADEMYAWARDS
Quick tears sprang to winner Joanne

Woodward's shining eyes when a messen-

ger handed her a huge box of orchids at

the banquet following the presentations. She

handed the card silently to Paul Newman,
who in turn handed it to me. It read, I Am So

Happy For You. (Signed) Elizabeth Todd,
And Mike Too.

Except for this poignant moment, what a

night! If our town was bustin' its buttons with

pride over the great show and the brilliant

ball following, it's only natural. For this was
Hollywood's own show, without benefit of

automobile commercials—and never before

have so many great stars taken part in a
program.

I am sure you must have seen it and read

detailed accounts of the brilliant event. So,

from now on I'll just give you some of my
personal observations about things that stood

out:

Rosalind Russell's long scarlet Chi-

nese mandarin coat, under which she wore
skin-tight trousers made of black lace over

nude chiffon. . .

.

The touching humility of Red Buttons,
clutching his best-supporting-actor Oscar and
in a happily dazed manner saying, "Thank
you, thank you so much" before some of the

guests had a chance to congratulate him. . . .

The verve and sprightly freshness of Doris
Day before the microphone—and Doris claims

that she gets stage fright in public!

That lovely little bit of Japanese porce-

lain, Miyoshi Umeki, so surprised at win-

ning the best-supporting-actress award that

she didn't have a speech ready. What a cute

thing she was in her native costume. . .

.

The wild shrieks from the sidewalk and
bleacher fans going up for Gary Cooper,
Cary Grant, John Wayne and Jimmy
Stewart—who says the teenagers have to

have new faces?. .

.

Biggest pleasant surprise among the masters

of ceremonies, Jack Lemmon, proving he

can wisecrack and keep things going with

the best of them. . . .

Too bad Alec Guinness couldn't be there

to win his best-actor award in person, but

when Columbia tried to fly him from London
they were told they'd not only have to pay his

way—but pick up the entire cost of closing

down his current film! . . .

Rock Hudson dropping by our table to

say he'd never had more fun than doing the

Baby, It's Cold Outside number with Mae
West. "She's just great, and I think she's due
for a comeback," laughed Rock, "if, that is,

she's ever been away. . .
."

I sat with Joanne and Paul, 20th boss

Buddy Adler and Jerry Wald—who produced
the fine Academy Awards show and received

many compliments—Hope Lange and Don
Murray, Cary Grant, Jennifer Jones
and David Selznick and Jimmy McHugh. I

thought what a wonderful scout Hope proved
herself to be when she was so sweet to little

Japanese Miyoshi Umeki, who beat her

out for best supporting honors. . . .

Who, oh who, picked out that hot maroon
velvet dress, trimmed in fur, for Natalie
Wood to wear when every other woman was

IS arrayed in spring finery?

Burt Lancaster and Kirk Douglas
bringing the house down with their singing. . .

.

Clark Gable and his pretty Kay stopped

by to say hello, and Clark admitted to me
he got a kick out of his stint of awarding the

prize for best script. Never before has the

King taken part in an Academy show. . . .

Kim Novak's deep blue-purple sequin

gown so tightly fitted she had to walk to the

stage with the pace of a snail. . . .

I greatly admired Debbie Reynolds for

her courage in keeping her promise to sing

Tammy when her heart was so sad over the

loss of Mike Todd. . . .

Don't say I said so, but one of the greatest

beauties was Lana Turner, who hasn't

looked as glowing and exciting as she did on

Academy night in a long time.

And so the 30th anniversary of the Academy
Awards has moved into its spot in history

—

but it will long be a stand-out in the minds
and hearts of Hollywood. . . .

Above "Baby, It's

Cold Outside," Rock
sang to Mae West.

Left Director John
Bryant told Alec
Guinness he won

Below, Left King Gable
and his wife Kay
were there too.

Below And Joanne
Woodivard got the
Oscar—and a heart-
warming telegram . .

.



Red Buttons and Miyoshi Umeki
hug each other—and their Oscars.

The House That Marlon Rented
The house that Marlon Brando rented

from wealthy grocer Robert Balzer for Anna
Kashfi and himself is something—to say

the least. Several years ago Balzer became
a monk in an Occult religion and his fabu-

lous home reflects his deep interest in the

Orient.

There are objets d'art all over the place,

including a gold dinner set valued at $50,000,

with gold lacquered chopsticks to eat with!

And Balzer left this for the Brandos to enjoy.

Someone asked Marlon if he and Anna
sat on the floor most of the time, as there

are more pillows than chairs around the place.

"We're sitting on chairs while Anna's preg-

nant," replied Marlon, providing he has more
humor than he's credited with.

This marriage at the moment is doing quite

well, thank you. Brando may not be the

most orthodox of husbands, but at least much
of the early tension is gone.

His father, the very attractive Marlon Bran-

do, Sr., adores Anna. While Marlon was in

New York recently, his Dad gifted Anna with

a beautiful new car.

Attached to the wheel was a card reading:

From me and my boy. We both love you.

And here's a little secret. Marlon wants

a little girl!

Zsa Zsa Gabor and her sister Eva surround Noel Coward
at that party Zsa Zsa threw for him—where I got that scoop!

My Lauren-Frankie Scoop
Scoops Up A Hornet's Nest

I love the trade paper columnist's "surmise"

that I delayed the announcement that Lauren
Bacall had admitted to me that Frank
Sinatra had asked her to marry him, to

coincide with the release of my Modern
Screen cover-line story, Lauren Bacall Con-
fesses: I'll Say Yes to Frankie!

Pretty cute idea. But doesn't happen to be
true. It's hard enough to hold a scoop a few
days in Hollywood, much less the weeks it

takes to print a magazine. However, I'm de-

lighted that my newspaper headline broke
at a timely date for Modern Screen. (You
are welcome, David Myers and staff.)

As a matter of cold fact, my meeting Betty

Bacall at the exciting party given by Zsa
Zsa Gabor in honor of Noel Coward and
Eva Gabor the night they opened in Present

Laughter was quite accidental—or as ac-

cidental as running into the same people at

the same parties ever is in Hollywood. I'll

have more to tell you about Zsa Zsa's party

a little further along.

But getting back to the Bacall-Sinatra scoop

:

I had been tipped off at the theatre that Betty

and Frank had plans to be married and very
soon. So the minute I saw her, already glow-
ing with happiness, as I entered la Gabor's
residence, I made a bee-line right to her and
said, "I hear Frank has asked you to marry
him—and you have said 'Yes,' of course."

Betty laughed. "Of course. But why don't

you call Frank in Florida?" He was there on
a singing engagement.
Why call Frank after Betty had admitted

to me it was true and she was backed up
by their close friend, agent Irving Lazar, who
warned, "Don't say I said so—but it's true.

They will be married soon."

That's all Parsons needed. I was off to the

races with my prize SCOOP.
What a hornet's nest it stirred up when my

story broke in headlines the following day.
One columnist even printed that Betty denied
she had said what she did to me. She didn't

deny it—I'm afraid that charge was just wish-

ful thinking on the part of the femme scribe.

For twenty-four hours, Frankie wouldn't say
a word in Florida. Then he came up with his

old gag, "I consider my private life is my own.
I have nothing to say of a personal nature."

You'll notice he didn't deny it!

What their status will be, by the time you
read this, I don't know. As I've said before,

these two fight and fight and FIGHT. But

despite all the scrapping, Betty Bacall deeply
loves the Thin Singer and if she gets her

heart's desire she'll be Mrs. Frank Sinatra with

bells on, and I mean—wedding bells!

Zsa Zsa Throws a Party
Getting back to the Coward opening and

Zsa Zsa's party, it was the most brilliant

theatre evening our town has celebrated in

a long time. All of us adore Noel Coward,
not only for his sophisticated performances

but for his wit and humor, which is as devas-

tating off stage as on. His leading lady Eva
Gabor—and she surprised everyone with her

excellent stage technique—is Zsa Zsa's sis-

ter, so of course the occasion called for a
party at la Gabor's Bel Air home.

Most of the beautifully gowned women
were in long dresses in beautiful pastel col-

ors. Only Roz Russell, noted for her fash-

ion daring, showed up in a very short skirt

above her knees—but with her excellent legs,

it looked chic.



LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

Zsa Zsa's Party (ConJ.)

Gracie Allen was having a ball telling

everyone that she really meant it when she

said she is going to retire. "Then I can sleep

later in the mornings and stay longer at these

parties," she laughed.

Mary Benny, who has done very little

work since Jack went off radio and turned

to tv, backed Gracie up: "I don't know what

the fuss is about that Gracie will be bored

after she retires. I'm certainly not bored since

I stopped a weekly show. There don't seem

to be enough hours in the day to do all the

things I want to accomplish. I think Gracie

is wise to take it easy."

Van Johnson created a near-sensation by
not wearing his red sox with his dinner jacket.

When he was asked How come? he looked

puzzled himself. "Must be out of respect for

Noel, who is always so impeccably groomed,"

he ventured.

Everyone was crowding around Red But-
tons and his pretty wile, wishing Red well

in his race for the best supporting Oscar in

Sayonara. He is such a nice guy and so

worthy of winning.

It was getting very late indeed when Zsa

Zsa invited her guests to partake of the

Hungarian dishes she served for supper.

But I had gone quite awhile before, my
Lauren Baca 1

1 -Frank Sinatra story being

much more on my mind than a taste of even

the most delicious goulash!

Debbie Gives Birth to a Son
When young Todd Emanuel Fisher was

born, his mother, Debbie Reynolds, had a

very bad time of it. He was a big baby by

modern-day standards, eight pounds seven

ounces. She didn't recover nearly as quickly

as she did from the birth of little Carrie

Frances.

She had planned to accompany Eddie East

on a business trip three weeks after the

baby's birth, but her doctor wouldn't let her.

Of course, this brought on the usual hot

rumors that Debbie and Eddie aren't hitting

it off, which was too bad. Debbie keeps her

chin up about all the gossip—but she's really

hurt by it.

Of course she and Eddie are just bustin'

their buttons with pride over the birth of a

son. Before she even left the hospital there

were so many telegrams and letters from

fans and friends that they had to be packed

in a big box. For a while they were toying

with naming the baby Reynolds Fisher, com-

bining the names oi mama and papa. But

Eddie wanted Todd Emanuel—the Todd after

their close friend, the late Mike Todd, and

the Emanuel after the late Mannie Sacks—

_

so Todd Emanuel it is. Anything Eddie likes is

all right with Debbie.

When I talked with Debbie after she came
home from the hospital, she said, "I'm dis-

appointed I can't go to New York with Eddie.

But he's promised I can make the next trip

with him."

This girl really loves her guy.

A Prince for Monaco
The Stork was a busy bird again this

month and in the case of Princess Grace
(Kelly) and Prince Rainier of Monaco
his flapping wings made news in headlines.

It was a boy—as their Serene Highnesses had
devoutly prayed for—an heir to the throne of

2(1 Monaco.

Everyone got a big kick out of the photo-

graph printed in American newspapers show-

ing Prince Rainier on the balcony of the

Palace waving to his subjects right after

the birth of his son and holding a frowning

little Princess Carolyn, their 11-month-old

daughter, in his arms. The adorable little

chubby Princess looked burned about being

shoved off the throne by her brand new
brother! Cute.

PERSONAL
OPINIONS:
Joanne Woodward is starting her mar-

ried life off right. It was she who suggested

to Paul Newman that they take a house

big enough to have his three children spend

their summer vacation with them. . .

.

Bing Crosby is not objecting to son

Dennis marrying show girl Pat Sheehan,

no matter what you hear to the contrary.

Bing says, "The boy has to live his own
life. We all do." While Bing and Kathy were
on a recent trip to Las Vegas, they visited

Dennis and Pat and they all had dinner to-

gether and by the time you read this Bing prob-

ably will be Pat's father-in-law. . . .

My spy in Rome informs me that Tony
Franciosa, well disciplined in the theatre

before his movie fame, is startled by the antics

staged by Ava Gardner during the making
of the Goya film. Before the picture ever

started, Ava called for a reading of the

script in her hotel apartment. After the first

five pages, she threw it in the air saying,

"This is impossible. I won't do it." But she

did

Elvis Presley never takes a plane.

When the King Creole company returned from

location in New Orleans via airliners, Elvis

arrived two days behind them because he

insisted on the train. What's he going to do,

now he's in the Army, if they insist he fly

from camp to camp? . . .

Sid Luft is spending a fortune long-dis-

tancing Judy Garland, begging her to come
back to him even though she's filed for a
divorce. She's charging him with striking her

and refusing to return her separate property.

But this time Judy insists she is through and

finished. And I believe her.

Der Bingle's son Dennis

is about to make pretty

Pat Sheehan his missus.

He's in the army now,

and here's Private Elvis

Presley in his fatigues.

Here's that cute picture of

Princess Caroline frowning

at Rainier's announcement.



I NOMINATE FOR STARDOM-
Carolyn Jones, the brunette, big-eyed,

younger edition of Bette Davis, even to her

marked acting talent. And Carolyn's wit is

every bit as salty as her predecessor's.

Appearing before the tv cameras at a

recent swank premiere, the master of cere-

monies greeted her with elaborate surprise,

"Well, Carolyn—what a wonderful surprise

to see you—

"

And, before he could go on, Carolyn said,

"It is not. You asked me to appear on this

spot with you a half-hour ago!"

She first zephyred across the film sky with

an outstanding performance in Bachelor Party,

in a bit role so sensational, in fact, it rated

her an Oscar Nomination in the best-supporting

category. Just recently she completed King

Creole with Elvis Presley. Before that, she

scored another marked hit as Natalie
Wood's pal in Marjorie Morningstar. This

girl can do anything!

Very happily married to writer Aaron Spell-

ing, wedded life is one of the few things

Carolyn doesn't joke about. "I don't feel I

was alive until Aaron came into my life,"

she says seriously.

"There's not a moment of my life I'm not

grateful for him."

They both came to call on me not long

ago and I was impressed with how well

suited they are to one another, how they

complement each other. She is much more
proud of his being the only writer, with the

exception of Eugene O'Neill, who has twice

won the Harvard Award for one-act plays

than she is of anything she has achieved.

Born in Amarillo, Texas, her real name is

Sue Carolyn Jones. Encouraged by her drama
teacher in high school to try her wings on
the stage, Carolyn played summer stock in

Maine and appeared in small roles on tv

in New York before a Paramount talent scout

brought her to Hollywood. She had lean days
in the beginning and she and Aaron went
hungry more than once. But those days are

over. They're both on their way.
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OPEN LETTER
to Shelley Winters:

Girl, no actress ever put so much realism

as you have into your role in The Diary

Of Anne Frank—and I mean putting on forty

brutally unflattering pounds in weight!

If that isn't enough, you'll suffer even more
for your art by losing the entire forty during

the progress of the picture as you become
the victim of Nazi cruelty and starvation.

Many actresses previously have had to do

some padding if their parts called for plump-

ness. But never has one eaten herself out of

shape and acquired two extra chins because
of devotion to realism. Even your close friends

don't recognize you with your new matronly

—

to put it mildly—figure.

But, my friend, the worst is yet to come.

You told me, "I really had a ball putting

on this weight. Ate everything I've forbidden

myself for years. The most fattening thing

I did was to raid the ice box and eat sand-

wiches and cake just before going to bed."

Remember that, you plump gals.

But taking it off isn't going to be any fun.

I feel for you after you told me, "I'll go on

a liquid diet for a full week. Nothing but

fruit juices and clear broth. This should take

off about a pound a day. My doctor says I

must then stop for a few days and eat meat
in order to retain my strength. Then back
to the liquids again—as the Nazi treatment

gets worse." Nazi treatment?????

I love your little joke with your director

George Stevens, who says he never asks a
player to do anything he wouldn't. So, you've
got him reducing forty pounds along with you.

I don't know—but it seems to me there

should be some sort of a special Oscar for

this type of suffering. Shell. Good losings!

Shelley Winters didn't at all mind putting on those extra

forty pounds for her new picture—but taking them off!
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LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

Above Ingrid Bergman and Lars

Schmidt's romance seems to be

disillusioning one fan. . . .

Above, right Dinah Shore's gown is a dream,

and husband George Montgomery
looks like he thinks so, too. . . .

Right One fan doubts Natalie and

Bob's marriage will last a year.

THE LETTER BOX:
"So Ingrid does it again—J mean, an-

nounce to the world that she'll spend another
summer on another island with another
man!" blasts Mrs. Peggy Barstow, Phoenix.

"The way I feel about Miss Bergman is sheer

disillusionment. Anyone can make one mis-

take, but she seems to make a habit of shock-

ing Americans. . .
."

Plenty of cynicism in this month's mail.

Vivian Beers—who admits she hails from

St. Louis, the city of beer—opines: "With

afl this madly-in-love honeymoon publicity

we're being fed, I hope Natalie and Bob
Wagner make it last at least a year!" Why,
Vivian! . .

.

Evie Keller's letter in the March issue,

in which she states she's met several actors

and all they can say is "huh" or "yeah,"

stirred up a protest from Barbara Luett, of

San Jose: "Obviously, she hasn't met that

very articulate actor, Jeff Hunter. J had
a luncheon interview with him for our San
Jose State paper, and he discussed intelli-

gently from the function of the liver to the

relationship between Vitamin C and cancer

cells." Good for Jeff—but that would hardly

be my favorite luncheon conversation subject,

Barbara. . .

.

"I believe that Marlon Brando and

Anna Kashfi will make a success of their

marriage despite his odd behavior as a hus-

band," writes Dorothy Drumm, of Los An-

geles. "Anna, with her knowledge of the

Occult and its philosophy, which is as old as

Buddha himself, will understand Marlon and
eventually bring peace to his restless nature."

Very nice thought, D.D. . .

.

Postcards Mrs. Myrtle Mullins, Dallas:

"Television stars such as Dinah Shore and
Patti Page are stealing aiJ fashion honors

from Hollywood's movie stars. There's not

a star on the screen today who qualifies as

a 'best-dressed woman.' On the other hand,

it's a pleasure to tune in on Dinah and Patti,

who always look dreamy." Them's fightin'

words, Myrt. . . .

"James Cagney Josf me as a fan when
he gave out that interview that the older

actors should retire and make way for the

younger stars," protests Charlotte Tatum,
Memphis. "If Mr. Cagney wants to retire, that's

his privilege. But don't take Clark Gable,
John Wayne, Cary Grant, Jimmy
Stewart, Gary Cooper away from us who
love these wonderful guys. . .

."

On the other hand, Sandra Tornily, Hunt-

ington, W. Virginia, believes: "Thank heav-

ens for Paul Newman— a new face, a

new talent, a wonderful new actor in that

dead sea of old faces Hollywood keeps push-

ing at us. Please write more aDOUt Paul—
perhaps an interview." How about it, David

Myers? . . .

"I have a feeling that Judy Garland
is suffering unbearably over the turn her

personal life has taken," writes Savanah
Smith, Toledo. "I wish you would print

just a bit of this letter to let her know that

she is deeply loved by her loyal fans and
that she always will be No. 1 star in our

hearts." I'm sure Judy will appreciate those

sweet words. . . .

Jim Proser, New York, reports: "I saw
an unknown lady walk up to Rock Hudson
in a hotel lobby on his recent trip to New
York and tell him she was a fan. Instead

of acting like he was impatient and trying

to get away from her as fast as possible,

as I have seen other stars behave, Mr.

Hudson shook hands and stood chatting wtih

her for quite a while. He was so polite, he

even walked with her to the revolving door

and operated it for her when the lady de-

parted. I call that nice manners." And I agree,

Jim.

That's all for now. See you next month.



SPORTS GIRDLE KEEPS YOU IN BEAUTIFUL FORM...

whatever form your special fun takes! And it's

such a comfortable way to be beautiful on the

beach, trim on the tennis court, sliver-slim when
you bowl! Kleinert's pantie girdle is made of

pure natural rubber. It's velvet-textured outside

and skin-side... never feels sticky. It's perforated

to let your skin "breathe"; has a non-roll top. It

slims you the second you slip it on... yet gives

you "no-girdle" freedom! Pink or white; small,

medium and large. About $2.50.



Debbie (thatlammc/Gal

)

back.,.more wonderful than ever]

She teaches a bachelor

the facts of life... and

learns about love from

the boy next door!

Co-Starring

ALEXIS SMITH MARYASTOR
with ESTELLE WINWOOD

Directed by BLAKE EDWARDS • Screenplay by BLAKE EDWARDS

Based on the Play "FOR LOVE OR MONEY" written by F.

and produced on the stage by BARNARD SIRAOS

Produced by ROSS HONTER • A UNIVERSAL-INTERNATIONAL PICTURE

DEBBIE SING
her new hit song

THIS HAPPY
FEELING

GET MORE OUT OF LIFE...GO OUT TO A MOVIE

!

GARY
takes some lessons

When Gary Cooper hired a teacher, he

expected to learn something—expected

some of his teacher's knowledge to rub

oft on him. But he sure didn't expect to

imitate his teacher in one of the most fan-

tastic feats that teacher ever pulled off!

It all started kind of casually.

Gary, his wife Rocky and their daughter

Maria were vacationing at Dedondo Beach.

"Hey," big Coop drawled one day, "I

hear there's a fellow giving skin diving

instruction around here. How about it?"

So the three of them signed up.

And Peter Gimbel started teaching them

the ins and outs of swimming around un-

der water like a fish—except for the tank

of oxygen that the human fish wore

strapped to their backs.

From just about the first lesson on, the

Coopers knew there was something kinda

familiar about their teacher's face.

They soon found out what it was.

They'd seen it in the papers—the day

Peter Gimbel made headlines with his

swimming, investigating the sunken re-

mains of that tragic ship The Andrea
Doria . . . the ship on which Ruth Roman
almost lost her life.

So what do Gary, Rocky and Maria do

just about as soon as they caught their

breath over the news that they were learn-

ing from a celebrity? Why, the Coopers

go out and find a sunken boat that the

experts had once found—and lost again.

A boat that had been built at least a cen-

tury before!

And for a souvenir, Coop got one of the

big square nails that they stopped using

for ship-building in the middle 1800's!

"Yup," as Coop might drawl, "good
teacher, that fellow. . .

."

See Gary noiv in 10 North Fredrick

for 20th-Fox. After that he'll be in War-
ners' Sundown.



Danny Kaye's

new diet

The secret life of Danny Kaye used to be

concerned with diets. The reason? When
Danny works, he loses weight.

Once when she was little more than a

bride, Sylvia remembers, Danny left her

to go on a rest cure to gain pounds. After

a couple of weeks of five meals a day
steadily, he came back with four additional

pounds.

But this was too good to last. Another
siege of work and again Danny was too

busy to eat and the skipped meals added
up to more lost pounds

It was just about that time that Danny
came up with a diet absolutely guaran-

teed. It consisted of nothing but beer and
stout. Mr. Kaye proceeded to empty the

refrigerator of nearly everything to get

room for the beer and stout. Sylvia was in

despair—the cook left. After a week of

beer and stout Danny lost two cunces and
that was the end of that diet!

One day Sylvia came home to find the

refrigerator cleaned out of everything but

milk. Quarts and quarts of milk and a

banana tree in the living-room! Sylvia

demanded an explanation.

"They tell me that the milk-and-banana

diet far outdistances the beer-and-stout

diet," Danny explained sweetly.

But the cook said, "Choose the diet or

me"-—and Danny chose her.

Next came the wine-and-cheese routine.

Wine and cheese occupied the refrigerator

space until the neighbors wanted to know
where that odor was coming from. And of

course this wasn't pleasing the cook, either.

And the result? Danny didn't gain an

ounce.

But Danny doesn't have to worry about

his weight any more. The younger genera-

tion took over in his life, and Danny filled

out.

This is how it happened.

First it was his daughter Dena. He found
her so enchanting that he fell in love with

all the other little girls—and boys, too

—

in the whole world.

And he went around the world making
the kids of UNICEF laugh—the kids being

fed and doctored and housed and helped

to laugh by UNICEF, the United Nations
International Children's Emergency Foun-
dation.

Kids jusl naturally take to Danny Kaye,
and he could reach them when no one else

could. Kids whose hearts and minds had
been so hurt by war that they had almost

forgotten what it was like to have someone
care.

He clowned for them and raised money
to help them, and he got so many kicks

out of it he forgot about diets.

Perhaps it was because he was nour-

ished by the milk of human kindness that

these are the pounds which have stuck. . . .

Danny's latest picture is M-G-M's Merry
Andrew.

ver you do

The glamorous, natural-looking colortones of

your Noreen-rinsed hair will win admiring

glances. Whatever you do, wherever you are

. . . at work, at play or at formal affairs . .

.

you know your hair always looks lovely.

That's the beauty of a Noreen Color Rinse;

surely, yet subtly, it accents your natural

hair coloring, blending in unwanted drab streaks

and stray gray. Noreen color is easy to apply,

takes just a few minutes, and your hair stays

color-right 'til next shampoo. Today, introduce

gleaming new colortones, new sheen and

beauty into your hair. Several of Noreen's

14 temporary rinses are right for you.

Send for literature and free sample offer.

Noreen 450 Lincoln St. Denver 9, Colo. Dept. J-2

at cosmetic counters everywhere
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The end papers do the

waving for you

Every end paper contains its own

waving ingredients— just the right

amount for each curl

Because the end papers them-

selves measure out the waving

action, your wave will be perfect

Easiest, fastest way yet to a reall

lasting wave-just wind, wet witl

pure, clear water, and neutraliz

Why didn't somebody think of this before? A home
permanent with the wave in the end papers instead

of a bottle of lotion. That's Procter & Gamble's
new PACE.
Guesswork taken out.Because each paper con-

tains just the right amount of waving ingredients

—

never too much, never too little—you get a perfect

permanent automatically.

No more waves that take in one place, don't in

another. No more stragglers or strays. No mor
"first week" frizz.

No messy, strong-smelling lotion. Just wim
hair as usual, wet with water, neutralize, and look

An even, lasting w ave that looks like a gift of natur<

So now there's no reason to leave the house fo

a permanent. Not when it's next to no fuss at al

to get one at home. That's with PACE—the worry

free way to a perfect wave. How about today?

Costs no more than lotion permanents— $2 plus tax.

Choice ol 3 strengths: Regular . . . Gentle . . . Super Wind curls as usual. Any home permanent
curlers will do. (End papers do the waving.)

Squeeze on clear water with PACE'S ha:

plastic bottle. No messy, strong-smelling lotio

Procter& Gamble's

no lotion permanent
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Night time in Paris, and the husky,

square-jawed young man and the

delicate-looking girl with flyaway,

pixie bangs stood with their arms
around each other, looking down on

the waters of the Seine River.

The Seine—weaving through Paris

—weaving romance—weaving dreams.

Here, along the mysterious banks, men
have held rendezvoux with love, ren-

dezvoux with life and sometimes ren-

dezvoux with death.

No thought of somberness, no
thought of unhappiness floated in the

air that night when the two young
people in love stood with their arms en-

twined around each other.

"Paris— this is something I've

dreamed about for a long time," said

the girl softly. "To be here together

—

to me that's the perfect proof that

dreams can come true."

"You're so right, Vicki," said the

boy gently. "Just to be in Paris would
be wonderful. But to have you here

with me—that makes it perfect."

John Saxon was in Paris to make
The Reluctant Debutante, and his girl,

Vicki Thai, had just flown in from
Hollywood {Continued on page 62)

44JOHNNY SAXON
IS SECRETLY MARRIED!"

That was the exciting report

that travelled along

the grapevine in Hollywood.

We heard it, our ears perked up,

and we went out to find

the truth. This is it.
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Rock came to my door the other day.

For the first time he seemed hurt.

Behind his shy smile was a troubled heart.

He asked me for a favor.

He asked me to tell you

THE TRUTH
ABOUT THOSE ATTACKS

ON ROCK HUDSON

by Louella Parsons

--there

has been

any doubt

in Rock Hud-
son's mind about

his having reached

the very top in Holly-

wood—he knows now!
They're firing on him!
This good old American

sport is reserved only for those

who have reached the loftiest

heights—such as Presidents of the

United States, prize fight champions,

the top football and baseball teams . . . and
Hollywood's leading movie idol.

On second thought, some European Kings
whose brows have uneasily worn a crown can

attest to the fact that sitting high on a throne can

ofttimes allow an excellent pot shot at a royal derriere.

The firing on Rock has been going on for some time un-

derground—where all first class revolutions begin. But it broke

into wide public view just recently in a Look Magazine article

titled on the cover : Rock Hudson—Why He's No. 1 . The story inside

went on to make you wonder why indeed.

The article charged Rock with being a "mechanical man" with little

brains and few emotions of his own; a robot who is the successful re-

flection of an astute and clever agent, Henry Willson. He was depicted as a

man without a sense of humor, and even his extraordinary good looks were chal-

lenged as artificial because, early in his career, he had to have a tooth straightened

!

It was the first serious out-and-out blast on The Rock, and without further ado,

if you want to know how he feels about it, he's angry

!

Even the California weather, which has been glorious this year, had turned bitter

cold the day Rock came to see me. Wind, rain and hail beat against the windows as we
sat before a warm, blazing fire sipping hot coffee and tea—the coffee for Rock, the tea for me.

Contrary to the magazine's broad insinuation that Rock can't comb (Continued on page 60)





T ove produces some strange situations. But the position in which

Judi Meredith finds herself tops them all.

What's the situation?

Judi's living with her boyfriend's family—and boyfriend Wendell

Niles, Jr. is three thousand miles away . . .

and will be for the next year or so!

How'd that happen? Well, it all started one hot July afternoon when
Judi had a date with Troy Donahue and

—

"Whoa!" says Judi, "it started before then—or I'd never have got

to Hollywood to meet Wendell in the first place !"

Well, then, it all started with Britain's famed Queen Victoria

—

because that was the role Judi was playing on TV when
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an afternoon

with

alker
(it may be

Exhausting? Not for this 6-foot-six, 235-

pound hunk of muscle named Clint Walker!

He likes nothing better than doing for his

five-foot-couple-of-inches wife Verna, and

their eight-year-old daughter Valerie.

"They keep this Walker on the run!" Clint

complained. But we must admit he was grinning

when he said it, that day we came to visit and

got a look at how this ex-cowpuncher,

ex-stevedore, ex-sheriff spends his

off-hours. How does he spend his days off? Well,

building furniture that Verna wants—and
shopping with her, too. Or finishing up that tree-

house that Valerie got all excited about. Oh,

sometimes he may take off for a spot of skin-diving

or hunting. But never for long: his life is

built around his home, his wife, his child . . .

and they fill his heart as completely as

Verna and Valerie fill his arms. . . .

mm

mm i
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Sitting around and strumming
on 'the old geetar' may be

good fun, but it never lasts

long. Sooner or later Clint

remembers those kitchen shelves

he's building for Verna and
it's back to the old workshop.

He's a real master builder.

I

pxhausting—but it's fun)

But this is a family it's

worth building things

for . . . 'cause they let

Daddy play too. He's

always welcome in the

tree house—he plays

elevator so well. And
he's always willing to

lend a helping hand
when you swing.

But the best thing Daddy swings is an axe.

It provides firewood for Verna, a chance to help

for Valerie and man-sized exercise for big Clint.

Comes the end of the day, who's tired? Everybody!



OUR
GOING -AWAY

GIFTS...

Remember that
first pie Kay Wheeler

made for you?

,1



I

TO : Private Elvis Presley

U. S. Army
FROM : David Myers

Editor
MODERN SCREEN

Dear Soldier,

You've been tricked.

You didn't know it at the

time—but that lunch you and
had together in Hollywood just

before you left for the Army
was part of a big fat plot.

I felt pretty sneaky about it at

the time, sitting there asking
all those questions, as though it

were the most casual of conver-
sations, two old friends getting
together, reminiscing about
the past and speculating a little

on the future.

You ordered, remember?

—

two grilled

{Continued on next page)

These're for your wal-

let, Elvis . . . the peo-

ple—and the things

—

you love. Especially

when you're lonely or

blue, pull 'em out and
remember we all miss

you, too. . . .

Wood- *

V/ho

Remember what Cousin Gene said+o you and Nicky Adams?



ELVIS continued

(story continued from previous page)

cheese-and-tomato sandwiches, a side of french

fries, a side of bacon, a double heap of apple

pudding and a chocolate malt . . . and then

a Bromo-Seltzer for one of us, me! And after

you ordered—and unknown to you—I began

taking pages of mental notes so we here at

Modern Screen would know how to

fill the box.

What box?

Well, just stop scratching where your side-

burns used to be for a second and let me explain.

You see, El, soon as we heard you'd gotten

your Greetings from that Uncle you've been

helping support in high-style these last

couple of years, we decided it would be a nice

idea to send you some kind of going-away

present—just so you'd know that we were

all still thinking about you.

We racked our brains for a couple of days.

And then we came up with the one thing all

as guys who've been (Continued on page 67)

ELVIS'
going-away

GIFT to you

"Goodbye sideburns,

once and for all."

"I might be away for quite a while . . .

I don't only want to be remembered on

a stage with a flashy costume, and a

guitar in my hands, and long sideburns.

I'm saying goodbye to friends. This is

the way I want them to remember me,

smiling . . . and with a haircut! This

might be my last photograph for a while

... I'd like to make a gift of it to your

readers. It's just the way I want to be

remembered. Love to all my friends . . .

be seeing you soon,





Ever since I was a kid I've liked boys.

"I'll never forget my first official date. I didn't know
how to act. You see, my older sister and my mother are

the extroverts in our family, my dad and I are the

quiet ones. So for days after this young romeo had

asked me out, I was both excited and nervous. The night

before the big occasion my mother gave me some advice.

Advice ! ! She practically wrote dialogue for me ! She

told me that all males, regardless of whether they're

thirteen or thirty-three, like to talk about themselves.

And—she rehearsed me in a whole set of questions to ask,

all guaranteed to be conversational icebreakers.

"Five minutes after the evening started my
routine went out of the window. Mother had forgotten

to tell me one very essential thing—what to do if my
date didn't answer!

"To make a sad story short, my first date was a flop,

because he turned out to be as shy as I was

!

"I asked him a question, but instead of its being the

beginning of a great evening, he turned red, mumbled

something which to this day I still can't figure

out and then lapsed into complete silence.

I was lost, absolutely lost. Today, of course, I'm glad

it happened, because that way I discovered at a tender

age that you can't rehearse for a date and learn lines

like you do when you study a movie script. My only

salvation that first evening was that we were going to

a movie. I kept thinking to myself as soon as we get into

the show I won't have to say anything ! But to complicate

things, my date and I walked to the theater. It took twen-

ty minutes to get there, but our {Continued on page 88)

[ . ./ujm <9t brt&kfi

by KifTl N0V3k, as told to Marcia Bone
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Q. Is success all you
dreamed it would be?

TONY: Nobody who eats

breakfast in a restaur-

ant, alone, is a success.

Q. // you were shipwrecked
on a desert island—who d
you like to have ship-
wrecked with you?

TONY: Pumky—my dog—and
Sophia Loren

!

Q. Do you have any
hobbies?

TONY: Painting—this
kind. The other
kind that I do is the wall-painting type. I painted my
own apartment on 56th Street, in New York.

. a TV-type

interview

Q. Whats' your pet peeve?

TONY: Kibitzers—unless it's me,
of course. But at least I try

not to tell the other fellow

what he should have done

!

40

Q. What's your favorite
food?

TONY: Orange juice—

I

squeeze it by the quart!

Q. What's your favorite past-
time ?

TONY: Browsing in book-shops
. . . and browsing for old
movies !





the

JOHNNY MATH IS
story

"These

Nothing like a pep talk via Western Union

when a fellow's getting stage fright.

Johnny Mathis reached back,

smoothed the wrinkle in his shirt

collar—and that did it. He was finished

dressing. The biggest night in his life

had come—the night of his Hollywood

nightclub debut—and he'd arrived in his

dressing room about two hours too

early, just to make sure he got dressed

right and in time. And now, twenty

minutes later, he was all through with

any dressing he'd had to do. For a minute

the thin, good-looking singer wished he

hadn't made such a point of explaining to

everyone that he wanted to be alone

before the opening show. He'd thought he

might get nervous if there were a lot of

commotion, that he might—for just a

little while, at least-like to be completely

by himself. But man, he sure could

have used a friendly face right now,

sure as anything.

For a moment he stared at himself,

stiffly, in the long mirror beside the door,

and then he walked over to his dressing

table and sat and, almost automatically,

he looked down (Continued on page 78)

peopl



memories, these

courage to go on."

Johnny comes from a singin' family. That's his dad at the piano,

nth sister Linda and five-year-old niece Cathy sitting by. And
in back—his brother Ralph, sisters Marguerite and Elizabeth,

ohnny, kid brother Michael and Mom—who never lost faith. . . .

Comes in handy having a brother
in the business, figures Ralph, when
a guy needs some, professional advice.

Above Helen Noga, Johnny's

manager, explains a fine point

about styling. Her house is

his home away from home.

Below Johnny's number - one

booster is Sammy Davis, Jr.





When the moment came, she left Eddie with

a smile and a pat on the arm; this was one

road she had to travel by herself . .

.

Debbie's
thrilling morning

with
the Stork...

Debbie Reynolds was just about as impatient a young woman as

you could find anywhere on earth as Eddie tucked the blankets around

her tired body on the night of February 23.

She sighed out loud. Eddie Fisher, her ever-loving husband, looked

apprehensively at her. She managed a smile as his eyes caught hers.

"Don't you worry and fret now, Eddie, it's just that this is getting to be

the living end. How much longer will I have to go on wondering what this

little bundle under my heart is going to look like?"

"Honey, it can't be much longer," Eddie told her, hoping what he said

was the truth. "It just can't be!"

Debbie's baby was two weeks and three days overdue at that moment, the

longest and most harrowing seventeen days she'd ever had to live through.

Recalling those endless days, Debbie quite a while afterward said, "I used

to feel that way about Christmas—my goodness, would it ever arrive?—but

this was worse. The constant, awful strain of it."

Eddie, sitting in a chair near her bed, dozed away in a fitful nap. And
she felt herself slipping into slumber too. And then

!

She experienced the first faint warnings of a miracle about to happen!

She sat quickly upright. She was on the point of calling out to Eddie—

until she saw his weary head nodding on his chest. (Continued on page 76)

by Florabel Muir



JAMES DARREN, PART 2

Gloria and Jimmy tried to cheer

me up in the amusement park,

but I still felt bad. I knew Mama
was heartbroken. I had called

half an hour before to say:



by Ed DeBlasio

Mama, I can't

come home..."

Everybody was at MamA's: Uncle pom, Grandma, Aunt Sara, Mama and Pop, (of course), my brother

Johnny, Grandpa, Dom's wife Betty, Aunt Cora, Cousin Vicky, Uncle Mannie—everybody . . . but me.

Crowded South Tenth Street, Philadelphia,

had seen plenty of commotion in its time. But
never anything like this! What was up?
James Darren—better known in the old neigh-

borhood as Jimmy Ercolani—was coming home.

And this was certainly a cause for celebration.

After all, Jimmy and his wife Gloria had been

home only once before in the two years since

they'd gone to Hollywood—for something like

seven hours, between public appearances in

Washington and New York—and the fact they

were coming in now 'meant they'd be bringing

another Jimmy with them, their year-old-son,

to show off to his grandparents and all the

other relatives and friends of the family.

Jimmy's kid brother Johnny and Johnny's

wife' had already arrived early that Saturday

morning at the tiny row house where his folks

and grandparents lived. As had Jimmy's Aunt
Sara, with her daughter, Lorraine.

And a truck from the bakery. And a truck

from the big Italian grocery store down the

street.

Now, a little after ten o'clock, another car

was pulling up—this time with Jimmy's Uncle

Mannie, his wife Cora and their daughter

Vicky.

And then, right behind it, came another car

—with Uncle Dominick and Aunt Betty.

A third truck fol- (Continued on page 7-4)





THE
NOBODY KISSED

^Sophia Loren's bittersweet wedding day

The rain had gotten worse through the night and now it

slapped hard against the window. Sophia Loren stirred in

her bed. Normally she would have popped her eyes open

and wondered to herself : What time is it; it must be five or

nearly five; I must get up and get ready to go to the studio.

But on this particular morning—Tuesday, September 17,

1957—she did not open her eyes. This was a very special

morning in her life and she was half-dreaming a very special

dream. And nothing, not the rain, not the studio, nothing

was going to spoil it for her now.

It was a beautiful thing, this dream. It was of a wedding

morning—her own. Sophia was back home, far away, in Naples.

She'd just been awakened, not by rain, but by a ray of

golden Italian sunshine that streamed through the tall

window and fell onto the bed alongside her and seemed to

whisper a warm 'buon giorno, cara, buon giorno.'

Then the door opened and Maria, her beautiful young sister,

had rushed in and plunked herself on the bed alongside

Sophia, ruffling up the sunshine with (Continued on page 69)

For so long, through so many lonely

days, Sophia had waited for this

day when Carlo would arrive. . . .



The evening was balmy and clear.

The moon shone brightly on

the Pacific Ocean as the waves rolled

lazily toward the shore. It was a

spring night, made for lovers, and I

was determined to make the

most of it. . . .

Next to me in my open Thunderbird

convertible was one of Hollywood's

loveliest and most promising young

actresses. My arm was around her

waist, her head nestled on my shoulder,

her soft blonde hair caressed my
cheeks. I bent over her and kissed her

tenderly. I was in heaven.

"Nicky," she said at last, "do you

think I should really do it?"

I hesitated. "Do-what?"
"Accept that part I was telling you

about. You remember—my agent

called me this morning and asked

if I had made up my mind and I told

him that I couldn't possibly. . .
."

That did it! (Continued on page 81)

I couldn't find a

girl in Hollywood...

(but Ifound one in San Diego)

by Nick Adams



That's Evelyn Wickland I'm being

introduced to—Lois' best friend . . .

Then young Michael and the head of the

house, Roger, came out to shoot the breeze

The growl in my stomach told me
it was time to head for the hills

—and even walking to the car

Lois wasn't letting go of that picnic

hamper! Ever try helping lady-

and-lunch into a car?
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ESTHER and the

BLIND CHILDREN
GOD bless you, Miss Williams," the woman

said softly. Her cheeks were wet with tears.

"God bless you—"
Esther, tall in her high heels, tried to smile down

at her and found herself blushing. "Please," she

said, "I haven't really—" she reached out a hand

to the woman.
And to her intense surprise, the woman seized

it and raised it suddenly to her lips. Before Esther

could move, she had kissed her hand—and turned

and fled.

And Esther stood staring after her, with the

tears beginning to well up in her own eyes.

She was still standing there, motionless, when
she felt a hand tug at her skirt. She looked down,

and a little girl was beside her—a chubby child with

brown braids and a small, shy smile.

"Miss Willyum—now Mommy's gone, will you

take me back? I want to change into my swimsuit,

all right?"

"Of course it's all right," Es said. The tears

disappeared as rapidly as they had come. With one

hand she brushed a loose lock of hair from her

forehead. With the other she reached for the child's

fingers, took them firmly in her own.

"We'll go across the grass," Es said. "In about

ten giant steps we'll come to the curb—don't forget

it, now."

"I won't forget," the child said. "I hardly ever

fall over anything any more."

She got no reply. For Esther Williams, walking

hand in hand with the child across the sunlit lawn
of the school, was repeating silently a prayer—

a

prayer she had said once, years ago, and never

forgotten. A prayer she repeated now, a hundred
times daily: Lord, guide (Continued on page 87)

The first steps . . . slowly Esther Williams leads the blind child

into the water—where one day she will plunge joyously ahead.
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I

veaching a blind child to float is the hardest part of

[Esther's job, because of the fear of having sound shut
\away. But the new self-confidence of her little swimmers
,—outside of the water, too—makes the work worth it.



You remember her as Allison in Peyton Place

Now we take you on a journey into the
very private world

of

DIANE
VARSI

For Diane, 'the bright, sweet thoughts of childhood'.— are

memories as dark and frightening as the bottomless depths.

All right, Mother. I'll say something. As soon as I can

L I'm going to get up, pack my things, and leave. I never

want to see you or this town again," Diane Varsi whispered.

Then she put the script down and looked up.

Across the room, Mark Robson was staring at her. He
licked his lips. He cleared his throat. "You read that," he said

finally, "as if it were the story of your life." He shook his head.

Then, slowly, he added, "I've been making movies quite a

while now. I've heard a lot of girls read for parts. I've never

seen one who looked like you or behaved like you. I don't know
what sort of person you are. But if you can get your life into a

line like that—the part is yours. Congratulations," he said.

And Diane Varsi, who had been nobody five minutes before,

walked out of the studio with the key role in Peyton Place in

her pocket, and headed back for the slum in which she lived.

It was true that no one had ever shown up for an audition

looking as she looked. Her round face with its tip-tilted nose,

uneven complexion, and serious blue eyes was neither pretty nor

winsome—and she had made no attempt to improve it. There

was no lipstick on her mouth, no (Continued on page 83)

. . . now there is one joy in her life-

her baby, Shawn. . . .
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A
WOODLAND DATE



The MG belonged to Peter.

Four people plus supplies and
clothing make for a slightly tight

squeeze, but squeezing's fun!

This rig is called a jungle-

gym. The boys showed off their

muscles on parallel bars, while theii

two girls acted impressed.

In the winter, Pat Wayne's busy

at Loyola University; in the summer, he

makes movies. So it isn't often he gets

a chance to just take off and smell the

roses, soak up some sunshine and gaze at a

swallow or two. But one rare day Pat and

three of his pals—Gloria Henniger (she's

the blonde), Virginia Aldridge and Peter

Brown—took off at dawn, drove a hundred

miles and invaded Lake Arrowhead. It's

got woods, water, everything, and it's

up in the San Bernardino Mountains.

(Pete's a Warners' player current-

ly in Darby's Rangers, Pat's new movie

is The Young Land.) The kids

had fun, the day flew, and
the proof is in the pictures. . .

Gloria complained about being

splashed; she was scolded

by Pete and Pat. "We're just helping you
get wet," they explained.



Picnic time, with cookies and

milk. They all tried to feed

cookies to the ungrateful horse,

who rejected their offer

More help for Gloria. Pat's

holding that horse in place so the lady

can climb aboard.

WOODLAND DATE
WITH
PAT WAYNE continued

Changed from play clothes

into street togs, they started off

to dinner, stopping just long

enough to make wishes at

, a wishing well. "I wished forW another day just

like this," Virginia said later.

W Candlelight at a restaurant

called the Chalet, and Pat and
Gloria wind up a perfect day

perfectly. Soon Pat would be

back at school, studying, training

for athletics, getting ready

for more movie work—but tonight

the air was soft, the girl

pretty, memories in the making.

Pat's appearing in The Young Land for
Buena Vista. Pete's in Darby's Rangers,
Marjorie Morningstar, Violent Road,
Onionhead and Westbound, all for Warners'.

END
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those attacks on rock Hudson

(Continued from page 29) his hair or even
ring a doorbell without the guidance of
Henry Willson, he came alone.

"I didn't want anyone around, just
wanted to talk things over with you," he
said soon after his arrival.

I thought he looked very thin and some-
how different. His hair was cut very short,

eliminating the natural wave we've grown
accustomed to. In just the few short
months since I had last seen him he ap-
peared to have matured by years. Cer-
tainly the past year and a half in his life

has been sufficiently startling to confuse
the most 'mechanical' of men—which
Rock isn't, believe me.

It's been a time of great triumph, and
of great unhappiness and frustration for
him. He's won enough popularity awards
to start a gallery, including the Look
Magazine (!!) award as Hollywood's out-
standing male star; the German Bambi
Plaque, equivalent to our Oscar; several
fan magazine polls and an Academy
Award nomination last year for his fine

performance in Giant.
He rose to such dizzy heights of finan-

cial success that MGM willingly would
have paid $750,000 to star him in Ben Hur.
That's pretty fair going as an actor—for
a former truck driver.

On the other hand, his marriage to

Phyllis Gates crashed in a far from
friendly separation. His nerves were shot
from a long and arduous location trip to

Italy for A Farewell To Arms, followed by
an equally exhausting trip to Honolulu
for Twilight For The Gods.

Last, but not least, he now finds himself
in the impossible position of being locked
in an ironclad contract with Universal

-

International, a studio which has tempo-
rarily suspended operations of its own.
And so far they won't let their biggest
money-maker work for any other com-
pany.

The lowdown
Rock told me his first reaction to that

article was complete bafflement.
"The writer and I spent eight hours to-

gether on a plane coming from New York
to Hollywood," he said wearily. "She came
to my home and talked to my friends and
business associates. She kept telling me
how much she liked me and what a com-
plimentary story she was going to write.

Then-

—

wham!"
He shrugged philosophically, poured

himself another cup of coffee and said, "I

don't expect all articles about me to make
me out a tin saint. That would be in-

credibly dull—and untrue. I have as many
faults as the next fellow.

"All I ask is that I be allowed to stand,

or fall, on what I accomplish up there on
the screen. No one is responsible for that
but me. I don't mean that to sound
boastful or ungrateful to Henry and oth-
ers who have helped me enormously. But
when that camera starts turning, I'm on
my own."
He continued quickly, "I want to say

just this one thing—and then we'll forget

that confounded and confounding story.

It's this: of course I listen to Henry Will-
son. He's my agent and he's my friend.

What's the sense of having an agent or a
friend if I'm going to ignore his advice
and suggestions. Henry discovered me and
encouraged me as he has done for many
other actors. He even gave me my name.
"But he does not order my life or my

thinking. Nor did he mastermind my
marriage or separation from Phyllis."

And if you don't believe him about that

—then you weren't sitting face to face

with Rock Hudson that afternoon, my
6Q friends!

The mention of Phyllis gave me the cue
to say, "I'm truly sorry about you and
Phyllis," and I meant it.

"So am I," he said quietly. "Sorrier
about it than anything that has ever hap-
pened to me. I guess I'm old fashioned
but I can't talk about it. ' Not even to

you."
I remembered that soon after their mar-

riage two years ago, Rock had proudly
brought the attractive former assistant to

Henry Willson to call on me—and if they
weren't sincerely happy honeymooners,
then Rock is a better actor than I think
and she's as good as he.

"What can be said . . .?"

"What can ever be said about the break-
up of any marriage?" he continued. He
seemed to be speaking almost to himself.
"Only the two people involved know what
happened, and often they are confused.
Friends side with one or the other, but
there is no case where one party is 100%
right and the other 100% wrong. You
know that. You've seen enough marriages
go on the rocks in Hollywood to know that
neither party is all hero or all villian."

He shrugged slightly and spread his

hands. "I made mistakes and I'm willing

to take my share of the blame. But it

wasn't all my fault any more than it was
all Phyllis'. One thing I do know is that
these mistakes cannot now be rectified.

That's all I can say about it."

I asked, "Has this unhappy ending
soured you on marriage, Rock? Do you
feel you never want to marry again?"
"Not at all," he said, "I want to marry

again. I have a very good example of If

at first you don't succeed, try, try again
right in my own family. My mother is

now very happily married to Joseph
Olson, after two unsuccessful previous ex-
periences."
This time I poured him another cup of

coffee before he went on. "My mother
and her third husband have a wonderful
time together—go fishing, travel around,
and enjoy the same things.

"She and my father, Roy Scherer, for

whom I was named, parted when I was a

small boy. I still see my Dad, fact is I had
dinner with him last night.

A change in fathers

"I was about nine when my mother
married Wallace Fitzgerald, who was
everything a tyrant-stepfather has ever
been pictured as being. I had to take his

last name against my wishes and toe the
mark to his every whim. Mother was
working as a switchboard operator and I

used to hang around and run errands for

her just to keep out of Fitzgerald's way.
He was around a lot. He wasn't working.
"But my point is—if mother and Joe

can be so happy and have such good
times together, why should I rule out an-
other try at having a good marriage?" He
smiled broadly again. "But not right now.
I'm not even divorced!"
His unhappy childhood may have a lot

to do with the charge that Rock is overly
placid by temperament and won't fight

back. I've seen it happen time after time
—children brought up in bickering, un-
happy homes becoming frightened apostles

of 'peace at any price'—anything, any-
thing to keep from stirring up another
hurtful, bitter brawl within the family.

Since Rock became famous, some of his

former employers—including the grocer
he used to deliver for in Winnetka, 111.,

the manager of the store where he sold
electric appliances, a few of the men he
knew in the Navy, and the head of the
food company for whom he drove a truck
—are all agreed: Roy Fitzgerald was an
easy-going fellow. He never went look-

ing for a fight. So, what's wrong with that?

Does it make Rock a spiritless dummy?

He said, "When I feel things are going
wrong I try to do something to correct
them, not explode all over the place. I

suppose I could have thrown a tempera-
mental tantrum because U-I wouldn't let

me do Ben Hur. But what would it have
got me? Nothing but a suspension. So I'm
disappointed about Ben Hur—but I'm not
blowing out my brains, or anybody else's."

"But Rock, what are you doing about this

frustrating spot you are in, with your
studio temporarily at a stand-still and
yet they are not giving you the right to

do outside pictures?" I asked.

Something good
A slight grin spread over his face, "I'm

still looking for something good, another
great story like Giant, for instance. And
another director like George Stevens to
direct me. That was my best picture.

"I honestly believe U-I wouldn't turn
me down if another great chance came
along, I mean a big picture that wouldn't
keep me tied up a whole year as Ben Hur
would have done. After all, they loaned
me out for Giant didn't they?"
They sure did, and my fellow Illi-

noisan got an Oscar nomination out of it!

Like most Californians who actually
originate in other states, Rock and I have
always felt closer because we shared the
bond of hailing from the same state—Illi-

nois. He was born in the southern part
of the state in the small town of Olney,
but was raised in Winnetka, a suburb of
Chicago. Having first seen the light of

day myself in Freeport and been raised
in Dixon, we found out some time ago
that we speak much the same mid-West
language.

I admit I had departed from Illinois

quite a while before Rock was born, but
when we get together we have a tendency
to reminisce, a marked trait of mid-West-
erners. We had already agreed that this

stormy day was a lot like Chicago weather.
Rock mused, "Do you remember one of

the first times we met out here? You
were taping your radio show at the Holly-
wood Photographers Ball, and Vera-Ellen
and I were among the guests you inter-

viewed."
I did, indeed, remember. I also re-

membered that Rock and Vera-Ellen were
very much in love at the time.

"I was never so scared in my life," he
laughed. "It was my first big social event
in Hollywood and I was scared to death
of you. of speaking into the microphone
and of being in high society!"

"You must have many, many invitations

to parties these days," I laughed with him.
"You are successful and eligible, the
hostesses' delight in this town."

Not quite a hermit

"Yes, I get invited," he admitted frank-
ly—there doesn't seem to be an ounce of

guile in his make-up, "but I don't accept
too many invitations for two good rea-
sons. When I'm working, I'm worried
about my work; and when I'm not, I'm
worried about not working!"
He reached for the coffee again. "This

not going out much socially is getting me
the reputation of being a hermit, also not
true. I spend very little time by myself.
I enjoy my friends, and I like going to

their homes for small dinner parties. As
soon as I get my new apartment fixed up,
I want to do some entertaining myself.
But I just don't happen to like getting
in this racket of taking a glamor girl to

a premiere or to a big party just because
she can use an escort or something like

that." Never say this boy isn't honest.
"Isn't it true you dated Lauren Bacall

in New York while she was having a tiff

with Frank Sinatra?" I kidded him.
He grinned, "I wish it were true. I like

her. We had a lot (Continued on page 62)
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JODY McCREA

learns his Bible lesson

Brother David helped Jody rig his gear.

62

"How'd it all happen?" Jody
McCrea repeats your question,

grinning, scrounging his six-foot-

two, khaki-uniformed body into

the chair that looks much too

small for him—like all chairs

always do,

"Well, I'd been practicing

bustin' broncs for a couple of

years already, without telling

Mom or Pop about it"
—

'Pop' is

actor Joel McCrea, and Jody's

mother raked up quite a few

screen credits herself before she

gave up being Frances Dee to

become Mrs. Joel McCrea.
"That business of riding un-

tamed horses sounds pretty far

from learning Bible lessons,

doesn't it?" Jody continues, most-

ly like he's just thinking out loud,

"but one Sunday in a local rodeo

—that's where I really felt the

Lord's teaching become a part of my life, and I haven't forgotten it to this day!

"This fellow had a spread about twenty miles from our place, and every Sunday

he used to put on a little rodeo. I'd got kind of in the habit of going over there, and

after a while I realized that most times I'd come away with at least a couple of the

prizes . . . and I was feeling pretty proud of myself.

"Well, this particular Sunday the local TV station was going to broadcast the rodeo,

and I figured it was time for Mom and Pop to see how good I was.

"So just before David and I left the house—David's my brother; he mostly came to

the rodeos with me and helped hold the broncs, and things like that—anyway, just be-

fore we left the house I yelled out to Mom and Pop to keep their eyes glued to the TV set.

Man, was I going to show Pop who was the rider in the family now!

"Well, I wasn't feeling so happy when we drew our broncs: I got Rattlesnake.

Nobody'd ever stayed on Rattlesnake the full forty-five seconds till the whistle blew!

I didn't mind him throwing me—just minded my parents seeing it happen!

"Well, to make a long story short—that crazy Rattlesnake near killed me in the

chute—before we ever got out into the arena—bucking and almost falling on top of me.

David grabbed me by the scruff of my neck and hauled me clear. I got on him again,

and I was scared!

"But when we got out into the ring—I don't know-—I just stayed on him!

"And then I heard the whistle blow, which meant that I'd stayed on him the forty-five

seconds and won.

"And I heard David yahoo-ing like crazy—and I yelled over to him, still riding that

bucking bronc, 'Guess old Rattlesnake just wasn't trying very hard'—you know, trying

to sound kind of modest because I was just about busting from pride at riding him.

"Of course, that's when it happened.

"I just shot straight up, twenty feet easy, and landed flat on my levis in the dust.

"Pop told me later I looked real pretty, all laid out—all I needed was a rose in my
teeth.

"Yeah," Jody grins, squirming maybe just a little in his private's uniform. "I sure

learned my Bible lesson for that day

—

Pride goeth before a fall. . .
."

See Jody in Warners' Lafayette Escadrille.

(Continued from page 60) of fun making
Written On The Wind! But I have a sus-
picion her interests are—" Rock laughed
"

—

elsewhere."
However, he had a very good time in

New York. He told me he had seen some
wonderful shows.

"I'd like very much to do a show on
Broadway myself," he confessed. "I have
picture experience behind me now and
with some expert coaching I think I could
do a play. At least, I'd like to try." You
can bet it would be a hit. The Hudson
fans would beat the doors down to see
Rock in even a critics' flop.

Speaking of Broadway shows reminded
me of something I've always wanted to
ask Rock. "Did George Axelrod have
you in mind when he wrote Will Success
Spoil Rock Hunter?"
He answered, "Let me tell you about

how George named that show. He was
flipping through a fan magazine when
he came across a story about me titled

Will Success Spoil Rock Hudson? His play
was about the movies and he absolutely
flipped over that title. Said he had to
have it. Later, his lawyer told him he
was open to a law suit. So he changed
Hudson to Hunter."
"And you helped him to make a for-

tune," I said.

"Even better—the play gave a little

girl named Jayne Mansfield her first real
break, and now she's a famous movie star,"

he smiled.
Then he added a strange remark:
"I hope she got what she wanted," said

the No. 1 Man in Hollywood. . . . END

You can see Rock in Tarnished Angels
and soon he'll be appearing in Twilight
For The Gods, both for U-I.

johnny saxon

(Continued from page 27) about two
weeks after he had arrived. Supposedly,
Vicki had come to see the fascinating cities

of the Old World, and also to visit old
friends of her family.
Or was there another, more romantic

reason? Many of their friends in Holly-
wood asked openly, "Did Vicki go to Paris

for a secret honeymoon with John?"
Ever since John achieved his first great

success in Hollywood—he has been pur-
sued by most of the attractive young ac-
tresses in Hollywood. But except for an
occasional publicity date, he has ignored
all of them to devote himself exclusively to

being with the girl who worked at a
Beverly Hills ice cream parlor—Wil
Wright's—at night, and who went day-
times to a nearby university, UCLA.
Because her time was so much taken by

her university studies and John's time was
in such great demand for interviews and
acting roles, they couldn't see each other
nearly as often as they would have liked

to. Still, whenever there was a cocktail

party, a dinner at a friend's home to which
he was invited, or just a quiet evening
when they could go for a late stroll after

her work at the ice cream parlor was
over, Vicki and John were together.

Sometimes John and the young actors,

writers and grip men he knows would all

gather together at Vicki's home, and Vicki
would put on percolator after percolator of

coffee, so that they could all sit around
and talk and dream and drink gallons of

coffee.

Sometimes one of the crowd would get

up and play bongo drums, or put on a
favorite record, or Vicki would roll up
the rug and they'd all dance the latest steps
or the most sentimental steps to the music



of a waltz. Like John, Vicki loves pro-
gressive jazz, but not exclusively. Rhythm
was part of her life and still is—and
somewhere along the road they fell madly
in love with each other and reacted to

the oldest and newest rhythm in the
world—the rhythm of love as it courses
through the blood of two handsome young
people.

An unusual girl

They planned to wait until he was well-
established in his career. By that time,

they believed, Vicki would be through
with her college courses, and the two of

them could have a wonderful life together.
Everyone who ever saw them together

was aware of the strange, beautiful, elec-
tric bond between them.
Once John brought her to visit his

friends, Jess Kimmel, head of U-I's talent
school, and his lovely wife, Toni.
John and Vicki sat together beside the

open fireplace in the Kimmel home, very
close to each other. "Vicki," says Toni,
"hardly spoke a word. Vicki as usual, lis-

tened rather than talked—and yet there
seemed to be a special bond of tenderness
between them, the kind that one usually
finds between two people who have been
married for a long time."
What was it that drew them together

in the first place?
At the time John met Vicki at a party,

he was still one of Hollywood's youngest,
most brooding rebels. He had fought hard
to get somewhere in his career, and the
fight had left him bitter and confused. He
was an introvert, wrapped up in his own
emotions. He had gone to a psychiatrist to
break down some of the walls he had built
up to shield himself from a world he con-
sidered hostile.

A different kind of rebel

Into his rebellious young life walked this

unusual young woman—Vicki. Although
he recognized a fellow rebel in her, hers
was a quiet, different kind of rebellion.
Instead of being bitter, she was her happy,
outgoing self. To the quiet, morose young
man, she represented peace and under-
standing.

In her he found a combination of all

the girls he had ever known and loved.
She had the warmth and loyalty of his
mother, the good companionship of his
sisters.

Vicki accepted life, she accepted people,
she accepted and trusted John. In the
warmth of her tenderness his fears melted,
and he began to accept himself as well as
to love Vicki.
To his amazement and delight, Vicki's

father, a fine artist named Victor Thall
(he added the extra T to his name to
maintain his own individuality) also ac-
cepted him, and even started to give him
painting lessons. Vicki's father and mother
s,aw that John and Vicki were falling in
love.

They also saw the protectiveness of John;
they saw him coming out of his shell, and
their daughter growing more quietly
radiant every day. And so Vicki's mother
and father were happy for them.
With their mutual interest in art, Vicki

and John would sometimes spend hours
together, each working at painting. When
they were too busy to see each other dur-
ing the week, weekends became very
precious to them. Driving his MG, John
would take his girl on trips to the beach.
There they would sit in the sand, and
John would talk of life and love and art.
"Binky," he'd say, using his pet nick-

name for her, "if dreams could come true,
do you know what I would dream right
this moment?"
"No," she'd laugh.
"Well, I'd dream that you and I were

married, and that we were sitting like
this side by side."

But dared he marry her?

Reasons why not

When a young actor is going up be-
cause of his teenage fans, how will the
fans react if he dares to marry? Many
frightened young actors count the cost

—

and postpone the decision.
Certainly, if John turned to his agent

Henry Willson. or to his studio, they would
counsel him to remain single while his
career was still in the stage where it was
being built up. But John had always been
a rebel. If this was the advice he re-
ceived, we do not believe that it was the
advice he followed.
What happened to the best of our

knowledge is that these two young people
agreed to a compromise. To please John's
studio, they would not marry openly—but
secretly.

Whether they kept that promise only
they know, but many people close to them
believe that they did marry.
A boy who works at Wil Wright's and

knows both Vicki and John said, "I think
they're secretly married. I wouldn't be
surprised if she married him about a month
ago. She's a sweet kid and she wouldn't
go to Europe and see so much of him
unless she was his wife, you can bet.

"Don't ask me how I know, but I'm as
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sure as anyone can be that they're mar-
ried. About a month ago she took a night
off from work. She told one of the girls

here that something wonderful had hap-
pened in her life. I'm sure that she and
John were married that night."

One of our reporters reached Mona
Thall, Vicki's mother. Currently we
couldn't reach Victor, her father, for he
was in an undisclosed town in Mexico.
We asked Mrs. Thall if Vicki and John

were secretly married. Said Mona, "I

can't answer that, really. I'm not at liberty

to talk. You know what I mean. I'm just

not allowed to tell you whether they're
married or not. I'd love to co-operate but
my hands are tied. My husband and I are
crazy about John and we're glad that
Vicki and he are serious about each other.

But I'm not saying a word about whether
they're married. I just can't. She's having
a wonderful time in Paris, and she's going
to visit several old friends of ours there."

Not once did Mrs. Thall come out and
say, "Vicki and John are not married."
Her answer was evasive, as though she'd
been warned not to talk. It makes the
possibility of their marriage stronger.

Other opinions

Another boy who works at Wil Wright's
also thinks Vicki is secretly married to
John.

"If they're married, why doesn't Vicki

admit it to the world?" asked our reporter.
"Because," said this boy, "she'd never

want to do anything that might con-
ceivably hurt John's career. If John's
studio feels that his teenage fans might be
alienated by his marriage at this time,
Vicki would agree to postpone marriage,
or to marry John secretly—whatever the
two of them decided was best.

"Of course, I couldn't take an oath to

the effect that they're married, but most
of us here think she married the guy. So
do most of her classmates at UCLA."

Nevertheless, his studio still maintains
that Vicki and John are not married. One
of our reporters talked to a close studio
contact of John's.

She said, "They're not married. The
fact that they're in Europe at the same
time is just a coincidence. Vicki's father
and mother have many friends in Europe,
and she's been wanting to go there for a

long time. In fact, her parents lived in

Paris for two years, and her sister Mona
was born in the south of France. For a
long time Vicki's had a yen to see the
places her parents have talked about all

these years.
"For years, Vicki has saved her pennies

and dollars so that she could make this

trip. As far as we know, it's not a honey-
moon trip. John had to go to Paris to

make The Reluctant Debutante there, and
Vicki's staying in Paris for a while. Then
she'll take in some other cities. She didn't

go over with John. He went on ahead, and
she met him there two weeks later."

It is perfectly true that John and Vicki
did not go to Paris together. But wasn't
this all part of an elaborate plan to con-
vince us that he is not married? Some
friends think that the coincidence of their

being in Paris at the same time is a little

too well-timed to be mere coincidence.
Why do many of the people who have

observed them think they're married?
These two are not just a passionate boy

and girl. They are two people who know
what love is in the deepest sense, who live

to protect and help each other.

Reasons why
Why shouldn't a boy and girl get mar-

ried when they love each other as ardently
as these two do, and when their love is

deep enough and real enough to crave the
reality of marriage—not the sham of a
relationship that sometimes passes in

Hollywood and elsewhere for love.

Only marriage can offer the kind of
protection that every man offers his girl

when he loves her to the deepest depths
of his being.

And so we say: if you're married, why
keep it secret?

We believe that your fans love and un-
derstand you well enough, John, so that

they won't hold it against you that you've
found the kind of love each of them is

seeking. Perhaps there was a day when
teenagers were so shallow and silly that

they only 'went' for a star as long as he
was single; when each of them visualized

herself as some day becoming the wife of

the actor on whom she had a crush.
Today's teenagers are much more sensi-

ble, we believe. Admit, John, that Vicki
• the girl you love, and that you chose to

risk your career because you loved her so
much that nothing short of marriage was
good enough. We'll bet you anything you
can name that your fans will respect and
love you for your choice, and that each of

them will hope that some day she'll meet
a man just like the man who married
Vicki Thai. END

John is in Summer Love for U-I and
will soon appear in MGM's The Reluctant
Debutante, U-I's This Happy Feeling and
U-I's The Wonderful Year. ^3

i



not pink! not orange! Max Factor's outrageous

new color creation that captivated all Paris!

Got designs on a man? Then this is for you: The soft

flattery of pink plus the brilliant excitement of orange-

all in one shade. It's bold. It's feminine. It's the shade

Paris says will make him yours, and the one shade daring
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modern screen fashion and beauty

modern screen panel tells:

How to get

and hold

your man

"P^
VERY girl secretly yearns to know what men-

especially her man—really think about her. Modern

Screen went to work on this quandary and

asked two of Hollywood's most popular male stars,

Robert Wagner and Richard Egan, to sit on a panel

with feminine and sophisticated Joanne Woodward

and discuss these intimate questions and give

you the answers direct from the

film capital. In a nutshell, what

really pleases a man about you

is you. This you must at all

times be glamorous and you

can be, by adopting some

e ultra-feminine rules and

routines that will (Continued on page 66)

The eyes have it—the lips,

too—but don't forget make-

up, even with a summer tan.

Secretly every man is very

sentimental about the

rings he chooses for you

Perfume is a real beau-

catcher and every girl

should know this secret.



$100 for you!
Fill in the form below as soon as you've read all the stories in this issue. Then mail it

to us right away because each of the following readers will get $10—the one who
sends us the first questionnaire we open; the 100th; the 200th; the 400th; the 600th;

the 800th; the 1000th; the 1500+h; the 2000th; the 3000th. Mail your ballot to:

MODERN SCREEN POLL, BOX 125. MURRAY HILL STATION. N.Y. 16. N.Y.

Please check the space left of the one phrase which best answers each question:

1. I LIKE JOHN SAXON:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

2. I LIKE ROCK HUDSON:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

3. I LIKE JUDI MEREDITH:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

4. I LIKE CLINT WALKER:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

5. I LIKE ELVIS PRESLEY:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely complefely fairly well

very little not at all

6. I LIKE KIM NOVAK:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: nail of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

7. I LIKE TONY PERKINS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well Q very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

8. I LIKE JOHNNY MATHIS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him

I READ: nail of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

9. I LIKE DEBBIE REYNOLDS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: nail of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

10. I LIKE JAMES DARREN
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

11. I LIKE SOPHIA LOREN:
more than almost any star Q a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: nail of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

12. I LIKE NICK ADAMS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

13. I LIKE ESTHER WILLIAMS:
more than almost any star Q a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

14. I LIKE DIANE VARSI:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

15. I LIKE PAT WAYNE:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-corn-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

17. The stars I most want to read about are:

(1) ~_ (i)

(2)

(3)

(2)

(3)

AGE NAME.

ADDRESS
STREET

CITY ZONE STATE
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Here are the poll prize winners for March: Cecil Batsford, Verdun, Quebec, Canada;
Gail Gregory, Downers Grove, III.; Dorothy Decator, Pottstown, Pa.; Anna Hreha,

Seattle, Washington; Mrs. J. P. Rudy, Reading, Pa.; Suzette Roche, Syracuse, New York;

Miss Ruth Morse, North Lima, Ohio; Mrs. M. Cristina Perez, Whittier, Calif.; Leslie

Ellen Staloff, White Meadow Lake, Rockaway, N. J.; Margie Rende, New Rochelle, N.Y.

How to get and
hold your man (continued)

(Continued from page 65) surely make you
irresistible and attractive to men.
Our Modern Screen panel feels that the

most important rule to be followed if you
want to get and—or—hold a man is to be
feminine. Being feminine is not difficult

if you realize that this captivating attribute

is achieved by being charming and
thoughtful in all ways, not only in your
mannerisms. Be sure that your hair-do is

soft and luscious and most surely becom-
ing. Choose make-up that is flattering and
not bold and bizarre.

Above all select fragrances for your
perfumes that are enticing and subtle

—

and yet commanding. Remember that

fragrances stir the emotions and so be
certain that those you wear are intriguing

and captivating and not overpowering and
bold. Buy good name-brand perfumes that

are tried and true formulas that will help
you to get and—or—hold your man. An-
other important tip about perfumes

—

change fragrances often. Match or make
your mood with several different fra-

grances. All men respond to perfumes. You
will find them one of the major boons to

your program of increased femininity.

When you are buying at the perfume
counter stay right there and shop for the
newest in make-up. Give special thought
to the newest colors—there is nothing so

lacking in femininity and so unappealing
to a man as untidy make-up. Even though
it's Summertime don't think you can win
your man and—or—hold him by depend-
ing on your tan and slapping on a little

lipstick. Give special attention to your
eye make-up—your lipline—your powder.
Be sure and choose clothes that are just

as pretty and feminine as you are—men
love pretty clothes. Going steady, en-
gaged, married or hoping to be—be sure
and add to your charms if you want to

get—and hold—your man!
The Modern Screen panel really knows

its business. Joanne Woodward is lovely

because she is so feminine—sophisticated

because she is smart enough to be femi-
nine. As Mrs. Paul Newman she couldn't

be happier. Richard Egan has been cap-
tured by very alluring Pat Hardy. Bob
Wagner is already tied up, and happily so,

to appealing Natalie Wood. See Joanne
in The Long Hot Summer: see Dick and
Bob in The Hunters. Both are great 20th
productions that you won't want to miss.

Let your man know you are senti-

mental—ask him to give you a set of

Keepsake rings. Here we show the

very magnificent new white gold and

diamond set, the "Baldwin".



to elvis presley

(Continued from page 36) in the service
getting the biggest charge over—a gift-

box from the family. Or, as in this case,

from your friends—filled with lots of little

things that help a guy forget for a little

while that he's away from home and away
from the people he loves . . . that help a

guy remember things and places and
people when he wants to remember them
most.
Now I figure you should get this letter

on a Monday.

It's on the way
Cookie, my secretary, and a dozen ador-

ing fans of yours from our bookkeeping
and circulation departments, are still put-
ting the finishing touches on the box—so
it probably won't get to you till Wednes-
day or Thursday.
But whichever day, when the mail ser-

geant calls you boys together and growls
"Presley—Elvis, Aaron!" and holds up a
big package tied with a giant silver rib-
bon—the girls' idea, not mine—well, that'll

be it, El, a boxful of our affection and best
wishes, the affection and best wishes of
our millions of readers, too, who've been
following your career ever since that first

article we printed about a good-looking
boy with a guitar and a wiggle who people
in-the-know predicted would become the
most sensational show business personal-
ity ever.

If you want to be surprised by what's
in the box, stop reading this letter right
here and now!
But if you're curious about things—as I

happen to know you are—and would like
to know not only what you're getting but
how I tricked you into giving us hints
about what to send you, then just loosen
your khaki tie, Buddy, settle back on your
bunk and read on.

First of all, there's a strip of snapshots
we've put together for you to keep in
your wallet.

There are seven snapshots in all, and
behind each of them is a story and a
memory—ail your own.

Why this one?

The one of you and your folks, for in-
stance. There have been hundreds and
hundreds of pictures taken of the three
of you together, and people might wonder
why we picked the one we did to send
you.
But we know—from what you told me

at lunch that day—that this particular
picture was taken at a homecoming rally
given for you in Tupelo, Mississippi, the
town where you were born; that not far
from the spot where it was taken is an-
other spot, one that brings back the very
first clear memory in your life and your
first realization of the great love you had
for your mother and father.

"It reminds me," you explained it,

"of that day when I was four years old.
My daddy had whipped me for something
I'd done. I cried an awful lot, and after
I cried I made up my mind I was going to
leave home. I packed a couple of sand-
wiches into my pocket, I remember, and
I took off. I didn't get far, though. In
fact, I had just stepped out onto the road
when a truck came zooming down at me.
Young as I was, I thought sure as any-
thing it was going to strike me down. But
by some miracle it stopped, just a couple
of inches from me. I remember, too,
right after that, running back into the
house and my daddy whipping me again
because I'd tried to run away. But in-
stead of crying this time I hugged him
while he was trying to whip me and then
I ran to hug my ma, who'd come in from

Your hair
has hidden highlights
only egg can reach

Sense something healthy happen as

your fingertips feel this protein-fresh

lather — that's the first luxury of egg.

Only shampoo plus egg can give lather

like this — lather that rinses instantly,

completely, leaves hair radiant.

Feel first day control — no more "fly-

away" hair! A touch of egg restores

natural oils other shampoos strip away.

Know an inner glow of beauty —

a

radiance less luxurious shampoos can't

match! It takes the magic touch of egg.

Hidden highlights come to life—a thousand thousand natural highlights yours
only with the protein-fresh lather of Helene Curtis SHAMPOO plus EGG.



the kitchen to see what was going on, and
I kept telling them over and over again
how I'd try to be good and stay with them
always and never get mad at them or
leave them again. . .

."

Then, El, there's a picture of you sing-
ing at one of your first public appearances.
Recognize the two fellows with you, by
the way? They're members of the Jor-
danaires, the outfit that was with you
when you started—and still is.

Anyway, this particular picture was
taken at the City Auditorium in New
Orleans. And we thought you'd get a
chuckle from it because it was taken on
the night you'll never forget.

Your first show
"That night," you told me, shuddering

at the recollection, "there were more
people on stage, in the band and chorus,
than in the audience. I think they counted
seventy-five paying customers in all. And
I know there couldn't have been many
more because came time for me and the
fellows to collect our money so we could
at least buy our train tickets back to

Memphis, and there just wasn't any!"
Speaking of Memphis, El, we figured

we'd send along a snapshot of the most
famous structure in that city—the man-
sion marked down as Graceland in the
official register but as Elvisville in the
hearts of your local fans there. It's the
beautiful home you plunked down $100,000

for just about a year after you got started

in the big-time—for yourself and your
ma and dad.
And speaking of Memphis, too, we've

included a picture of Anita Wood, your
favorite gal in that city. Actually, we
have a hunch Anita may be your favorite

gal in any city. At least, that was a pretty

big grin you handed me when I mentioned
her name to you. And that was a pretty

sly grin a trusted buddy of yours gave
out with when I mentioned Anita to him
after our lunch.

"Won't surprise me a bit," he said, "if

this is the girl Elvis ends up marrying.
And if you were a betting man, I'd wager
you that wedding might take place before
he gets out of the service."

Get rid of one!

Of course, if you do get hitched there's

one of the other three pictures we're send-
ing along that you'd better get rid of.

No, not the one of you with two of your
best friends—your cousin Gene, and Nick
Adams, the young man you helped once
by signing to accompany you on some of

your tours because you knew at the time
that this now up-and-coming actor seemed
to be more down-and-going than anything
else and needed some dough and encour-
agement.
And no, not the one of you and Colonel

Parker, the manager who helped discover

you and helped make you what you are

today.

But yes, the picture of you and those

two lovely Hollywood dolls—Dolores Hart
and Valerie Allen—taken on the King
Creole set at Paramount Studios during a

farewell party the cast and crew gave you
the last day of the picture.

I know and you know that, despite the

fact Dolores had her cuddly arms around
you, despite the fact Valerie had just held

a tender match to your cigar, there was
nothing between you and either of them.
But your wife-to-be—if there is one

—

she won't know. Believe me!
Now, El, that about takes care of the

pictures. And if, after you've looked at

them, you notice something strange and
vapory—like smoke—beginning to curl up
at you from the box, don't go yelling for

the Fire Brigade.
68 'Cause that won't be any fire at all, but

dry ice—just part of another gift we're
sending you.
Let me explain from the beginning:
Remember how I asked you what favor-

ite food you'd miss most when you went
into the Army?
Your answer was, "Any one of lots of

things, I guess. But if I had to pick one
it would be banana cream pie. Man, it's

fattening, I know—but give me one any-
time and I'll eat the whole thing in fifteen

minutes flat."

Kay bakes a pie

Well, sir, when word of this got to Kay
Wheeler—president of your very first fan
club—she asked if she couldn't bake one
for you to be sent along in our package.
Kay, furthermore, had an idea; a good

one, too—dry ice to keep the pie as fresh
as if it were right out of the oven.
And then our girl went us one better.

As Kay herself will tell you in a letter

she's written to accompany the pie:

Dear El,

We fans know it won't be much, Elvis.

But we know you like it and that's all that
matters. And so, for every month you are
in the service, you are going to receive a
great big fresh banana cream pie from us.

And all we ask is that while you eat it,

you remember how much we love you.
For it was you who gave us emancipation
—and recognition—'way back in '56, when
we were nothing but a bunch of anony-
mous little monsters to most of the world.
We fought for you—but you fought for us,

too! When they called us juvenile delin-
quents, you said we were just healthy
normal kids who would grow up and have
normal families. And that we needed to

get rid of too much energy—and what's
wrong with screaming? They never con-
demned us for screaming at ball games,
you told them. Oh, you told them, all

right, you told them!
In a less-excited P.S., Kay adds:

P.S. And don't go eating whole pies in fif-

teen minutes anymore—or else you'll get
indigestion something awful! —Kay
And now for the contents of the rest of

the box, letters, a horoscope and a book.

The letters—and there must be two hun-
dred of 'em—are from fans who didn't

know how else to contact you so they sent

them to us, marked Please Forward. We're
doing just that, hoping you'll be able to

glance through them and enjoy them the

first Sunday you have some free time.

What the future holds

The horoscope was prepared especially

for you by Rita Delmar of Horoscope
Magazine, as well-known in her field as

you are in yours. It's good reading and
full of significant predictions.

For instance, it says in one place: Op-
portunities FOR ROMANCE WILL BE MANY

—

AND YOU WILL EXPERIENCE SOME SUDDEN AND
INTENSE ATTRACTIONS WHICH ARE NOT LIKELY
TO BE LASTING. THEREFORE, MARRIAGE SHOULD
BE APPROACHED CAUTIOUSLY, AND ANY IMPULSE
TOWARD A HASTY PLUNGE SHOULD BE HELD
IN CHECK.
And: It would appear strongly advisable

THAT YOU KEEP IN AS CLOSE TOUCH AS POS-

SIBLE WITH THE ENTERTAINMENT WORLD DUR-
ING this time. Take every opportunity to

MAKE RECORDS OR ENTERTAIN.

And: You are tremendously ambitious

AND WILLING TO WORK HARD TO SUCCEED.

Self-discipline is necessary, both for

CONTINUAL CAREER SUCCESS AND FOR MAKING
WORTHWHILE FRIENDS. YOU SHOULD KEEP IN

MIND THAT YOUR STRONGLY MAGNETIC PER-

SONALITY IS VERY LIKELY TO ATTRACT TO YOU
A CROWD OF HANGERS-ON WHO CAN SAP YOUR
TIME AND ATTENTION LIKE LEECHES. LEARN
TO BE DISCRIMINATING IN THE CHOICE OF

FRIENDS, CHOOSING ONLY THOSE WHO ARE

WORTHWHILE—THOUGH NEVER FROM ANY

SENSE OF SUPERIORITY OR EXCLUSIVENESS.
There are lots more predictions and sug-

gestions—but why don't you read the
rest, in private, when the package arrives.

Because now I'd like to tell you a little

about the Book we're sending you.

The book you love

It's a copy of The Holy Bible.
You know, El, people have said all

kinds of things about you ever since you
made the big-time—lots of it pretty bad,
too.

But nobody has ever dared say that you
didn't believe in God or love Him.
And there's a reason for that. It's a hard

reason to define. But let me put it this

way.
When I talked to you the other day

you could have gotten pretty brash and
sassy when we began discussing your
future in the Army. You could have been
thinking the way lots of guys do about
how you were going to get out of certain
details, how you were going to maneuver
for extra leaves, how you were going to

make an in for yourself with the right
people.

But—and I know a sincere guy when I

hear him!—instead you talked very simply
about why you were glad you're going
into the Army, actually glad!

"For one thing," you said, "this country
has been very good to me and it's a way
for me to pay back what I owe, just for

having been born here, for living here,
for being able to follow whatever career
I wanted to follow.

"Naturally," you added, "there are going
to be some fellows who are going to re-
sent me, and I guess if I wanted any spe-
cial treatment they'd have a right to resent
me. But believe me, I don't want it.

And after the army?
"By the way," you went on to say, "a

story was printed in a magazine recently

—

Modern Screen, in fact—saying that some
people said that when I got out of the
Army I was going to go into active church
work, singing Gospel songs and maybe
even preaching. Well, truth to tell, I

haven't got any plans along that line,

even though I've always tried to be active

as possible in church work. But then
again, who knows about anything in the
future, really?

"They say a wise man changes his mind,
a fool never does.

"Not that I'm saying I'm a wise man

—

but who knows what's in the mind of the
Lord who created us and directs our every
move?"
Those were wise words, El.

And they were the words of a young
man who believes, in all true wisdom and
humility, in the faith he's always lived by.

And so, with that in mind, we are send-
ing you The Bible you love so much and
know so well—to keep by your side

through the many good times and some
of the bad times you will undoubtedly
know during the next two years. . .. .

Well, I guess that's it for now, El.

Soooooo

—

Be good.
Keep in step.

Enjoy your pies.

Don't talk back to the Sarge, ever.

And remember—there's not one of us
who won't miss you, not one of us who
will forget, not one of us who won't be
waiting for you to come rockin' and rollin'

home!
All the best from
Your friend,

David Myers

Elvis' last picture was King Creole for
Paramount.



the bride nobody kissed

(Continued from page 49) her laughter
and her happy bounce, and they'd talked
and giggled the way sisters will on such
a morning about the big day ahead. And
then the door had opened again and in
had walked Mama, holding the beautiful
white gown and veil Sophia would wear
in a little while and warning her daugh-
ters in her best mother-of-the-bride
fashion that it was time to get up and
stop all the confusion, to get dressed
and make ready to go to the church. . . .

And then, suddenly, Sophia saw herself
carrying a bouquet of white roses and
riding through the streets of her native
city in the horse-drawn carrozza she had
sworn she would ride in ever since she
was a kid, from that day during the war
when, skinny and half-starved, she had
stood on a curb with the other kids in the
neighborhood watching that rich, over-
plump signorina from the ritzy Via Parte-
nope up on the hill riding to her wedding
in the lovely-looking carriage. . . .

And then, suddenly again, though so
softly, she heard the giant organ of the
Basilica del Carmine, the oldest and most
beautiful church in all of Naples, playing
the first strains of the Gounod Ava Maria.
And she knew now that she was in the
church, following her sister in her pale-
blue dress down the long aisle; that at the
end of the long aisle he stood there waiting
for her, to take her hand and to lead her
to the altar and to all that would be truly
good and beautiful in her life.

The man waiting for her

Her eyes were fixed down, barely notic-
ing the flowers in her hands or the tips

of the white satin shoes she was wearing,
as she made her way toward him. But she
knew, she was certain, that it was Carlo
who would be standing there, waiting for
her—Carlo Ponti, the man who had dis-
covered her seven years ago, when she
was fifteen years old; the man who had
pushed her up from the depths of a pov-
erty-stricken, lonely hell to a place near
the top of everything, where counts and
dukes and big-time industrialists elbowed
one another for the privilege of kissing
her hand; the man who, people whispered,
was too old for her, too fat for her, too
short, too everything-wrong , too nothing-
right to ever be her husband.
But Sophia didn't care what anyone

thought as she walked down the aisle that
morning. She only cared that he would
be there when the walk was finished,
when she looked up finally, first at the
centuries-old crucifix straight aread, then
to her right, at the man she would soon
marry.
No, Sophia didn't care what the people

whispered.
For this was all that was important to

her.

This was the most beautiful part of her
beautiful dream. . . .

When Sophia did open her eyes, she
opened them slowly.
For a moment, she peered at the door

across the room, wondering if maybe by
some miracle Maria might not come rush-
ing in through it, then Mama with the
gown and veil.

But then she snapped on a light along-
side the bed. And that was all it took to
make her laugh a sad laugh, as she real-
ized that she was awake and that her
dream was over.
Yes, this was September 17, all right

—

the day of her wedding.
But Sophia was in Hollywood, not

Naples; in the bedroom of Bungalow Four
at the Bel-Air Hotel. And Maria was in
Italy, with their mother.
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Sophia reached for the cablegram which
had arrived from her beloved the night
before, just before she'd gone to sleep.

What it boiled down to was this:

Carlo was having a tough time persuad-
ing Italian officials to recognize his divorce
from Giuliana, the woman he'd been mar-
ried to for ten years, and separated from
for the past five, and had divorced in

Mexico nine days earlier. In fact, the
Italian officials had said they did not
recognize divorce at all and would cer-
tainly never recognize a Mexican divorce.

No trouble

There was only one thing left for them
to do, the cablegram went on—to get mar-
ried anyway. And soon. Of course, it would
have to be done so nobody would know,
or suspect. And so arrangements had been
made with a judge in Mexico who would
marry them by proxy at 12:30 p.m. of

JOB: Florence Reed, the veteran
actress, told the Twelfth Night
Club yesterday about her recent
assignment in California. She
played the nurse in Romeo And
Juliet—the play takes place in

Verona, Italy—with John Barry-
more Jr., at the Pasadena Play-
house. Miss Reed caught cold, and
stayed in bed between perform-
ances. One noon she was awak-
ened for a matinee, and noticed it

was raining. "Isn't it dreadful," she
said to her maid. "I have to go all

the way to Verona." . . . The maid
said, "Oh, it's not too bad, by
the Thruway."

Leonard Lyons
< in the New York Post
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this very day. Then they would be hus-
band and wife. And then, for as long as

they could, they would keep their secret

—

between just themselves and their very
best friends—so there would be as little

trouble as possible for as long as possible.

"No trouble," Sophia whispered, sadly
now, as she finished re-reading the cable-
gram and ran her fingers across the blue-
inked letters that spelled his name. "No
trouble," she whispered again, thinking
only of her loneliness on this day when
Carlo should have been there, by her side.

No trouble. For Sophia could not even
have imagined the anguish she would know
later on this day, her wedding day. . . .

At Paramount Studios later that morn-
ing, Sophia hid her nervousness.
As usual, she arrived all smiles, kidded

with the old gateman as he parked her car;

with the make-up man and the costume
girls as they tried hard to deglamorize her
for her role as a maid in Houseboat, the
picture she was then working on; with
Cary Grant, her co-star and, of course,
with her three most adoring fans.

The little ones

The fans were three of the children
working in the picture. And on this par-
ticular morning they were excited.

"Aunt Sophie," one of them cried out
as the three of them went rushing up to

her. "We want to be the first ones to wish
you a Happy Birthday."
"What?" Sophia asked, trying to pat all

their heads at the same time.

"Yes," another said, taking over. "We
heard yesterday that today was your
birthday."

Sophia shook her head. "You are wrong,"
she said "E venerdi. It is Friday, the

twentieth of September."
She couldn't imagine what was wrong

until she saw the children's faces drop, as

one. Then she knew.
"Tell me," she said to one of them, a

70 little girl, standing, sadly, alongside her.

"What is that you are hiding behind you?"
"Just a little box of cookies," the girl

said.

"For me?" Sophia asked.
"Well," the little girl said, "we chipped

in for the stuff yesterday and I made the
cookies for you last night because I thought
today was your birthday. But it's not. . .

.

And they'll be all stale by Friday."
Sophia got down on her knees and took

the box from the little girl's hand. "How
pretty it is wrapped," she said. "May I

open it?"

The girl nodded.
"Ohhhhhh, ma come sono belle . . . how

beautiful they are," Sophia said when she
saw them—big, uneven mounds of cake
specked with chocolate pieces straight
from a giant-sized Hershey bar.
She looked at the children's faces and

thought for a moment.

A special holiday

"Hear now," she said. "On Friday I will

bring you all a big birthday cake and we
will eat it all together, all right? But for
now why don't I take this present from you
and just make believe that today is a holi-
day for me and that you have given it

to me for that holiday."
"Like the Fourth of July?" one of them

asked.
"Or like it was some kind of big anniver-

sary in Italy?" asked the other.
"Or like it was a secret celebration—only

for you?" the little girl chimed in, a touch
of delighted mystery in her voice.

"Like that," Sophia said, nodding.
Then she saw that Mel Shavelson, the

director, was ready to start his camera
rolling.

"We better go," she whispered to the
children, kissing them all and shooing
them off. "Our boss is waiting."
With a signal to the assistant director,

she begged off for a minute in order to

rush to her trailer-type dressing room
and leave the cookies there.
Then she rushed to the set again, to

begin the morning's work. . . .

Sophia was back in her dressing room
a little after noon, moments after the break
for lunch was called. For the past hour
she'd found it harder and harder to con-
trol her nervousness and she wanted,
desperately now, to be alone.

She sat down and looked around the
tiny room. If this were Italy and it were
my wedding day and there were no trou-
ble, she thought, how many people there
would be, how much laughter there would
be.

She picked up a phone and ordered
lunch from the commissary.
The young boy who brought it a few

minutes later smiled. "This is the first time
you're not eating in the dining room with
everybody else," he said.

Sophia nodded. "I have a tiny headache,"
she said. "I will be all right."

She stared at the tray after the boy
left—at the cottage cheese salad, the small
glass of white wine, the piece of plain
pound cake, her usual light lunch.
She sighed. No, she didn't feel like

eating.

Then she looked down at her watch.
It was twenty minutes after twelve.
"In ten minutes," she thought.

Getting it over with

She could see it now, half-smiling as
she visualized what was going on a thou-
sand miles away at this moment, in a
quiet judge's office somewhere in sprawl-
ing Mexico City, the judge wiping his

glasses and getting ready to read the
wedding speech, the two lawyers who
would stand in for the bride and groom
tweaking their mustaches—Sophia was
certain they would both have large, black
mustachios.

"I wonder," Sophia thought, still smiling,
"if one will give the other a ring?"
Then, suddenly, it dawned on her.
She had no ring. In a few minutes she

would be a bride—and she had no ring.
"L'anello di Mama . . . Mama's ring," she

said aloud, remembering the wedding band
her mother had given her once, telling her
to wear it on her right hand. "I just have
a feeling that someday it might bring you
luck," her mother had said, "that you
might be able to use it for something
someday."

"L'anello," Sophia said again now.
That was it! She would wear the ring

her mother had given her.
She looked down at her right hand.
No, it was not there. Of course, it was

not there. She wore it all the time, yes; but
she could not wear it while she was shoot-
ing a scene in a picture, naturally.
She reached for the purse. As she did,

she looked down at her watch. It was two
minutes before 12:30 already.
"Quick," she told herself as she searched.
Finally, she found it.

She looked at the watch again.
It was 12: 29.

For a full minute she remained rigid,

waiting for the second hand to finish its

final time 'round.
Then, finally, it was 12: 30.

She slipped the ring onto the fourth
finger of her left hand.

"I do, Carlo, I do"
And then, closing her eyes, imagining

that she was kneeling at the altar, that a
priest of her faith had just asked if she,
Sophia, took Carlo to be her lawful wedded
husband, to love him, honor and obey him,
forever—she nodded and whispered, "I do,
Carlo, I do.'

-

Janet Blair says her husband, Nick
Mayo, still is not over the shock of
meeting her family for the first

time: "I took him to my home town
of Altoona, Pa., now with 150,000
population, and introduced him to
my parents, uncles, aunts, grand-
parents, all of whom are happy,
gusty, musical folk.

"Nick's first reaction was, 'They
don't talk . . . they sing.' And then
he was introduced to grandma,
who grabbed him by the waist,
gave him a big hug, and lifted him
up . . . And she must be over 90.

Nick said later, 'I'm glad I didn't
meet her when she was younger.'

"

Paul Denis
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"It all started out so beautifully that
night, it was so much fun, that none of us i

expected that anything awful would hap-
pen—as it did,"' said a close friend of

Sophia's recently. She was one of the few
friends the actress had called and asked to

come over to the hotel to hear something
special.

"I remember we got to the Bel-Air at

about eight o'clock," she went on. "Sophia
looked radiant.

"Carlo would be phoning in a little

while, she said then, but meanwhile we
!

would sit around and drink some cham-
pagne, she said.

"So we did—and it was wonderful. I

could imagine what Sophia had been
through earlier, being so alone, not being
able to tell anybody that the biggest thing

j

in her life had happened, that she had
become a bride. But she'd obviously gotten

'

over any anxieties she'd had by this time, i

And she was, as I said, radiant.
"Well, it must have been a little less

than an hour later when the telephone
rang. h



"Sophia jumped up. 'This must be Carlo,'

she said, 'calling from Switzerland.'
"She rushed for the phone, picked it up

and nodded. 'Yes,' she said, smiling, 'the

operator says it is Europe calling.'

"She didn't smile for long, though. Be-
cause it wasn't Carlo who was calling from
Switzerland, but an agent of Sophia's
calling from Rome.

"It was obvious from the beginning that

he was telling her that word of the wed-
ding had leaked out already, that the

Italian press had already come out with
stories about it, scathing stories.

" 'Tell them I do not care what they say,'

we heard Sophia tell him. 'Tell them we
did not commit a crime. . . . Tell them that

Carlo and I are married, yes, and that we
plan to have five, six, seven children!'

The denunciation

"She hung up and turned around. She
was crying. And the next day we would
know exactly why, when we read the re-
ports from Rome: the Church denouncing
her and Carlo as public sinners, one official

stating that 'they cannot receive the sac-
raments until they have repaired the
scandal,' another advising everyone to ban
her pictures from this date on, 'to ignore
Sophia Loren and Carlo Ponti, remember-
ing them only in prayers for their redemp-
tion'—still another telling them in no
uncertain terms ever to return to Italy,

because they were not, would never be,
welcome again."
The friend remembers then how she and

the others decided that the party was
over and that it was time to leave.

They said their goodbyes, she remem-
bers and Sophia was walking silently

toward the door with them when the phone
rang again.
For a moment Sophia seemed dazed, as

if everything that had happened that day,

that had just been said to her on the phone,
was unreal, like the wedding dream she
had dreamed earlier, like a scene from a
movie she had seen once, a long time ago.

But then, the friend remembers, slowly,
a smile began to show through her tears
and she listened to the phone ring a few
more times and then her smile grew
broader and happier and she wiped away
the tears, unashamed, with the back of her
hand.
"You will all excuse me," she said, very

proudly, "but now I must go back and talk

to my husband."
When Modern Screen spoke to Sophia

the other day, she and her Carlo had been
married for a little more than seven
months. And, good to report, many of the
problems of those early days had begun
to iron out and Sophia—working now on
Black Orchid, with Anthony Quinn

—

seemed happy to take a little time out and
talk about her life with Carlo since that
day last September.

The happy time

"I give thanks," she said, "that we have
been able to be together most of the time.
Carlo came to be with me shortly after the
wedding by proxy and I do not think we
have been separated more than a couple
of days since. Even now, here in Holly-
wood, he is with me.
"Of course, I must work hard all day

on the picture and Carlo works hard on
many production details. But at night,
when we are finished, we go back to the
hotel and then it is just the two of us.

There are stories that at the hotel I do all

the cooking for Carlo and me. I wish this

were true, because I like to cook. But
unfortunately it is only sometimes that I

do get to the stove. Why? Well, as I said,

it is tiring working all day at the studio.

And second, I am from the south of Italy

and Carlo is from the north and we fight
sometimes about the different styles of
food we are used to. Me, from the south,
I like much tomato sauce and spice. But
Carlo, from the north, he likes more the
plain food, not too much seasoned or with
too much tomatoes.
"Anyway, after dinner—no matter who

cooks it, me or the maid—we both go into
the living room and we sit and relax.
Many people say we do not go out much
at night, as if that were something bad.
But I say why should we? For us, it is

just fun to sit around our apartment and
talk. Or listen to our records—we like Ella
Fitzgerald and Frank Sinatra and now
Johnny Mathis, too, the best. Or to watch
television. That is one of our favorite
things, to watch the tv. We have a color
set we rented and sometimes we have great
fun turning the dials and making the faces
on the screen turn all red or all green.
Especially when it is somebody we do not
like too much, we enjoy watching them
in green.
"And then, after a few hours, we go to

bed and before we fall asleep we always
talk about what we will do when Satur-
day and Sunday comes and we do not have
to work. Sometimes I tell Carlo that on
Saturday I will start to be a real wife, to

press his shirts and things like that. . .
."

She shrugged a hearty Neopolitan shrug
and looked down at her wedding band, a

new one Carlo had brought from Europe.
".

. . So far I have not been able to do
things like that," she went on, simply.
"But I want very much to learn how to be
a good wife. Because I have a very good
husband. And for this I thank God, very
much." END

Sophia's in Paramount's Desire Under
The Elms. Watch for her in Paramount's
Houseboat and Columbia's The Key.

Cuticura

pot

You'll say Cuticura Squeeze- Bottle Shampoo is a girl's best

friend when you see how gloriously your hair twinkles . . .

how enchantingly smooth it is . . . how easy to manage.

Better than soap shampoo — better than soapless

shampoo — combines the best features of both!

Cuticura Squeeze-Bottle Shampoo is that "cosmetic ideal"

research chemists have long been striving for—a perfectly bal-

anced combination formula that cleanses, glamorizes and con-

ditions better than either a soap or a soapless shampoo alone can

possibly do. It protects the natural oils—needs no special rinse.

, < ' sag

No waste- no spill - no breakage ! „

You shampoo faster—use only half V
as much. Ideal for the shower—for ^
all the family. 6 oz. 79«!. No tax.

Send lO* (no stamps ) to cover mailing

for travel size Cuticura Soap and Squeeze

Bottle Shampoo. Address Cuticura,

Dept. DM-86, Maiden 48, Mass.

Cuticura shampoo
JEWELS BY CARTIER FURS BY REVILLON FRERES COMPLEXION BY CUTICURA 71



I lived with my boy friend's family

(Continued from page 31) And by that

time Judi was seen on tv—she'd already
been a top professional figure skater with
the Ice Follies!

"Figure skating went when I leaned
against a window," says this kid with the

crazy mixed-up problem. Seems she fell

through the window she was leaning

against . . . and broke her back. That ended
ice skating as a career, and started her at

the Pasadena Playhouse . . . and that got

her tv, a movie contract—and her strange

situation. . . .

Okay, Judi?
"Okay."
It all started one hot July afternoon

when Judi had a date with Troy Donahue,
a six-foot-three giant whom she'd met
on the set.

While eating dinner, Troy—whose inter-

est in Judi showed—suggested they pay a

visit to a friend of his, who had just come
back from the hospital after an operation.

Troy is still regretting that suggestion!

The convalescing patient was Wendell
Niles, Jr., son of the well-known radio

announcer.
Judi and Wendell took one look at each

other, and they liked what they saw. How-
ever, Troy being a friend of Niles' rather

complicated matters.
But not for long.

The next night they made a double date,

with Gretchen Foster coming along with
Niles. Sensing what was happening be-
tween Judi and Wendell, Troy gave them
little chance to be alone together. But
Wendell did manage to whisper into Judi's

Ingrid Bergman said about Ernest

Hemingway: "It's easy to act the

roles created by Hemingway. An
actress can digest the words easily,

and doesn't need salt or pepper."
Leonard Lyons

in the New York Post

ear a plea about seeing him later that

evening, alone.

The intrigue

Taking her home after the date was no
problem for Troy, who lived in the same
apartment house, a floor beneath Judi.

Since the apartment walls are quite thin,

she wanted to make sure he "knew" she

was asleep by clumping up to her room,
loudly dropping her shoes on the floor, and
turning out the lights—just in case he was
watching the reflection on the building

opposite them.
Twenty minutes later she sneaked out

of the house barefoot, and tiptoed down-
stairs. Her car was parked right in front

of the entrance. Fearing Troy would rec-

ognize the sound of her engine, she got

behind the car and pushed it down the

driveway, which wasn't too tough since

the driveway was a sharp down-hill. But
a few seconds later she found herself

stuck when she hit a bump in the road.

As she leaned against the trunk with all

her strength, she suddenly noticed another
pair of shoulders straining to help her.

When she turned her head—she saw Troy.

"You didn't have to do that," he said

quietly.

"I'm sorry," Judi replied. She wanted
to explain, but the words wouldn't come.
And so she simply got into the car and
took off. ,

Wendell had been waiting for her in

front of his parents' house. He took her

into the living room and poured her a

cup of coffee. Then they sat on the couch
and talked till four in the morning. They
had found in each other the kind of

72 person to whom they cou'd pour out their

hearts, to whom they could talk easily,

about anything. Wendell never tried to

kiss her, even hold hands.
Starting the following day, they became

a steady two-some. And last Christmas,
Wendell gave her the ring.

Because in his own mind Wendell was
not certain what he was going to do—he
was with the William Morris Agency when
they met, but quit his job shortly after-

wards—and because Judi's career was at

the point where it required all her con-
centration, they decided not to get formally
engaged. They simply had an understand-
ing that if they felt about one another in

a year as they did then—and do now—
they would get married. In the meantime
Wendell would go to New York where he
had several offers in advertising.

And then came the crisis.

Wendell didn't want Judi to stay at her

apartment, by herself. And that feeling

didn't spell out Troy Donahue either.

He just had no intention of leaving "the

little urchin" or "his poor little thing"

—

those're his nicknames for her—by herself

without anyone to look after her.

Judi didn't go along with his line of

reasoning.
"Move in with your parents?" she had

cried out the night he first suggested it,

"that's ridiculous!"
Wendell looked hurt. "Don't you like

them?"
"I love them," Judi insisted, seriously.

"And that's all the more reason why I

wouldn't want to move in. I couldn't ac-

cept their kindness because I'd have no
way to repay them.

"Besides
—

"

He looked at her speculatively. "Besides
—what?"
"A girl just doesn't move in with the

parents of the boy she hopes to marry
some day. It just isn't done."

Judi's decision was final—she thought.

Wendell was just as determined to have

his way. And if he couldn't be persuasive,

he could be persistent. He had two weeks
before he left for New York. He used
almost every hour of it trying to wear
her down. And Judi did change her mind,

but not just because she got tired of say-

ing 110. Wendell's parents, particularly his

mother, proved a strong ally in changing
her mind. She had grown fond of Judi in

the previous months. In addition to look-

ing forward to the day Judi would be her

daughter-in-law, Mrs. Niles welcomed the

opportunity of having someone else around
the house, now that her son would be gone

for a whole year.

The problems

But after Wendell left, Judi became more
and more worried that they were being

kind and considerate only because she was
going to marry their son. And as the days

went by, the harder they tried to please

her, the kinder, the more gracious they

became, the more uneasy Judi felt.
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They were always doing something for
her—like Mrs. Niles having the bathtub
full of water and ready for her to hop
right into when she got home from work,
or Mr. Niles putting a tv set in her own
room or installing a remote control attach-
ment into her car so she could open the
door by just pushing a button.
She wanted to do something to repay

them. Yet anything she thought of seemed
inadequate.
From the very beginning she took care

of her own room and helped with the
dishes and much of the housework. But
that, she felt, she would have done any-
way, living in anyone's house.
She knew the Niles were well enough

off so that they didn't need any financial

help. But whether they needed it or not,

Judi was determined to contribute to her
upkeep anyway.
Every one of her attempts failed miser-

ably.

One evening as she dried the dishes for

Mrs. Niles, she hesitantly brought it up.

Mrs. Niles didn't seem to understand what
she was hinting about; Judi was convinced
this was intentional. And she was too

embarrassed to say it outright.

If she couldn't pay a certain amount
each week, she decided, there were other

ways. One day when she came home from
the studio, she stopped at a market and
bought a beautiful roast. The moment
she put it on the kitchen sink, Mrs. Niles

rushed for her purse.

Marlon Brando bleached his hair

blond for his role in The young
Lions. At first a blond wig was
made for him in Hollywood and
sent to Paris, where the movie was
filmed. The wig didn't fit, and not

even Paris' foremost wig-maker,
Bertrand, could fix it. Bertrand, in

despair, asked Brando: "Do you
think, possibly, that your head has
shrunk since you were measured in

Hollywood?" "Many things happen
to a Hollywood actor's head," re-

plied Brando. "But shrink? Never."
Leonard Lyons

in the New York Post

"Oh no, that's on me!" Judi protested.

Mrs. Niles refused to discuss the matter,

simply insisted Judi take the money—and
that was that.

Not that Judi didn't appreciate every-
thing, even though—as she thought—they
were doing it only for Wendell . . . not for

her. She wanted to cry out, time and
again. Thanks, I love you for it. I love you
very much. But the more she thought of

it, the more in the way she felt.

And it started to affect her whole re-

lationship with them. When she had first

moved in she could talk to them easily,

kid about this or that or horse around. As
the weeks went by she got quieter and
quieter, trying to fade into the background
as if she weren't there. When the Niles had
guests, Judi turned into a silent observer
because she didn't want to "intrude." It's

their home, she kept telling herself, their

friends, their guests. Their lives. I am
not even officially engaged to their son,

and here 1 am sleeping in their bed, eating

their food, mingling with their friends. . . .

So when she and Mrs. Niles had coffee

together in the morning and Judi wanted
to say how at home it felt, how it re-

minded her of being with her own mother
when she still lived at home—instead she'd

make some meaningless remark about the

weather. Or when Mrs. Niles went to

the hospital for a couple of days and she
wanted to ask Mr. Niles to let her take
over the cooking—somehow this seemed
presumptuous to her, and she said nothing.

Her situation became still tougher be-



cause Judi is the kind of girl who periodi-
cally has to let go of her emotions. When
she had her own place, on the spur of a
moment she would sometimes scream or
holler—or laugh out loud when something
struck her particularly funny. She had
loved her privacy, because she could get
up in the middle of the night as noisily as
she wished, and head for the refrigerator
for a midnight snack. Now, although she
knew she was welcome to anything she
wanted, she would sneak through the
house and quietly open the refrigerator
in search of a piece of cheese or an apple.
Yet her stay had many advantages too.

Plenty of advantages
Since Judi had left home at fifteen to

join the Ice Follies, no one had ever cared
if she got enough to eat, sufficient rest or
ample exercise. When she was ill, it was
her tough luck. No one else even knew.
Not any more. Mrs. Niles makes sure

that she has enough to eat, sufficient rest,

and worries about her like she would
about her own daughter. What's more, she
is careful never to disturb her privacy

—

nor when it comes to dating, to impose on
her social life or in any way criticize or
play detective in behalf of her son.

Judi's philosophy on the subject is typi-
cally female. Before Wendell left, she in-
sisted that her profession required her to
go to premieres, parties, and other official

functions. Since he wasn't there, she'd
just have to go with someone else.

"That's all right with me," Wendell had

Now a Special Powder

Zsa Zsa's lament: "I've been known
for my looks, my diamonds and my
romances. Now I want to be ad-
mired for my acting."

Walter Winchell
in the New York Mirror

promised, like he meant it.

"Aren't you going to be jealous?" Judi
asked in surprise.

"Should I be?"
"Of course not," she insisted. "Just go

on loving me. But," she added, and she
meant it, "I don't want to hear about you
going out with any girl in New York!"

A few privacies

While Judi's life has become an open
book for Wendell and his parents, she
eagerly clings to a few specks of privacy.
One of them is her own telephone, which
she had installed in her room. While she
had no secrets to keep from the Niles',
she looks at the phone with almost the
same fond attachment that she feels to-
ward Niles' letters—which she carries in
her purse and reads over and over and
over again. Yet most of the local calls are
short and to the point: from her studio,
her answering service, her few friends,
boys whose dates she accepts but not par-
ticularly enjoys because her heart belongs
to Wendell. Mostly she waits for his calls,

and her thoughts and her love for him,
and to hear his assurance that he misses
her, and loves her.
Wendell himself is most concerned about

how she is getting along at his parents'
home.

"Fine, just wonderful," Judy will tell

him, because she knows how much it

means to him.
Bwcause, in spite of some awkward mo-

ments, of wondering at times how she
ever got herself into such a fix, she has
convinced herself that under the circum-
stances she is a lot better off with them
than on her own.

Besides—it won't be forever. ... end

Judi is in Summer Love and will appear
in Wild Heritage, both for U-I.
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mama, I can't come home

(Continued from page 47) another car
was pulling up—this time with Jimmy's
Uncle Mannie, his wife Cora and their

daughter Vicky.
And then, right behind it, came another

car—with Uncle Dominick and Aunt Betty.
A third truck followed, a very fancy

red truck with a giant stork painted on
its side and with a crib and highchair tied

to its back, both of which were removed
by the driver and his assistant and carried

into the house.
And then came still another car—this

one carrying Uncle Stanley, his wife Mary,
and their infant son, Stanley, Jr.

"By eleven o'clock," said an old man
sitting with a crony on a stoop across the
way, "I bet you there are thirty people
in there."

"Fifty," his friend said, contradicting
him. "Maybe even fifty-five!"

Actually, the second old man was closer

to the truth.

But at the moment, inside the bustling
house, Jimmy's folks and grandparents
weren't concerned about whether there'd be
fifty-five or a hundred-and-fifty-five peo-
ple visiting that day. All that was impor-
tant to them was that Jimmy, Gloria and
the baby had left Hollywood on the mid-
night flight, that they were going to be
home at about noon—and that they had to

be ready for them.
"Now everybody relax nice in the liv-

ing room while Mama and I start pre-
paring the lunch," Mrs. Ercolani was say-
ing to the gang of new-arrivals when the
phone rang.
"Jimmy?" she cried into the receiver,

surprised, a moment later. "But Jimmy,
you're supposed to be on the airplane, I

thought. What are you doing calling from
California?"
She listened as Jimmy explained. Just

before they were supposed to leave last

night, he said, he'd gotten a call from
the studio to stand by for a conference
the following day, Saturday. It was almost
3 a.m. Philadelphia time when this hap-
pened, he said, and that was why he
hadn't phoned then.
"But you will come?" Mrs. Ercolani

asked now, "hah, Jimmy?"

Jimmy said "Sure"

She nodded to the others, relieved, and
Jimmy said sure he would. The con-
ference was scheduled for a few minutes
from now, he said. He had no idea what
it was about. But it surely wouldn't take
long, he told her. And then, right after

it was over, he, Gloria and the baby
would dash out to the airport and make
it home just about in time for supper.

"Oh, good," Mrs. Ercolani said, all smiles
again. "A lot of us are here already. And
don't worry about the baby not being
comfortable when he gets here. Because
we bought a nice crib for him and a high-
chair and everything." She sighed. "Oh
Jimmy," she said, unable to hide her ex-
citement, "how we're looking forward to

seeing him after all this time."
Then she glanced to her side where her

mother was standing now, obviously
anxious to talk to her grandson. She
handed her the phone.

"Hello, my movie star," the old woman
said as she took the receiver and cupped
it to her ear. "Listen, come home right

away because we make the ravioli for

you. Si, the ravioli like you used to

like them when you were small, with the
ricotta cheese and the spinach in them.
And we make the pizza—not the frozen
kind you have to eat out there in Cali-
fornia, but the real kind with the dough
we make ourself. And tomorrow morn-

74 ing, Jimmy, I make you the eggs, nice

—sunny-sides up. Remember, Jimmy, how
when you were small you said I was
the only one who could make the eggs
good?" She laughed. "Now hurry up
and get on the airplane after your busi-
ness is finished. And wey, don't forget
to bring my great-grandson with you.
Remember, I never seen him and I wait
all this year to see him."
The hours after that went by swiftly.

By noon, everybody who had showed up
already sat down to lunch—in shifts. And
then, starting at about one o'clock, the
rest of the crowd began to appear ... in
twos, fours and what-have-yous . . .

more relatives and old friends of the
family from the neighborhood, pals of
Jimmy's from school, some of Gloria's
girl friends from her old neighborhood
. . . practically everybody from that part
of Philadelphia, it seemed.

Remembering Jimmy
It was about three o'clock when Mr.

Charlie showed up. Mr. Charlie was
manager of the Colonial, a movie house
around the corner from the Ercolanis, . a
big jolly man who had known Jimmy
since he was a kid.

"That Jimmy of yours," he laughed,
after Mr. and Mrs. Ercolani had greeted
him, "I remember having to shoo him
out of the movie house practically every
Saturday afternoon because he was too
noisy. And now here it is, a Saturday
afternoon a few years later, and I drop
by to say hello to him—a big actor, just

back from Hollywood!"
Mr. Charlie looked around the crowded

room.
"Where is he, anyway?" he asked.
Mr. Ercolani had just begun to explain

what had happened—how Jimmy had
been delayed, but how he was probably
on the plane this very minute, headed
East—when the phone rang rfgain.

Mr. Ercolani excused himself and picked
it up.
Then, a few minutes later, after talking

over the loud festive chattering, he hung
up and called out for everybody to please
be quiet.

"That was Jimmy again," he said, softly,

signaling his wife over and taking her
hand in his. He tried to smile, "Jimmy
told me he has some good news. He said

that he just talked to a big vice-presi-
dent at the studio where he works and
the vice-president told him he's got an
important part in a big new picture. It's

called Gunman's Walk, I think Jimmy
said." He cleared his throat. "Only thing,"

he went on, "is that the picture starts

shooting next week and so Jimmy can't

come home."
"He can't?" Mrs. Ercolani asked.
"No," her husband said. "But . . . but

he told me not to send the crib back to

the store because he and Gloria and
the baby would definitely be here when
the picture's finished, in a few months."

"In a few months?" Mrs. Ercolani asked.
Her husband nodded.

Keep the crib

"Of course we don't send the crib back,"
Mrs. Ercolani said suddenly, looking
around the room and trying to smile, too.

"And so what they don't come home to-

day like we expected they would? After
all, a big part in a picture is important.
And you don't get them every day. Do
you?"
But she didn't wait for an answer from

the silent crowd. Instead she turned and
rushed out of the living room, to her own
room, where she could have a good long

cry.

At that moment, in Hollywood, Gloria

was giving the baby his lunch.

"Jimmy," she called out to her husband
as she wiped the last traces of strained

prunes from young Jimmy's face, "are you
ready, honey?"
"Yeah. Whenever you are," she heard

her husband call back.
She shook her head. She was disap-

pointed about the trip being called off

suddenly, sure. But she'd never seen her
husband act so sad about anything in his
life. In those last few minutes she'd tried
to lighten things a bit, reminding him how
important this new role would be to his
career, how lucky he was to land a part
in a Grade-A western. But Jimmy wasn't
buying any career-talk now, not for all

the tea in China or all the Grade-A
westerns in Hollywood. "They'd counted
on seeing the baby, finally, so much," he'd
said instead, over and over. "It's gonna
break their hearts now that we can't
make it."

The tonic car

Gloria had waited just a little while,
and then she'd suggested they go for a
ride somewhere. She knew from exper-
ience that Jimmy's car was his best medi-
cine, that an afternoon behind the wheel
would help take his mind off his big dis-

appointment.
As it turned out, this was one time

Gloria couldn't have been more wrong.
Because Jimmy wasn't a sulker by na-
ture—but he certainly did a lot of sulking
for the rest of that afternoon.

Gloria noticed it as they drove to the
beach first—how her husband didn't say
a word all during the drive. Then on the
beach, as he sat making little sand castles

with the baby—how he still didn't say
anything. And then, all through the snack
they stopped for at a drive-in, how he
acted just the same, quiet, unsmiling,
thinking of how things would have been
in Philadelphia at that moment if they'd
been able to make the trip, thinking of

the happy faces, the big long hugs, the
laughter, the excitement over the baby.
Even when they got to Kiddieland—an

amusement park for children and Jimmy,
Jr.'s favorite spot in all California—Jim,
Sr. remained glum.
He went through all the usual motions,

all right. He took the baby on most of

the rides. He bought him a frozen custard
cup. He picked him up when he was
tired. He put him down when he wanted
to start running around again.

But he did it all slowly, mechanically,
with about as much spirit as a heart-sick

puppy—and it wasn't until just before
they were ready to leave when some-
thing happened that changed everything
for Jimmy.

It started with the baby.
Jimmy, thinking his son had really had

it by this time, had picked him up for

what he thought was the last time that

afternoon and begun to head back to the

car, when suddenly the baby began to

squirm.
"What is it, Buddy?" Jimmy asked.

"Wan' go," the baby said. "Wan' go."

"You wanna go where?" Jimmy asked.

He watched as the baby pointed to the

one ride he hadn't been on that day—the

airplanes.

"Well, Buddy," Jimmy said, "that's very
funny, because you almost went on an
airplane today. You and your Mommy and
me, we all almost

—

"

"Plane," the baby nodded, interrupting

him. "Me on plane, Da-Da."
Jimmy shook his head. "You almost on

plane
—

" he started to say again, when
all of a sudden he stopped walking and
stood there now, thinking about some-
thing and beginning to smile.

"Wan' go," the baby kept saying, over
and over, as Jimmy continued standing
there, as the smile on his face grew
broader and broader, until Gloria—who'd
been walking alongside them, not paying



any particular attention to what was go-
ing on just then—turned to Jimmy and
asked, "What are you grinning about?"

"Glo, I just got an idea," Jimmy said.

"What's that?" Gloria asked.
"Glo," Jim explained, his voice tri-

umphant, "the baby—he just gave me a
great idea!"

And this is it

Things were quiet at the Ercolani house
in Philadelphia the next morning. Jim's
folks and grandparents had gone to early
Mass at the church down the street and
they were back home by ten o'clock. Sun-
day was normally a pretty lively day at

the house—with maybe Johnny and his

wife invited over to dinner along with
some other relatives and some friends, too.

But this particular Sunday had started
quiet and, as far as the Ercolanis were con-
cerned, it would have been silly to try
to liven it up. The wonderful fun they'd
expected to have the night before—and
now, today—just wasn't going to be. That
they knew, and there was no sense in kid-
ding themselves that anything could make
up for their disappointment.
Even when, shortly after one o'clock,

Mrs. Ercolani's brother Dominick and his
wife Betty showed up unexpectedly—

a

little out of breath and smiling to beat
the band, for some strange reason—the
Ercolanis and Jimmy's grandparents
couldn't rouse much enthusiasm.
"Nice to see you," Mr. Ercolani said,

shaking his brother-in-law's hand.
"Good to see you, Ray," Dom said.

'Any phone calls yet?"
"What do you mean any phone calls?"

Mr. Ercolani asked.
Dom looked down at his watch. "Oh, I

just thought maybe you got a phone call

or something this morning," he said, turn-
ing to Betty and winking.
The others looked at each other, con-

fused.
"Dominick," Mrs. Ercolani asked her

brother, "you sure you're feeling all right
today?"
"Sure," Dom said, looking down at the

watch again, "I'm feeling fine."

Then he looked over at the phone and
pointed to it. And sure enough, suddenly,
it rang.
"What's going on here?" Mrs. Ercolani

asked, more confused than ever now, as
she went to pick it up.
"Hollywood?" she was asking into the

receiver a moment later. She nodded and
looked at her husband. "It must be Jimmy
again, to say hello," she said.

"Hello, Jimmy?" she called into the
receiver, after another moment.

"Hello, Mom," she heard Jimmy's voice
greet her, "how are you?"
"Fine, Jimmy, fine," she said. "And

you and Gloria and the baby?"
"Great, Mom," Jimmy said. "But boy,

I sure feel bad about what happened
yesterday, us not being able to show up."

The vinto

"Oh, well—" Mrs. Ercolani started to
say.

"I know how much you all wanted to
see the baby, huh, Mom?" Jimmy inter-
rupted her.
"Well, sure."
"You'd really like to see that grandson

of yours, wouldn't you, Mom?"
"Of course, Jimmy, but—

"

"Mom," Jimmy said, suddenly, "do me
a favor. Go open the door."
"What door?" his mother asked.
"The front door," Jimmy said. "Go

ahead, go open it."

Mrs. Ercolani sighed. First her brother
acting cuckoo. And now her son. "Jimmy,
you haven't started drinking since you've
been out there in California, have you?"

,

she asked, worried.
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"Mom," Jimmy said, chuckling, "please
. . . just go open the front door."
She opened it.

"Hello," a pretty young woman said
to her.

"Hello," Mrs. Ercolani said—not recog-
nizing the young woman at first, nor the
baby she was holding.
Then, suddenly, she did recognize them.

And she shouted, "It's Gloria! And Little
Jimmy!"

A long long-distance

As Big Jimmy himself describes what
happened after that:

"I must have been on the phone for
three or four minutes, just hanging on;
listening to all the shouting and yelling
and crying when the family saw Gloria
and the baby standing there. Mom was
too excited to come back to the phone
to talk to me. Honest, I think she for-
got about me altogether those next few
minutes. But when my Pop got on the
phone I explained to him what had hap-
pened, how I'd decided the night before
to let Gloria and the baby come even if

I couldn't make it, how I'd called Uncle
Dom and Aunt Betty and told them about
the plot, how they'd met Gloria at the
airport and then how we had it all ar-
ranged that I'd phone at 1: 15 on the dot
and have Gloria and the baby waiting
behind the door.

"It all worked out perfectly. And even
though my Mom never came back to the
phone, I remember my grandmother did
at one point.

" 'Hey, you,' she said, after raving for

a few minutes about Jiminootz, her little

great-grandson, 'why you no come home?'
"I explained again about the picture I

had to start working on.
" 'But we got some of the ravioli left

over from yesterday, still nice and fresh,'
she told me.

" 'I tell you what, Nonna' I said, 'in
a little while, just when you're all sitting
down to eat, I'll go to a restaurant around
here and I'll order a meal just like yours
and then I can make believe we're all to-
gether. All right?'
Jimmy was in the restaurant about an

hour later, a little Italian eating place
on Sunset Boulevard, not far from his
and Gloria's apartment.

Sitting alone, he ordered the meal his
grandmother had said she and his mom
had prepared, item for item.
Then, closing his eyes, he lifted his wine

glass and began to whisper a toast.
"Did you say something?" a waiter who

was passing by asked.
"Uh, no," Jimmy said.

"Oh, just practicing for a movie?"
"Yeah, that's right," Jimmy said, smiling,

"just practicing."
Still smiling, he looked around the table

—at the places where he imagined his
dad was sitting, and Gloria, and Grandma
and Grandpa, and Mom, proudly holding
the baby in her lap.

Then, making sure the waiter was gone,
he lifted his wine glass again, took a sip
and whispered buon appetito—hearty ap-
petite—to a very happy group of people,
three thousand very far miles away. END

Watch for Jimmy in Columbia's Gun-
man's Walk.

debbie's thrilling morning with the stork

(Continued from page 45) No, she told

herself, I won't do it. No point in waking
him, hours before she'd have to go to the

hospital.

I thought her philosophical attitude was
pretty sane when she described just how
she felt

—"Men are so excitable about child-

birth because they are actually so outside

of what's happening. After all, there isn't

a thing in the world they can do but just

stand by and pray God that everything
will go all right. So all they do is get
themselves in a turmoil, which is pretty

frustrating."
Through the long night hours her pains,

at first slight, increased gradually. It was
about 5 a.m., she recalls, when she began
to feel pretty certain that February 24 was
to be her second baby's birthday. She
telephoned Dr. Charles Levy, who had de-
livered her daughter Carrie, and he told

her to get ready for a trip to St. Joseph's
Hospital in Burbank.
"Keep in close touch and call me right

away if there are any important changes,"
the doctor ordered.
Not until then did she wake Eddie up.

His reaction was characteristic of the ex-
pectant father. He jumped out of bed and
yelled, "Let's go! Just put on a robe and
we'll be over there in nothing flat!"

"Cool it, cool it, honey," Debbie ad-
monished him, quite the unperturbed
young matron—who'd been through all

this before. "There isn't that big a hurry.
I'll have time to dress and eat breakfast."
But Eddie was in a nutter of excitement.

He couldn't understand how she could be
so calm, even though fatherhood wasn't a
new experience to him either.

Remembering Carrie

When little Carrie was ready to make
her bow into the world they'd had to drive
all the way from Palm Springs to Bur-

bank, a hundred and twenty miles, and it

had seemed like five hundred. And the
doctor had been so matter-of-fact about
it that Eddie had almost hated him. But

—

well, do fathers ever learn? Now Eddie- 1

was facing the same ordeal again and he
was dead sure the baby would arrive be-
fore they could get to the hospital.

Again Dr. Levy v/as taking it all in

stride.

"Be at the hospital around ten o'clock,"

he advised calmly.
Debbie was beaming, happy that her

anxious waiting was nearly at an end.
"A good thing," she remarked, "that?

this didn't happen while you were doing
your television show."

"Pretty good timing, I'd call it," Eddie
grinned. "But it wouldn't have made any
difference; I'd have been with you any
way."

That's one point they had talked over
together. "You're not to worry if I have
to go to the hospital while you're on the f

air," Debbie had insisted. "The chauffeur 1

can drive me."
"Not in a thousand years," was Eddie's 1

retort. "Nobody but me will drive my wife 1

to the hospital, and I'll have a stand-by 1

ready to pinch-hit for me if it should
happen that way. I'm going to be right with)
you, all the time."
While they were preparing to start for

the hospital she kept telling him that Dr.
Levy knew perfectly well what he was do-'
ing and that he'd take good care of her.
"Oh, I know that, I know that," Eddiei

said. "But something might go wrong and 1

we can't take any chances."
Starting out of the driveway Eddie'

shoved down hard on the pedal and the
speedometer needle climbed like mad. P

"Now let's not get a traffic ticket, and
don't run any lights, and watch out for,

boulev ard stops," she warned. ji



"Wish I'd remembered to get a motor-
cycle escort. We could have arranged it."

"Oh, there's plenty of time, no hurry.

Dr. Levy thinks the baby will arrive

about noon. There's hours."

"Say, what if we had to stop and let

the baby be born right here in the car?

Gee!"
"Silly! Nothing like that's going to

happen. Come on, let's sing and forget it."

A duet

She began and Eddie did his best to join

in, but for once his voice came out a little

cracked. Debbie's tones throbbed with her
happiness.
They made good time, with most of the

traffic going in the opposite direction.

Toward the end Debbie began to be a little

excited too, and she stopped singing be-
cause her pains were coming with a quick-
ening intensity that told her time was
running out for her. It was with a great

surge of relief that she walked into St.

Joseph's and glimpsed Dr. Levy's reassur-
ing smile as he took her arm and led her
to the room prepared for her.

She felt forlorn and alone, for this was
one road she had to travel by herself

—

only his love could he send with her.

And how did Eddie spend those hours?
Sweating it out until the nurse came to

tell him, "It's a fine big boy!"
Eddie's grin stretched from here to

there.

"Dean said it would be a boy," he said,

remembering happily what his pal Dean
Martin had told him: "If you don't set

your heart on a boy too much you'll get
one." So Eddie, wanting a son, hadn't let

himself get too keyed up about it. A son
was what he really wanted deep inside.

And now he had his wish.

Dean knows
Dean, the father of seven, was speak-

ing from experience. Eddie was tempted to
get right on the phone and tell Dean,
"I've got a son!" And that's exactly what
he did, but not until after he had followed
the nurse and stood mutely happy at
Debbie's bedside. After a little while he
found his voice. The hospital nurse told
me Eddie's first words about his son were,
"My, what a whopper he is!" And then,
"Look at those legs! Long! Say, he ought
to be a great basketball player!"
Debbie's mother arrived then and she

and Eddie got on the telephone to call
friends and relatives.

After all his good intentions, when
Eddie got Dean Martin on the phone he
told him, "It's a girl! No, I mean it's a
boy." Dean said "You'd better go back
and take another look to be sure. And
listen, when you've gone through this
as many times as I have you won't get

j

all hot and bothered. Cool down, man!

I

Cool down!"

[

Naming the baby, if a boy, had been

j

pretty well decided in advance by Debbie
I
and Eddie. And so he's Todd Emanuel,

I after two of their dearest friends, Mike
j
Todd and Mannie Sachs—both so tragic-
ally taken from them. Mannie, a potent

J

influence in Eddie's early career, died a
few months before Mike's ill-fated plane
crash.

How did that thrilling morning end?
With a disappointment.

Just as soon as she was rested, Debbie
began clamoring for baby daughter Carrie.

So when Debbie fell asleep, Eddie drove
home to fetch Carrie. That's when Eddie
found out there was a strict rule against
allowing young children in a hospital,

where there are so many other babies
whose health must be guarded. So Carrie
had to wait in the car. Her mommy sent
her a fluffy doll, delivered for the new
baby, so Carrie didn't mind too much.

But Debbie did! Maybe that's why in just

four days Debbie went home, an amaz-
ingly brief time of recuperation consider-

ing the difficult time she'd had. The
hospital people would have preferred an-
other week for her, but she couldn't wait

to show off the baby brother to Carrie.

"There is no problem of jealousy,"

Debbie assured me. "Carrie loves the

baby so much she wants to be kissing him
all the time. When babies are so nearly
the same age it isn't so difficult for the

older one to accept the new one. That's

why we planned to have them as close

together as possible."

What the future holds

Although they've made up their minds
to have more children later on, Debbie and
Eddie are going to wait a while before

they put in their order for No. 3.

"I want to get back to making pictures

now," she explained. "I'm to star in The
Boy Friend, which was scheduled to start

in April at Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer—the

musicians' strike had forced a delay. Per-
haps I shan't be able to work until late

summer, which is all right with me be-
cause I'll have more time to prepare."
There are two nurses on duty all the

time in the Fisher household to keep watch
over the babies and to be prepared for

any emergency. But Debbie loves to look
after them herself. The other day I was
talking to her over the phone and little

Carrie was crying in another room. Debbie
said "Excuse me" and then I could hear
her call out, "Just a minute, darling,

Mommy is coming as soon as she can!

"We have an intercom system in the
house," she explained to me, "so I can
talk to the babies from wherever I happen
to be. They're always reassured when
they hear my voice because it means
everything's all right in their little world."

I went to the baby shower that Lita

Baron—Mrs. Rory Calhoun—gave for

Debbie a few weeks before little Todd
Emanuel arrived. Judging from the won-
drous gifts I saw, this youngster will not
have to worry about not having a stitch

to wear!
"I had a lot of baby things left over that

Carrie never used," Debbie told me. "And
you saw the package we carted away
from Lita's house! Most of the gifts were
pretty practical, too. Little shirts and
things babies wear, and enough blankets
and comforters to raise a family of eight

or more," she laughed.
One thing Debbie told me that her fans

will be interested to hear is that she
doesn't want to play any more innocent-
young-girl roles even though she still

looks like a teenager. Her comment was,
"I've had it with that kind of acting, and
now I want more sophisticated parts,

something I can get my teeth into.

"Another thing, I don't want to go on
any long out-of-town locations. I had
quite a scare when Eddie and I came
back from Europe after several weeks
away from Carrie and she didn't know
me. I don't want that to happen again.

Eddie wants to stay around home as much
as possible, too. With his weekly tele-

vision show, he won't have time to accept

any night club engagements until mid-
summer. Then he'll be going into the

Las Vegas Tropicana for a few weeks, but
we can all be in Las Vegas and not
separated.
"Home life is so wonderful with our

two young darlings that neither of us
wants to miss a minute of it!"

Young mothers and fathers everywhere
will understand exactly what she means.
She's a lucky girl; he's a lucky boy—and
they both know it. END

Watch for Debbie in U-I's This Happy
Feeling.
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the johnny mathis story

(Continued from page 42) at the news-
paper that lay on the table. It was opened-
to the entertainment page, folded so that
only two items showed, announcements of I

the two big openings for that night—his,

Johnny Mathis', here at the Crescendo; 1

and Sammy Davis Jr., across town at the
Moulin Rouge.
He smiled when he saw Sammy's name

there. He didn't care a hoot about some
of the whispers he'd heard during the
past few days, like tsk-tsk, wasn't it a,

shame that Sammy was opening on the
very same night as Johnny; and like I

wasn't it too bad that even though Johnny's\

show was practically sold out, all the big
names in town—stars and newspaper]
people—were going to be over at the

|

Moulin Rouge for the first show and would]
probably remain there for the rest of the
evening.

Well, Johnny had heard all these whis-
j

pers. He'd even known there might be,
some truth to them. But now, right now,

j

the fact that he and Sammy were opening
j

the same night didn't seem to bother him.;

Why should it? he thought, his eyes
shifting from the newspaper to the pile of

|

telegrams on the other side of his dress-
ing table, then focusing on the telegram'
on top.

The telegram on top

It was from Sammy himself. li was full

of best wishes. It was from a guy, a star,

Johnny had never met but who'd taken
time out that day to wish him well—and
it made him feel good.

He read the telegram, over and over
again.
And then, slowly, to pass the time, he

began to re-read the other telegrams that

had come that day, the other messages
that had made him feel good, that had
relieved some of the big tension of that

big all-important and nerve-wracking
moment in his career. And for a little

while at least they helped make him forget
that soon he'd be standing outside the
little lonely dressing room, in the glare of

the big lonely spotlight with the nine-
piece orchestra behind him and the two
hundred blurred faces before him—and
for a little while at least, picking up the
telegrams, one by one, he was reminded
of people and places and things he'd al-

most forgotten for the moment and he
began to remember back, way back, to

the early days, the calmer days, the days
of laughter and sadness, of hoping and
sweating and wondering. . . .

The first telegram, from a grade school
teacher in San Francisco, brought Johnny
back to that day sixteen years ago, when
he was six. And what a day! Johnny had
been in the teacher's 1-A class for a cou-
ple of weeks when she called him to come
forward and draw a girl's picture—Goldi-

|

locks, to be exact—on the blackboard.
Johnny had been a shy kid, very shy, and
the thought of having to stand up in front

of all the other kids now for the first

time in his school life made his knees
shake. "Johnny," the teacher kept calling'

as the tiny little boy slowly walked down
the aisle, "will you please hurry?" Johnny
began hurrying, all right, but this didn't,

stop his knees from shaking. And when
he got to the blackboard, he found that,

his fingers weren't acting so steady either.

Carefully, the teacher handed him a new
piece of beautiful golden-yellow chalk and
told him to begin by drawing Goldilocks''
tresses. Johnny began, and he'd drawn;
all of tru-ee big curls when suddenly the
chalk slipped from his hand and fell to'

the floor. "Johnny," the teacher snapped,
"the Board of Education pays lots of!



money so we can have this pretty colored
chalk. Now pick it up!" Johnny nodded,
scared stiff. But, just as he was bending
to retrieve the valuable stuff, he tripped
and fell and crunch went the chalk, right
under his elbow. "Johnny," the teacher
snapped again and, for some reason, she
got so angry now she bent over and
slapped the frightened, wide-eyed boy hard

I
in the face. This was when Johnny
figured he'd had it. Because, shy, or not
shy, he got up, kicked the squashed chalk
aside and slapped the teacher right back.
Of course there was a fuss, what with
Johnny's family being called up to school
and Johnny being punished plenty good
and the teacher being pretty ornery to

him for the next couple of months. But
gradually, as the term wore on, she got
to like him, and he her, and by the time
Johnny was ready to leave the school for

junior high a few years later, they were
very good friends.

And now, many years later, this night
had come and a couple of hours earlier the
same teacher had sent Johnny her wire
from the old home town: Keep up the
good work, she'd written, and slap them
ALL HARD TONIGHT WITH YOUR SONGS!

A poem for Johnny

Then there was the telegram from
Juanita. It was a sweet telegram, a poem,
obviously composed by Juanita. It re-
minded Johnny of another poem she had
written once, when they were both back
in eighth grade. Johnny, to put it simply,
had been in love with Juanita. "She had,"
he recalls, "long black hair, always in

pigtails, and since she sat in front of me
in class, I'd pull them all the time. Also,
she was the prettiest girl I'd ever seen
in my life." Well, Juanita had thought
Johnny was cute enough, too, but it just
so happened that she'd had a king-size
crush on somebody else. And so, to try
to get Johnny off her neck—literally and
otherwise—she wrote him a poem one
day which she slipped onto his desk and
which read:

J know Johnny that you like me
But it's really Sylvia you should see

Johnny's curiosity was piqued. Who's
Sylvia? he wrote back. Meet me out-
side at three o'clock, Juanita answered,
and I'll show you. It turned out that
Sylvia was Juanita's best friend. "She
was sure nice," Johnny recalls, "but she
wasn't half as pretty as Juanita. And be-
sides, she had short hair." The introduc-
tion, then, was a flop. And so was
Johnny's further pursuit of Juanita. And
then, just a couple of years ago when
Johnny was attending San Francisco State
College, he'd bumped into a beautiful girl

student one day who looked awfully fa-
miliar to him, and vice versa. It took
them only seconds to recognize each other,
and after cries of "Juanita!" and "Johnny!"
and a long affectionate hug, they went
down to the school cafeteria for a sand-
wich and coffee and talked and laughed
about the old days, about the pigtails and
Sylvia and school and everything else
they could think about. Before they left

Johnny had said something about the
fact that he was doing some singing in
his spare time, that he didn't know how
good or bad he was but that he hoped some
day to find out. "Well," Juanita told him,

\
"when you make it and you make your

I

debut—your real important debut—I'm
going to send you a big fat telegram.
Okay?" "Okay," Johnny said. And now,

|

the important debut was about to take

I

place. And Juanita hadn't forgotten her
I promise.

|

"I always fold you . .

Nor had Connie Cox. God bless her al-
: ways. Connie had sent a very simple

telegram to Johnny that night. It read:
I ALWAYS KNEW TONIGHT WOULD COME. I

ALWAYS TOLD YOU l'D BE SENDING THIS WIRE
someday. But as Johnny read it, he remem-
bered how—behind the simply-worded
message—lay those years of faith and
kindness, those years that began that
Saturday morning when he was twelve
years old. . . .

"Miss Cox," he'd said after he walked,
unannounced, into her music studio, "my
name is John Mathis and my daddy used
to be in vaudeville when he was young
and he thinks I might have a good voice
and somebody said you're the best teacher
in San Francisco to help me find out."

"Well!" Connie had said, catching her
own breath. "Why don't you let me hear
you sing something?"
Johnny cleared his throat. "Do you

know Sunny Side of the Street?" he asked.
"That's the one I sing most with my
daddy."
Connie nodded, sat at the piano and

played the intro. Then Johnny began to
sing.

And right off, Connie knew.
When he was through, Connie smiled.

"Yes, young man, I'd like to teach you,"
she said.

Again, Johnny cleared his throat. "Can
you tell me what you charge?" he asked.
"Three dollars an hour," said Connie.
Johnny didn't say anything.
"Two dollars an hour, maybe?" Connie

asked.
Johnny shook his head.
"A dollar?"
Johnny turned to go. "My family's poor,

Miss Cox," he said. "We're seven children,
all told—and we can't afford to pay any-
thing. But I was thinking. . .

."

"What were you thinking, Johnny?"
Connie asked, stopping him at the door
and putting her arm around his shoul-
der.

Payment for the lessons

"I was thinking," Johnny said, "that
maybe if you needed somebody to do
some work for you, like sweep the floors

and take out the garbage and take care
of the grass outside in the summer—

I

thought maybe I could work for my les-

sons, if that was all right with you, Miss
Cox."

"That's a very good idea, Johnny," Con-
nie said, without a pause and smiling
again. "That's the best idea I've heard
in a long time. Now, why don't you come
here next Saturday afternoon at two
o'clock and we'll begin our practice."

Johnny was there that next Saturday,
at two on the dot. And at three on the
dot, he made his way to the broom closet

and got down to another kind of work.
And so it went that afternoon, and the
following Saturday afternoon, and for

Saturday after Saturday for the next six

years. And then the day of the last les-

son had come. Johnny was just about
finished with high school now. He'd done
brilliantly in his studies and in sports

—

it's a little known fact that Johnny was
one of the best athletes in California
school history, basketball and track spe-
cifically—and he'd just won a scholarship
to San Francisco State, where he planned
to major in English and, eventually, teach
it.

"I've taught you everything about music
that I know, Johnny," Connie had told

him that last afternoon. "Now it's up to

you. You're a good singer, Johnny. You
can be a great singer. I don't blame you
for not wanting to take the chance, for

wanting to go to college just in case noth-
ing pans out. But try to divide your time
as best you can, boy. Try to get out there
on Saturday night, any night you have
free, and sing in clubs and get yourself
heard. Because if you do, Johnny, it's go-
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JUNE
BIRTHDAYS

If your birthday falls in June, your

birthstone is a pearl and your flower is

a rose. And here are some of the stars who
share your birthday:

June 1— Marilyn Monroe

June 3—Tony Curtis
Paulette Goddard

June 4—John Barrymore, Jr.
Rosalind Russell

June 7— Dolores Gray
Dean Martin

June 8—James Darren
Dana Wynter

June 9— Robert Cummings
Mona Freeman

June 11— Richard Todd

June 12— Vic Damone
Bill Lundigan

June 14— Dorothy McGuire

June 17— Ralph Bellamy

June 18—Eva Bartok
Maggie McNamara

June 19— Pier Angeli
Charles Coburn
Louis Jourdan
Marisa Pavan

June 20— Errol Flynn
Audie Murphy

June 21— Judy HoMiday
Jane Russell

June 22— Gower Champion

June 26— Eleanor Parker

June 30—Susan Hayward

Rosanna Podesta Charlotte Greenwood

80 June 20 June 25

ing to be tough, sure—but chances are it's

going to be worth your while, worth all

the hours and years we've put into all

this."

And now, just a couple of years later, it

made Johnny feel good to be able to sit

there in the dressing room at the Cre-
scendo that night and read Connie's tele-
gram, the words: I always knew tonight
WOULD COME.
Connie was a person he'd never be able

to thank enough, no matter how hard he
tried. And her telegram—plus two others
there in that little pile—were the ones
he'd treasure always.
One of them was from his family. The

other was from his managers, Helen and
John Noga.

Johnny is discovered

Helen, a short blonde woman who looks
twenty years younger than the grand-
mother she is, is responsible for discov-
ering Johnny.

It happened on a cold, drizzly Monday
night. Helen, who owned the Black Hawk
nightclub, walked into her place that
night to hear the new jazz-and-vocal com-
bo that had come to try out.

She'd just checked her raincoat and was
still standing in the lobby when she heard
the voice.

"I stood there listening to this boy sing-
ing Tenderly for a few minutes," she says,

"and then I turned to my husband and I

said, 'This is it!' We walked in and sat
down to get a look at him now. He was
about nineteen, I figured, but he looked
like a little baby standing there, his eyes
closed, his hands at his sides. You know,
he still keeps his eyes closed a lot when
he sings and I bawl him out for this once
in a while. In fact, the other night I

watched him at home on tv and all

through the first song his eyes were closed
most of the time and then they popped
open suddenly and later he told me, 'I

knew you were watching, Helen, and I

figured I'd better keep 'em open for a
while at least.'

"But anyway, that first night we heard
Johnny sing we rushed over to him after

the show and asked him who was man-
aging him. He said nobody was. I asked
him to bring his parents to see me the
next day; we all had a long talk together
and we signed him.
"Then, right away, I picked up the

phone and called George Avakian in New
York. George is an executive with Co-
lumbia Records, one of the smartest in

the business. 'George,' I said, 'I've found
something great.'

" 'Okay, Helen, okay,' George said, 'send

me some tapes of him and I'll listen.'

The big break

"But then, before we had a chance to

tape anything, I found out that George
was coming to San Francisco that very
next week to visit some relatives. I got
him on the phone a little while after he
arrived and pestered him to please come
hear Johnny sing in person. He said all

right, he'd try to make it some night soon.

"Well, George made it, but we were
sure things weren't going to be good when
we saw how he made it. He'd contracted
a case of poison oak the day before and
he was sick-feeling and uncomfortable
and I thought, 'Oh oh, this is no condition

to hear Johnny sing in.'

"But for a minute I must have forgotten

about Johnny's voice. Because as soon as

he began to sing, George stopped looking
sick and uncomfortable and he looked
over at us in the middle of the first song
and made the Ballantine sign—and that

was it, Johnny was signed up with Co-
lumbia that night.

"Of course," Helen goes on to say,

"things weren't smooth as gravy right

away. I took Johnny out on the road for
I

some engagements—all over the country— li

right after this and more than one person
told me, 'Why don't you just take him and

j

yourself back to San Francisco and forget
i

all about it?' I remember in New York e

one night, sitting at the Blue Angel with
a bunch of booking agents, and when

p

Johnny came on they looked at me as if
|

to say, 'This woman's lost her rocker,
leaving her husband and family and busi- A

ness in California just to try to make e

something of this skinny kid.'

"But I knew, I knew Johnny was great.
And even though I blew my top with :

some of these perennial debunkers at
times, I managed to hold my thoughts in

j

pretty well most of the time.
"And then came Johnny's batch of hit

records, and then that night of his open-
ing in Hollywood at the Crescendo and I

suddenly wished I could send plane money
to these people throughout the country
who'd wondered what I was doing with
Johnny, just so they could come that night

,

and all sit at one big table and see for i

themselves. . .

."

Another group that would have filled a
big table that night was Johnny's family

—

his folks and his six brothers and sisters. |i

Actually, they all wanted to be there, and
would have been there, if Johnny hadn't
been home for a while just a few weeks
earlier and, frankly, if transporting eight a

people by air from San Francisco wasn't
jj

such a darned expensive proposition.
But they were there in spirit, anyway, f

very much in spirit. ...

I

His sister Elizabeth

"It's a great family I have," Johnny says,
"and we're so many that when I talk
about them I don't know where to begin. -

I guess you can say that the one I've al- i

ways been closest to is Elizabeth, my sis- [

ter, two years older than me. We'd talk ;

a lot together when we were kids, all the ;

time, about everything; me about girls, b

Elizabeth about boys, everything. And [

we'd fool around in the kitchen all the t

time, too. I remember we used to get the
urge to make brownies every once in a
while, and we'd make so many that even
our big family couldn't eat them all. And
I remember how once we were making ii

taffy, real hot taffy, and it spilled from
the pot onto Elizabeth's feet. She wasn't [

wearing any shoes that day and wow, did ;

she cry. ji

"And of course," Johnny continues,
"there are my wonderful folks and all the
rest of my brothers and sisters—I'm the

j

fourth child, by the way, smack in the |.

middle—and if I were to pinpoint the best i

times we all ever had, I guess it was the
j

picnics we used to go on together a cou-
!

pie of times every summer; and Christ-
j

mas, every Christmas. J

"I remember one Christmas especially. I

was nine years old. I'd saved pennies all

that year so I could buy my mother some-
j

thing nice and when December finally

came I counted my money and I had a
j

little over a dollar. I didn't know what
|

treasure I was going to buy her with that
jj

and so I'd go out every day looking in all

the stores so I could get just the right ,!

thing. Then one day I came to this flower
shop and I saw a snake plant on sale for i

$1.10. It was so beautiful, I thought, all
j

green and shiny—and I thought, 'Gee,

even though it's a few days before Christ- J

mas, if I don't buy it now somebody else

might and then it'll be gone.' So I bought
it, brought it home and—so excited—I -

gave it to my mother right then and there,

three days in advance. The reason that

particular Christmas comes to mind is that

when I was home for the holidays this

year my kid brother Mike—he's nine years ,

old—walked into the house one day, three
days before Christmas to be exact, carry-



ing a big package. I asked him what he
1 had there and he said, 'A snake plant for

Mama.' Then, just like I was years before,

all excited, he ran into the kitchen and
handed it to my mother and said, 'I've got

to give it to you now or else somebody
else might have bought it!'

Homesick . . .

"The whole thing made me kind of

homesick—you know what I mean?

—

homesick for when I was home, always
around the people I grew up with and
love. . .

."

Which is exactly the way Johnny felt

right now, in the dressing room that night,

waiting to go on and slowly reading the
telegram from home.
And then, suddenly, his reminiscences

were interrupted by a loud knock on the
door.

"Who is it?" Johnny called out, snap-
ping to.

The door opened. It was a porter. "Just
to let you know, Mr. Mathis," he said,

"the show begins in about twenty min-
utes."

Johnny looked down at his watch. He
couldn't believe it, but the time had really

flown. "Thank you," he said, looking back
up at the porter, "thanks a lot."

"Sure thing," said the porter. "And, Mr.
Mathis," he added, as he got to the door
again, "I've been hearing people say how
things might get spoiled tonight because
Sammy Davis is opening, too. Well, I

wouldn't let that worry me if I were you,
Mr. Mathis. After all, what happens hap-
pens and there's nothing nobody can do
about it. Right?"
"Right," Johnny said, smiling and

watching the porter leave. But as he said
it he noticed his voice quiver a little and
that the smile was gone from his face
quick, real quick. And then he realized
that some of the I-don't-care attitude he'd
had before about the simultaneous open-
ings that night was going a little, that in
twenty minutes he'd be making the most
important appearance in his life and that
maybe there was something to all those
whispers he'd been hearing.
And, alone again, ignoring the new

wrinkle in his shirt collar, the telegrams
piled up at the end of the table, he sat
and he wondered now if maybe there
wasn't something to worry about, if may-
be it wasn't going to take some kind of
miracle to get things going for him that
night.

A miracle, and Sammy Davis

It was at exactly 10:20 p.m. when a
miracle did happen—at least, a show busi-
ness miracle.
Johnny, at the Crescendo, was in the

middle of his opening act at that moment,

bowing to applause for Wonderful, Won-
derful! and getting set to go into another
Mathis hit, Chances Are.
Sammy Davis, Jr., at the Moulin Rouge,

who'd been playing to a cheering crowd
for the last hour or so, was in the middle
of his act, too, when suddenly he stopped
the act midway and brought up his arms
for an announcement.

"Ladies and gentlemen," he began, "I
appreciate you all being here, more than
you can ever know. But I'd like to tell

you—just in case you haven't heard—that
over at the Crescendo tonight there's an-
other boy opening his show, a young boy
named Johnny Mathis. Now I don't know
Johnny personally, but I've heard him
sing on records. And believe me, if any
of you want to get up right now or soon
as I'm through so you can get over there
in time for his second show, I won't mind
at all. Because, ladies and gentlemen, this

boy has got it. But got it!"

Nobody will ever really know just how
great an effect Sammy's words had on
Johnny's opening that night.

But, for the record, if the first show at

the Crescendo was packed, the second

—

the big, important show of the night—was
jammed.
And, for the record, too, that second

show has gone down as one of the most
triumphant in nightclub history.
Who can forget, a columnist wrote the

next day, the look on Johnny Mathis'
face when, after the show, his dressing
room was flooded with practically every
big name in hollywood—june allyson,
Louella Parsons, Kirk Douglas, Dick
Powell, Joan Collins, Van Johnson, doz-
ens MORE—ALL OF THEM RUSHING HIM WITH
CONGRATULATIONS, KISSES, PATS ON THE BACK,
UNABASHEDLY SHOUTING OUT THAT THEY'D
NEVER HEARD A VOICE OR A STYLE LIKE HIS
BEFORE.'

And who can forget the look on John-
ny's face when in the midst of all this

acclaim somebody whispered something in
his ear, when slowly Johnny made his way
through the crowd, excusing himself as he
went, when reaching a wall phone near
the door he dialed a number and mumbled
something into the receiver, when a mo-
ment later he whispered:

"Hello? Sammy Davis? You don't know
me, Sammy, but my name is Johnny
Mathis. . .

."

After that, his voice trailed off and it

was impossible to hear just what else he
said.

But he talked a very long time—right

up until the time his eyes began to fill

with tears and he began to cry and
couldn't talk anymore. END

Johnny will appear in A Certain Smile for
20th-Fox.

I couldn't find a girl in Hollywood

(Continued from page 50) I started the
engine, shifted in reverse, tore back a few
feet, then swung back toward town.
"What's the matter with you, Nicky?"

she exclaimed. "I don't understand you.
Are you mad at me or something?"
She didn't understand. None of them

did. I didn't blame her any more than
the other actresses I have taken out. Some
new and aspiring, full of hope and am-
bitions. Others well established, with a
big fan following all over the country.
The rest someplace in between.

I have dated them; I have kissed them;
I've been seriously in love with at least
wo. But it never worked out. I just
ouldn't find a girl in Hollywood—at least
iot the kind I'd want to marry, to spend
he rest of my life with, to be my wife

and the mother of my children.
Preoccupation with their careers is just

one of the many reasons. There are oth-
ers, equally disadvantageous to what I

would consider a happily-ever-after.
Opportunism is one of the worst. It

comes in every form, shape and size—and
is ever present in Hollywood.

I remember one girl I took out who
made me think I was a pretty good guy
while we had dinner at one of the better
restaurants on the Strip. She seemed a
little dubious when I suggested going to
a party at a friend's house afterwards, but
her enthusiasm increased considerably
when I informed her the fellow was one
of the top directors in Hollywood.
She was still charming and full of at-

tention to me at his house till a fellow
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joined us who told her he was a casting

director for one of the major studios. I'd

known him for a long time. He was no
more a casting director than I'm head
of Twentieth Century-Fox, but had caught
a lot of fish with his gimmick the last

three years. He was about to hook an-
other one.
"Nicky, darling, will you get me an-

other drink?" my date asked coyly.

The brush

By the time I got back he was just jot-

ting down her phone number, and with
it killed most of her enthusiasm for me!
Usually I found the girls to be a little

more subtle—but in the end most give
themselves away nevertheless.
Just before Christmas I visited a friend

of mine at NBC. With me was a young
actress who had just finished her first

lead in an inexpensive production.
When we walked into his dressing room

he and a reporter were making a tape
recording for a local radio station. A few
minutes later my friend had to get back
on stage for rehearsal, and I went along
with him while my girl stayed behind
with the reporter.
When I got back both looked overly

innocent to me. They acted like they
hadn't said three words to one another.
But when he left he turned to her and
inadvertently let the secret slip out. "I'll

call you when we put the tape on the
air. . .

."

She didn't realize he had given them
away till he had closed the door. Then
she turned red as a beet. "After all, Nick,
he is from the press and he can be help-
ful. There's nothing personal about it,

honestly."
I believed her, and that's where part of

the trouble comes in. There is nothing
personal about it. There is nothing
personal about most of the relationships

between fellows and girls when both are
in show business. It's all so darn cal-

culated.

Also, this business breeds the kind of

phoniness that is hard to take. I'm not
criticizing the girls for what they are, or
trying to be, because I know that it is

born of insecurity. They don't believe
people like them for who they are, only for

what they are, and I can well understand
it for I have often felt the same way. At
times I still do.

I remember a girl who had but a cou-
ple of small parts in minor pictures to her
credit. Unable to impress me with her
professional success, she tried to make
up for it by constantly talking about her
father's wealth in Texas. Frankly, if any-
thing, her old man's fortune would have
scared me away, but apparently she fig-

ured the opposite was true, because every
few days she mentioned a letter about
another oil well that had just come in.

If they were that wealthy, they cer-
tainly had odd tastes.

I happened to run into them one after-
noon on their recent visit to Los Angeles.
They were just parking their car near
Sunset and Laurel Canyon—a 1946 Chev-
rolet. I've never seen a Texas million-
aire drive a twelve-year-old car. A
model T, maybe, but not a '46 model!

Who you?

And then there's the opposite type,
who's going to show you from the very
beginning that she isn't impressed by you.
And how she's going to show you! I met
such a character once again a week before
I finished my latest Zane Grey Theater
show. . . .

We were invited to the same party in
the San Fernando Valley. She promptly
informed me how she was interviewed that

82 afternoon for one of the plum parts of the

year, but modestly pretended she didn't

think she'd have much of a chance since

she had only half a dozen TV shows to

her credit, "all top parts, of course." Fin-
ally she came around to asking what I

was doing in Hollywood.
"I'm an actor," I said irritably.

"Is that so?" she replied pleasantly. "Of
course. Now don't tell me—wait a minute
—I'll get your name. . .

."

No matter how har-d she tried, she sim-
ply couldn't remember. And when I told

her it was Nick Adams and that I had
been in more than a dozen films, she was
equally convinced she couldn't possibly
have seen any of them because if she had,
"I'd surely have remembered you."
That she had seen me became quite

evident a few minutes later when we were
talking about Picnic, and she let it slip

out how much she enjoyed the scene
where Bill Holden bounced a basket ball

off my head!
And then there's the type who never

notices you—till you're successful.

When I first came to Hollywood I had
quite a crush on a girl who moved into the
studio club after she was signed to a term
contract by one of the studios. Two or
three times she let me buy her dinner,

but generally treated me like a little boy.
More nuisance than man and certainly no
one to be taken seriously. After that,

whenever I called her for a date she
turned me down.

I didn't blame her. Maybe I was just a

fresh kid and if she preferred the Clark
Gable type, who am I to put up a fight?

Oh, now I remember!

What did annoy me was a call I got the
day after a local columnist wrote about
seeing a sneak preview of No Time For
Sergeants, which he predicted would
establish me as one of the top comedy
stars of the year.

I'm not saying this to give myself a

pat on the back, nor am I modest enough
to disclaim any credit. In fact, I love him
for his opinion and hope more people will

join the ranks—but that isn't the point.

The morning this girl read his notice she
promptly called me up—I don't have the
faintest idea how she got my number that
quickly—and told me how proud she was
of me, and that she'd be delighted to have
dinner with me that night.

I told her I was busy.
On the other hand, there is always an

undercurrent that your own motives are
misconstrued. And not necessarily by the
people involved.

I first dated Natalie Wood, for instance,

long before she attained her present
prominence. Yet as she climbed in popu-
larity, a lot of writers took cracks at me,
called me a leech, an opportunist, a
hanger-on. And everytime I dated another
so-called name star, the same accusations
started to fly around. First I got hurt,

then I denied them, then tried to ignore
them. But you can't, completely. And so

every time a reporter used to ask me,
"And whom are you dating now, Nicky?"
—I had the uneasy feeling that he was
cynical about the whole thing—even if

he wasn't.

Thanks to some fortunate breaks in re-
cent months I am now at the point where
I can get my name into columns on my
own, if I wish to do so, and no one is

making cracks like this about me anymore.
But I haven't forgotten that time, and I

don't think I ever will.

And then there are the known facts

and statistics with which I'm all too famil-
iar: the percentage is against two people,

both in show business, making a go of

their marriage. I can't see myself married
to a girl who reads the movie columns

—

looking for her name in print—before kiss-

ing me good morning. Maybe I'm the
jealous type—but I wouldn't want my wife

,

to make love to a handsome leading man '.

before she comes home to fix my dinner.
And heaven forbid if she gets to be a 1

bigger name in the industry than I am!
I want to be the boss in the family, and

j

would lose my self-respect the first time
someone called me Mr. whatever-my- 1

wife's-name-would-happen-to-be.
Nor do I want a wife who gets up at

five in the morning and comes home at

eight at night, so dead-tired she hardly
recognizes me!
What do I want?

Qualifications

I want her to rest up for me all day and
|

when I come home, slide down the ban-
nister and rush into my arms to welcome
me! I want her to have the hi-fi set on and
the bathtub full of hot water and a martini
with two onions mixed and chilled and
ready to serve.

No Hollywood actress would ever fall

into this category. But I did find a girl

—

20,000 feet up in the air!

I'm not saying that Lois Raymen and I

are going to get married or that we're
engaged or that we're even in love. Quite
frankly, till the proper time comes for

j

such an announcement, that's my business.

But I can tell you that she personifies all

the qualities I like to see in a girl. And
not the least of her assets is the fact that

she lives not in Hollywood—but in San
Diego!
We met about six months ago, when she

was a United Airlines hostess on the New
York-Los Angeles flight.

She was so attractive, so natural and so

refreshingly honest I immediately fell for

her.

"I saw you in The Last Wagon," she told

me when she finished serving the first

round of drinks to the other passengers.
"You did? How'd you like it?"

"I thought you were cute."

Cute! Of all the descriptions about the

most dramatic part I've ever played! That
was my first reaction. But then I couldn't
suppress a grin. At least she didn't use
show business terminology.
We talked for almost six of the eight

i

hours in flight, which probably short-
changed some of the other passengers, i

But no one complained. Lois proved to

be equally good at listening and talking.

Before we landed at International Air-
port I learned that she was born in Iowa,
had been with United Airlines for a year
and a half, was single, unattached, and
hoped to get out of the airline service as

soon as she could find a permanent job
because, while she enjoyed flying, she pre-
ferred to settle down in one place. She
also told me about a girl friend in San
Diego who had a secretarial job lined up
for her in a lawyer's office, and that when-
ever she stopped over in Los Angeles

—

New York was her home base—she stayed
with a young couple and their children in

Westwood. And that she would be de-
lighted to have dinner with me the follow-

ing evening but that we would have to

eat early because she was due out on the

eleven p.m. flight back to New York.

A different evening

When I brought her to the airport the
following night, I tried to figure out what
made this evening so different from so

many others. Suddenly I realized that for

the first time in years I had spent hours
without talking about show business!

I saw her several more times before she

quit her job with the airlines and moved
to San Diego, to go to work for the lawyer.
And always we had a good time together.

We didn't consciously avoid discussing
my work. We talked about it, just like



her job, when it fitted into the conversa-
tion. But it didn't become an issue from
the moment we met till I kissed her good
night.

We seldom go to expensive restaurants
or night clubs; never to premieres. She
loves Mexican food and, when I see her
in San Diego, we usually cross the border
into Tijuana to see the Jai Alai games and
bull fights and spend money on a lot of

silly little gifts for one another which we'll

never be able to use.

Lois is never too preoccupied to listen

to my problems nor has any of her own
which we can't discuss and settle by talk-
ing about them, just the two of us. Not
like a couple of girls I used to date.

I remember one in particular who al-

ways brought her problems to me but
never gave me an opportunity to discuss
mine. One night, in particular, I was quite
concerned about a part, and wanted her
opinion on it since she'd been in show
business a lot longer than I. But when I

picked her up at her house and saw her
discouraged expression, I couldn't bring
myself to talk about me. Obviously some-
thing had gone wrong with her career.

"Trouble at the studio?" I asked.
We spent the entire evening going over

her problem; I never got to tell her mine.
I don't think I'm so selfish that I have

no compassion for other people's worry. I

do. And I'll try to help as much as I

can. But in this business, where crisis

follows crisis, people can become so
immersed in their own problems that they
never have time for the other's.

Just as important to me, Lois likes my
friends because of the kind of people they
are, and not because of their success or
standing in the Hollywood community.

I remember a New Year's Eve a couple
of years ago, when I had two invitations

—

one to a famous producer's house, the

other to Aaron and Carolyn Spelling.

Mrs. Spelling is actress Carolyn Jones,
of course, but that was before Carolyn
won acclaim for her performance in

Bachelor Party and before Aaron became
the successful screenplay writer he now
is. Because they are among my closest

friends, I wanted to go to the Spellings.

But my girl was impressed by all the
important people who were to be at

the other party; her choice was the pro-
ducer's house.
The last time Lois came up from San

Diego I promised to take her to one of

Beverly Hills' most expensive eating places

for the first time. She was delighted. But
when I picked her up at the Wicklands'
I suddenly remembered it was the birth-

day of a close friend—a policeman. "Do you
mind if we get a bottle of chianti and
some cold cuts and go to his house?"
"What a silly thing to ask, Nicky," she

came back. "I'd love it."

When we got there she cooked the meal
for them and then insisted on baby-sitting
while I took my friend and his wife to a

movie, since it was his birthday. In one
evening she had brought more happiness
into their lives than they'd had in months.
That's what I like about Lois. That's

the kind of quality I want in a girl, a girl

I'm going to be serious about.
Don't misunderstand me. I'm not knock-

ing Hollywood actresses. Some of my
closest friends are in the business. Most
of them, in fact. And I understand and
appreciate their preoccupations, their am-
bitions, their insecurities, their concern.
It's part of the job.

I just don't want to get married to a job.

I want a wife! END

Nicky's in Paramount's Teacher's Pet and
soon will appear in Warner's No Time For
Sergeants.

the very private worid of diane varsi

(Continued from page 54) powder on
her nose. Her cropped, cinnamon

-

colored hair looked as if it had
been coiffeured by an electric fan. She
wore beach shoes, drab black stockings,

a shaggy turtle-neck sweater over a plain
grey skirt. Around her neck she wore
her one piece of jewelry, a wave-washed
rock she had found on a beach, drilled a

hole through, and suspended on a string.

She had walked in to read for Mark Rob-
son looking like that, and she had not
smiled, she had not chatted; she had mum-
bled, "Hello," stuck out her hand, and then
retreated into a corner with the script

until he was ready to begin.

But at the end of the reading, she had
read, "All right, Mother, as soon as I can,

I'm going to pack my things and leave"

—

and all of her strange, tortured nineteen
years spoke in it. And the part of Allison
in Peyton Place was hers.

Two marriages finished—at nineteen

Hollywood has known many 'different'

people, from many different worlds. The
stories their biographies tell range from
the gypsy background of a Yul Brynner
to the criminal youth of a Rory Calhoun,
the loneliness of a Barbara Stanwyck.
But never before, even in Hollywood,

has there been a story like that of Diane
Varsi.

She was nineteen, and already she had
been married twice, separated twice, and
borne a son.

She has been literally starved, both for
love and for food, literally beaten within
an inch of her life. She has lived in tar-
paper shacks and slept in box cars, ex-

pelled from schools and picked up by the
police. She is in Hollywood today only
because one morning in 1955 she told her
mother, "I'm going out for a walk. I'm
going to walk and walk and walk. And I

may not come back." And she had added:
"It's a pilgrimage—of a sort."

She took her sleeping bag that day and
packed a wicker basket full of hardboiled
eggs, lemons and apples—and some songs
she had written. With a girl friend she
hit the highway, heading south, hitching
rides. She slept on beaches, and talked to

other kids on the loose who told her,

"You'd better go back—they'll put you
in jail." But she kept on, flagging trucks,
working here and there, and one day at

the age of sixteen she found herself in

Hollywood, where she hadn't the slight-

est intention of being.

And even then, it was a long time be-
fore life began to look any less like hell

for Diane Varsi.

All her life she has been sure of one
thing and one thing only: anything she
loved would be taken away from her.

So she had decided that it was better to

learn young not to love at all.

She was born—sixteen years before she
started out on that long walk to Holly-
wood—in St. Mary's Hospital in San Fran-
cisco. That was February 23, 1938. Her
parents, an Italian-American florist named
Russell Varsi and his pretty French wife
Beatrice, received her with joy. She was
their first child, and they welcomed her.

Thirteen weeks later they learned that
their baby daughter had developed a
blood disease. They dug into their small
savings to provide transfusions to be in-
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the day

TAB HUNTER BECAME A MAN

All his life Tab Hunter had looked forward to that very special day when he would

have all the rights and privileges 'of manhood—his twenty-first birthday. But when that

day came, a couple of years back, well—here's the story of Tab's big day. . . .

Tab had always been in a hurry to grow up. He was big for his age, tall and hand-

some, and that helped a little in his haste to grow up. He did manage, for instance, to

get into the Coast Guard at fifteen-and-a-half by exaggerating his age.

But he was restless, and when he got out, he wished he could find something he could

sink his teeth into. A career that he could really get interested in. Then he met Henry

Willson, the famous agent, and he thought movies would be the ideal thing for Tab.

So there he was, Tab Hunter, on the beautiful Caribbean island of Jamaica,

working hard on his first film. It was Island of Desire and he was Linda Darnell's

leading man. He felt very lucky to be playing opposite such a great star. He could

learn a lot from her.

Linda took an interest in him and felt he should get his nose off the grindstone once

in a while and get out and enjoy himself.

"You work too hard, Tab," she'd say. "You're still a young boy ;
you should go out

more and have more fun."

But Tab was too busy studying his lines and trying to perfect his acting to want

to take in the sights of the tropical island or join in the parties the cast would have.

And Linda would try once more.

"Plenty of time for such hard work when you're older, Tab," she'd say.

But he'd just smile that engaging grin of his and go right on studying.

And that's how the days passed.

Linda seemed to give up trying to get him to take some time off and relax.

And then one afternoon it happened. They had just filmed the latest take, and the

Technicolor men were getting ready to set up the next.

It grew very still; all conversation had ceased. And Linda had disappeared. Then

suddenly, there she was—carrying a cake, with lighted candles. She stopped in front

of Tab and said, "All right, my boy, blow them out. Since today you are a man, you

may as well stop a minute and enjoy it!"

It was Tab's twenty-first birthday, this very day, and he had been so busy making a

success of his role that he had forgotten all about it!

Tab's in Warners' Lakayette Escadrille, and ivill soon appear in Warners' Damn

g4 Yankees and Columbia's Gunman's Walk.

jected into Diane's ankles to keep her alive.

As long as they were together, the Varsis
never begrudged her whatever money they
could spare—or couldn't spare.

Never enough time

It wasn't that Beatrice DeMerchant
Varsi was a neglectful mother or a cold

one. Diane remembers her as loving, gentle,

and so patient that even when she was
in a hurry to go somewhere, she'd let

the baby Diane achieve the dignity of

tying her own shoelaces, though the

struggle might take half an hour. But
somehow there were so many places that

Mama did have to hurry to. With good
reason, of course. Times were bad for the

Varsis. Daddy sold his flower store to try

his hand at contracting. Gradually, he
made a go of it. A few years later, he was
making an excellent living. But at first he
needed all the help his sensitive, intelli-

gent wife could give him. Of course, she
gave it. But Beatrice Varsi was not a

strong woman. Her health had suffered

when Diane was born. When a second
baby, Gail, arrived two years later, she
was almost an invalid.

So it was a good thing Diane knew how
to tie her laces. By the time she was three

years she was putting on her shoes to

start out for Grandma's house—five long
blocks away—alone.

To Grandma's house

It was a trip she made often, in search

of someone to watch over her.

At Grandma's and Grandpa's there was
love, and in abundance. They clucked
over their high-strung, pale little grand-
daughter, tried to fatten her up, to comfort
her woes. They curled her long blonde
hair, told her how pretty it was. They
gave her a little china figurine one day,

to play with. Diane stared at it with awe.
So delicate—so pretty—and all her own.
She saved her pennies to buy another.

Daddy came home from his long, hard
hours with, sometimes, a tiny glass ani-

mal to add to her collection. Even at five,

Diane took care of them, washing them,
polishing them reverently with a soft cloth,

spreading them out on the floor to admire.
One morning she arranged them in the

hall of her parents' home to catch the

morning sunlight on their shining surfaces.

A neighbor opened the front door sud-
denly, and smashed them all to bits.

She was only five, but Diane didn't cry.

She stood up with tight lips, stared at what
had been her most-loved possessions—and
walked away.
"After that," she says now, "I never

kept anything. Nothing. Not even dolls."

When Diane was four and a half years
old, Russell Varsi landed a construction

job in Salt Lake City. Because his wife

was almost helpless at that time with
asthma, barely able to look after two-
year-old Gail, he took Diane to Utah
with him and put her in St. Mary's of the

Wasatch Convent.

To live with strangers

She had barely time to realize that she

was to say goodbye to her mother, to the

only home she had ever known, to the

grandparents she had grown to depend
upon. She left them to live, not for the

last time, with strangers.

And the first thing the nuns did, to

welcome the frightened child, was to clip

her long, beautiful hair close to her scalp.

"I guess the sisters had to do that to

me," Diane reasons today. "They couldn't

be bothered with taking care of curls. But
it was a crushing blow."
Her family was gone. Toys she no long-

er dared to keep, to love. And now the

hair her Grandma had so lovingly combed
—that was gone too.



She lived in the convent for two years.

She was the only child anywhere near so

young, so she had no playmates. The older

girls puzzled and frightened her, especially

when they played rough games outdoors.

She had never played games, having been
a frail child.

She learned to be alone in the convent.
She began to grow up very young.
And in her loneliness, she dreamed of

many things ... of being older, of being
a ballet dancer. But mostly, she dreamed
of home.
And then one day her father, who had

always come when he could on week-ends,
came with good news. She was to come
home with him for a visit, home to see

her sister, her grandparents, her beloved
mother. She was almost ill with excite-

ment. No one thought to warn her that
the convent years had made their change
in her, young as she was. So it was with
horror that she realized, once home, that

she had grown unaccustomed to love.

But she had. She didn't know, any more,
how to respond to warm arms around her,

loving voices. She didn't know how to

play with Gail, how to talk to her Grand-
pa. She found herself longing to go back
to Utah, to the sisters who left her to her-
self, to think her odd thoughts, dream her
odd dreams.
Except, of course, that when she did

return, the most beloved dream—that of

home—was gone.
For her sixth birthday, that year, her

mother packed a huge box full of toys and
sent them to her. She took them out, one
by one, looked at them soberly—and re-
turned them to the case. All but one—

a

tiny flower encased in glass, which would
never die. That she put in her room.

A new home, with ghosts

They brought her home, finally, because
she had had scarlet fever and had almost
died in the convent infirmary, despite the
care of the nuns. Her mother came her-
self, her third visit to the convent, to bring
Diane back to San Francisco. She brought
her back to a new home, the symbol of

Daddy's new prosperity. It was a ram-
bling, three-story, sixteen-room house fur-
nished by Beatrice in extravagant French
period furniture, all blue-satin love seats,

gilded chairs, rococo bric-a-brac. There
was not a sign of the furniture Diane re-
membered from her infancy. And after
the simplicity, the barren whiteness of the
convent, it was more than unfamiliar—it

was a fright house. There were paint
spots on the twisting stairs, and a super-
stitious servant assured her that that
meant there was a ghost in the house.
All about her were perfect places for
ghosts to live: a big, musty attic; a dark
cellar; hidden nooks and crannies from
which she was sure a hand would reach
out to grab her. For seven years she
lived in that house, too tall, too thin, per-
petually stifling screams and freezing in-
side with an unreasonable horror. An-
other child would have gotten used to it.

But Diane Varsi had long since lost her
chance to be like other children. For those
seven years she lived in terror.

And her life outside the house was no
better. When she had recovered enough
to begin school, her sister Gail came down
with scarlet fever and their home was
quarantined. Diane was still weak and
pale when she finally set out for the
public school in the neighborhood to meet,
for the first time, children her own age.
So she stood alone on the playground

that first morning, with the sun touching
her ridiculously short hair, her ridiculous-
ly tall frame, and looked about her with
hope. And sure enough, a boy came over
to challenge her.
"Who are you?"
Diane gulped. "I'm new," she blurted

out. At the silly rhyme, her taut nerves
snapped, and she burst out laughing. She
laughed for twenty minutes, hysterically,

before she could stop. The other children
gathered around, to stare and to jeer.

The boy who had spoken to her thought
perhaps that she was laughing at him.
"She's nuts," he said with disgust.

It brought Diane up short—her hopes
tumbling around her. She gulped down
the laughter that was turning rapidly to

tears and flung back at him the worst
taunt she could think of: "Scaredy cat!"

It was thus that she got her first beating.
She was taken home with a broken arm,
and both knees ripped open almost to the
bone.
And the lonely little girl who had won-

dered how people could want to hurt each
other learned that she herself would have
to fight in order to survive.
But she went back to school. It wasn't

easy, either for her or her teachers. If the
children wouldn't have her—all right,

she'd show them. She wouldn't have them
or their old rules, either. She refused to

stand in line, to take off her coat when the
others did, to come on time. They wouldn't
let her be like them—well, she'd be dif-

ferent. She stared out of the window by
her desk all day until they painted it

dark green so she couldn't see out. It

did no good. She bore home note after

note to her mother:
Dear Mrs. Varsi,

Diane is an exceptionally bright child,

but she refuses to concentrate . . .

But what did the teachers know of

Diane's home, of her bedridden, helpless
mother's inability to do anything about it?

She got by somehow. She asked only to

be left alone.

Friends to walk home with

When she reached San Mateo Junior
High a strange thing happened. With
their new sense of maturity, their new
privileges, the youngsters became more
tolerant. Suddenly Diane had friends to

walk home with, someone to whisper to

and exchange notes with in class. At first

she thought it was a miracle; then she
thought she had died and gone to heaven.
When she was actually elected vice-presi-
dent of her class she could easily have
walked on air.

And then a new girl entered the school.
With new confidence Diane made friends
with her, liked her. She told the gang
about her—and they cut her short. "Not
her—she's cheap."
Diane didn't stop to decide if they were

right or wrong. It didn't matter. All she
knew was that someone else was about
to take over the role she herself had
played so long ago, the outsider to be
ostracized, tortured, and lost.

It was too great a price to pay for her
own acceptance.

"I like her company better than all of
yours," she snapped. And she turned her
back forever on her hopes.

"I knew then that I'd always be an out-
sider," she says now. She had good reason
to know it. Bad as her school life was,
her home life was worse. Her mother's
health broke completely. Her father had
troubles and was often away. "Every-
body was getting sicker. I had to be com-
pletely self-reliant all of the time." For
four straight years her mother never
stepped . outside of the terrible house.
Blinds were drawn. Housekeepers came
and went. When Diane met boys—as she
did in her lone-wolf ways—she shrank
from bringing them home. She took danc-
ing lessons and found occasional comfort
in moving her body confidently in bizarre
rhythms, in winning contests. Her loneli-
ness, her shyness, her overpowering need
for love and protection, were covered
deeper and deeper by the veneer of not
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"I'm

No Actor"

says

VIC MATURE

There's a veddy, veddy swank Holly-

wood country club which once upon a

time was quite determined about one

thing—Victor Mature was not getting in.

But Victor Mature did get in. In fact

he was the first of his friends to man-

age it. . .

Victor had put in his application—and

was turned down. And the more he thought

about it. the madder he got. If he was go-

ing to be turned down, he wanted to know

the reason why. So he wrote a couple of

letters, and arranged to have it out with

the screening committee.

"Please don't misunderstand," the good-

looking, well-muscled Victor was told.

"It's nothing personal. It's just that

—

well, Mr. Mature, we just don't accept

actors for membership. Nothing personal

you understand, Mr. Mature. We just

don't accept actors for membership."

"Oh, is that all," Victor smiled. "Well

—I'm no actor, and I've got twenty pic-

tures to prove it!"

The funny part of the story is Vic was

accepted for membership after that!

caring, of giving back as good as she got,

of needing no one. She knew she was
strange. She knew the life she was lead-

ing was unconventional, that she was
being brought up oddly. She told herself

over and over that she liked it that way,

that she preferred being on the outside.

Sent away again

By the time she was sent to still another

convent, to get her away from her de-

teriorating home, she believed that she

stood alone against the world. Pushed to

the wall at once by the girls at the new
school, she offered to fight anyone of them.

On the way downstairs one of them pushed
her, and a nun picked her up with her
lips bleeding.

"What's the matter?"
"Nothing," said Diane.

A few months later she was expelled

from school. Someone had passed her a

'purity test.' It was a truth quiz: Have you
ever smoked a cigarette, stayed out all

night, necked with a boy, and so on. Diane
was caught with it, and refused to tell

where it had come from. To her ever-

lasting gratitude, her mother rallied and
came herself to collect her daughter.

"My dear Mother Superior," said Bea-
H(> trice Varsi calmly, "my daughter has

always been taught to be loyal. I think

she did right."

At a time like that she did not sound
like a sick woman.
But she could offer her daughter no

more than these brief bits of help—and
the life her child led remained the same.

"By then," Diane recalls, "I was a fighter.

I fought any and everything."
She had to. She fought the girls at San

Mateo High because "They called me a

tramp, and I wasn't." She fought disci-

pline, cut classes—but passed her exams.
She fought her way through a month or

two in high school in Oroville, Washing-
ton, where her mother took her for a

stay with relatives.

Diane runs away from home

And from there, for the first time, she

ran away.
She went with another girl—another

oddball. They hitchhiked together through
Oregon and almost made it to California

before the police found them, and brought
Diane home—or to what passed for home.
She went back to San Francisco with

Beatrice, back to the house she hated, to

the knowledge that her father was leav-

ing home for good. She had dried her
tears; she bore herself stoically through
two more months in San Mateo High
School—and then she quit school for the

last time.

"I had been free," she says. "I wanted
more—

"

She was all of fifteen years old by then.

She and her mother moved to a small
apartment. Diane got a job, first modeling
in a local dress shop, then in a restaurant.

And one day

—

"I went to a girl I knew who was very
smart. I told her, 'I can't pretend I can't

think any more. I feel guilty because I've

been pretending I'm stupid for too long.'
"

The girl introduced Diane to two other

young women, one a writer whose father

was a painter. The writer told Diane to

go out and discover libraries. She did. For
three months straight, she sat up night

after night, reading everything she could.

And she knew that above all, she had to

get away from home.

A final flight

It wasn't easy to leave her mother, now
so alone. But she did it. The writer in-

vited Diane to come live at her house,

where the writer's mother kept a home
for senile old ladies. It would have been
a dreadful prospect for most people—but
not for Diane. She said goodbye to Mrs.
Varsi. She broke clean. She left all her
clothes at home except what she wore. She
cut her hair, which she had never allowed
to grow long lest it be taken away from
her again, down to an inch all over her head.
"So I couldn't be identified as a girl or boy
or anything except just a person." A per-

son in search of herself. Then she moved
into the old ladies' home, paying for her

bed and board by helping with their care.

And she talked. She talked and listened

and read and thought, trying to catch up
on the world before it could pass her by.

She wouldn't date—it was too frivolous,

too pleasant. On nights when other young
couples walked hand in hand, kissed, fell

in love, Diane Varsi read her books and
wrote her poetry and slipped alone or with

a friend into the smoky San Francisco bi-

stros where the avant-garde, the odd balls

the homeless—the unhappy—hung out.

"Then," she says laconically, "I said a

terrible thing and the lady didn't want me
to live there any more."

It didn't surprise her. She was used to

giving up anything that had made her

happy.
She went home to see her mother and

to tell her, "I'm going for a long, long

walk—"

She was beginning her pilgrimage.

And a few weeks later, she was in

Hollywood.
Why she stayed there she never really

knew. She had had no intention of staying

anywhere, of getting attached to anything
that she might lose again. What she wanted
was to travel all over the country as a

vagabond folk singer. No ties. No loves.

No—losses.

But her friend wanted to stay in Holly-
wood. Diane shrugged and agreed—for a

while. She found shelter with some weav-
ers in a ramshackle Hollywood house. And
there—she met a boy.

A first love

She will not talk about him now. She
will not even tell anyone his name. But
she cannot hide the fact that she, who had
starved herself so long for love, fell in love.

She married him almost before she knew
him. She was pregnant before she knew
the marriage was a failure.

And yet—out of that marriage, so quick-
ly annulled, came the one great joy Diane
Varsi has known—the one beloved that no
one and nothing can take from her—her

son, Shawn.
It was five months before his birth, her

husband already gone, that Diane wrote
the letter that changed her life. A very
simple letter, indeed, to the one person

who had never failed her: Dear Grandpa,
I want to take acting lessons. So send me
some money for them, please. Also, send

me some more. Because I'm starving."

It was not dramatics, just a simple

statement of fact. She was down to skin

and bones from malnutrition; her face

wore blotches of acne from the wrong kind

of diet and too little of it. She has vestiges

of it left today—carefully hidden under
make-up for Peyton Place, just as her

cropped hair was hidden under a wig. But
when the money came, the dramatic les-

sons started.

She had gotten interested one night

when she went to a Hollywood acting

school to pick up a friend. It was chal-

lenging, a way of expressing herself—and
she had never turned down a dare in her

life. She had no particular ideas of a

career; movies she despised, glamour she

loathed. But acting intrigued her. She
started at the school—and quit it, because

it reminded her of every other school she

had been to: classes to attend, lessons to

learn. But she studied by herself until an

acting coach named Jeff Corey met her

and was stunned by her. He took over her

training, told her she was "highly exciting

as an actress, amazingly able to act with-

out making it complicated." And by the

time he sent her to her first audition,

for the key role in Peyton Place, even
Diane admitted "I knew what I was
doing."
Brave words. She meant them—and yet,

after the picture had begun, every day
she greeted Mark Robson on the set with
the same question: "Am I still in the

picture?" And she meant those words, too.

Something so good could not last.

In January, she filed for her second di-

vorce. This time from a young producer,

James T. Dickson. She will not talk yet

about how they met, why this marriage too

has failed. They were married in Novem-
ber of 1956, shortly after Diane had de-
cided to act. He wanted then to manage
her as a folk singer—now he manages her

as an actress. More than that about him,

no one knows.
And about Diane today, with an Oscar

nomination in her pocket, with two more
movies behind her and an unlimited num-
ber ahead?

Diane today

She still lives in a four-room apartment



with just enough sticks of furniture to

sleep and sit down on. She gets around
town in a '49 Ford, fast, cutting the cor-

ners. She doesn't own a knick-knack, a
luxury, or a decent wardrobe. She has
added no jewelry to her one surf-

pounded rock. She has not been to one
glamour party, and has accepted no in-

vitations for the future. Her health is still

shaky, but she's working to build it up
with a diet of fruit, vegetables, juice, raw
eggs—and no candy. At home she does
body exercises, piles into bed at 9:30 al-

most every night after two hours of heavy
reading. Her friends are obscure people
"I meet every day here and there" who
sometimes drop in for coffee and talk

—

and to hear Diane pat her Cuban drums
and sing her folk songs. She knows that
others gossip about the way she dresses,

and she says, "I don't care. As to the way
I live—well, I guess I do some strange
things."

Ask her why she does them now, now
when she might live for the first time as
other people do, now when she might be

surrounded with friends, and she will tell

you, "I want simplicity. I want to strip

my life down to the essentials."

But those people in Hollywood who are

coming to know Diane Varsi and care

about her have another reason to offer.

They say that she is still afraid, still lives

in fear of growing to love anything, any
place, any life too much—because if she
does, it will be taken away from her as

her mother was, her grandparents, her
toys, her curls, her dreams. They say she
allows herself nothing so that she can lose

nothing. They say she has been hurt too
much to try again.
And yet, when they see her bending

over her baby, hear her talk of his bright,

independent mind, see her eyes light up
when he stretches out chubby arms for

her—they know that Diane Varsi cannot
possibly keep herself from loving. She can-
not keep from loving forever. ... end

You can see Diane in From Hell to
Texas, 10 North Frederick and Peyton
Place, all for 20th-Fox.

esther and the blind children

(Continued from page 52) this baby's
steps. Let her never fall, if that is Your
Will—but if she does stumble, Lord give
her the strength to pick herself up and
start to walk again. . .

."

For the child who walked so confi-
dently by Esther's side—was blind.

And only months ago, only a few short
months before, she had not walked this

way, head up, lips smiling. She had tot-

tered instead, staggering on unsure little

feet, her arms stretched out before her,
feeling for walls that she could not see,

for people that she should not bump
into. She had fallen then once for every
few steps she took, and her voice was a
whimper of pain, of confusion, of loneli-
ness. Her life at seven years, was one
long groping in the dark—a dark in
which she could not begin to dress her-
self, to eat alone, to play.

She had never seen. She would never
be able to see, And it had seemed then,
when her mother brought her to the
school, that in the deepest sense, she
would never be able to live.

Esther, seeing her for the first time, had
stood stock still in the room. She had
whispered to her friend, Merle Loft, who
stood beside her, "Do you remember? Do
you remember when—

"

And Merle had nodded.
They both remembered—remembered

when so many children in the school had
looked like this one. Had it been so long
ago? It seemed, in the presence of this
child, as if it were yesterday. And yet—
it had been several years.

Calling for help

The school was asking for aid then, as
it was so often forced to do. A national
sorority, Delta Gamma, had begun it, had
taken in three blind children who came
every day to learn to exist in their black
world. That was in 1938. By 1949 there
were not only more day students, but six
resident pupils, a Cradle Club of twelve
blind babies—and a waiting list that
seemed to stretch on and on forever with
no money to support it. Harold Lloyd,
the great star of silent movies, heard
about their plight and threw his home
open for a benefit for the school. Esther
Williams was one of the stars who came
to take her bow, to put her arm around
one of the school's children, to give her
check—just as others did.

But there was something special about
Esther then.
She was going to have a baby of her

own.
A baby who might, if God willed it, be

born blind.

Two months later, in a quiet hospital
room, a nurse bent over Esther to say,
"Mrs. Gage—you have a son."
Esther opened her eyes.
And in that split second, there flashed

across her mind a memory—a memory of a
wan little face, a motionless body, a pair
of unseeing childish eyes. ...
"A beautiful, perfect, healthy little boy,"

the nurse said now, to Esther Williams.
She smiled. She closed her eyes again.

God had been good to her. God would
go on being good. And she would repay
him if she might, by ministering to the
children of other mothers—who had not
been so lucky.

A purpose

She had planned a long rest after
Benjy's birth, a time to play with her
baby, laze around in the sun, swim to her
heart's content, think of nothing. Now
her free time had another purpose. She
owed it to God.
Three weeks later she walked across

the lawn of the school for the first time.
And came across five children, sitting
on a grassy bit of ground, silent, motion-
less.

"It's a play period," Merle Loft, the
school's director of education explained
softly. "Other children would be chasing
butterflies, playing tag—but these chil-
dren are new here. They've been pro-
tected so much at home—parents are
afraid, quite naturally, that they will hurt
themselves if they're too active They come
to us almost afraid to move. It takes
time—sometimes a lot of time."
Esther thought of Benjy at home, wrig-

gling his plump healthy body, beginning
already to smile, to turn his head for a
noise, a new sight. Her heart turned
over inside her.

"Why are these little ones so thin?"
she whispered, "don't they get enough to
eat?"

Merle shook her head. "There's plenty
of food. But the children who are born
blind don't know how to eat it. Chewing
isn't instinctive, like sucking, Miss
Williams. A baby learns it from watching
its parents. These children—the children
born blind—don't even know how to eat.
They have to learn everything—right from
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the beginning. To eat. To walk. To
laugh. To get along in the world."

The gift

"I came to bring you money," Es said

softly. Her eyes traveled slowly across

the solemn little faces. "Now I have
something else to offer you as well. Please

—would you let me teach them to swim?"
Merle stared at her for a long moment.

Then she wet her lips. "Oh, Miss Wil-
liams," she said, "if you only would."
That same afternoon, they had bundled

half a dozen youngsters into Esther's car.

Towels and bathing suits, hastily dug up,

cluttered the back seat. An hour later, in

the Chase Hotel swimming pool, the water
carefully heated to just the right tempera-
ture to cradle a thin little body—Es held

a blind child in her arms for the very
first time.
And through sudden tears, she began her

lesson.

For an hour, she introduced children

who could scarcely walk to the water
which would bear them up. She moved
little arms, accustomed to hanging quiet

for fear of breaking something, to the wide
expanse of the swimming pool, where
they could wave and reach and splash

—

and there was nothing to break. And she
stretched her own strong arms out be-
neath them, to let them lie on the water
for the first time in their lives, bury
their faces in its depths.
And when the lesson was over, when the

last child, rosy with unaccustomed exer-
cise, had had his hair fowled dry and

combed into place, when the last sud-
denly excited, chattering baby had been
helped back into her clothes, she turned
to Merle and said, "I've taught children

before. I'm going to teach my own. But
I've never taught children like these—

I

don't think I'll ever find more like them.
They take to water as if they were born,

to it. They're not handicapped babies in

this pool. They're little gods."

That was the beginning. Nine years
ago. And for the children of the nursery
school—it was also the end—the end of

fear. What Esther had said in awe and
wonder was true—they were born for the
water. Their sensitive ears told them
somehow how far or near the sides of

the pool they were. Their high young
voices, calling to each other in new-
found pride, told them when other chil-

dren were close. And their legs, grown
strong with kicking the foam, learned
more quickly to walk with strength and
confidence on dry land.

Fun in the water

They learned to float, to dive, to do the

back stroke and the dog paddle, the Aus-
tralian crawl and the side stroke. They
learned to bump into each other and
ricochet off without tears. They learned
to splash each other with mock fury and
give back as good as they received.

They learned to laugh out loud.

And one afternoon, years later, when
the children no longer swam at the hotel

because Esther Williams had given them
two pools on the school grounds a young

father brought his four-year-old son to
the school for the first time, and walked
away from the swimming pool with fury
on his face.

"I was told this was a school for blind
children," he snapped. "Those children
in that pool aren't blind!"

Merle Loft smiled at him. "Go back,"
she advised. "Take a closer look at their

faces."

A minute later the man was back in

her office, his son in his arms. "It's a
miracle," he said, without any trace of

joking in his voice. "Please—when can
my son begin?"
A miracle, he had said. A miracle

that these children were learning at last

not only to swim but to eat, to dress
themselves, to walk with firm steps in

the world of sighted people. A miracle
wrought with patience and love, with the
help of educators and doctors and one
tall movie star—a miracle of hope and of

God.
A miracle that had reached out to the

little girl who trotted so confidently be-
side Esther now, to her mother who had
whispered, "God bless you—" and to an-
other mother who had taken Esther's

hand as she stood beside the pool only
a week before.
"Miss Williams," that woman had said.

"I want you to know, as far as I'm con-
cerned—you're a saint. A saint in the eyes
of God.

You can soon see Esther in U-I's Raw
Wind In Eden.

I listen to my heart

(Continued from page 38) mutual silence

made it seem more like two hours. Since

my first question had laid a bomb, I

was afraid to ask another, so we walked
all the way without saying a word.
They were showing Nob Hill. For two
hours we both relaxed and watched. I

remember thinking that after seeing the

actors and actresses talking to each other,

our own conversation might come more
easily on the walk home. I was mistaken.
All the way home not a word was spoken
—we both fell back into our original state

of blankness. And that's the real low-
down on my very first date. I was just

thirteen at the time, but even this flop of

a date didn't discourage me from wanting
to go out.

Movie idols

"I guess I was never a typical teenager,

even when it came to drooling over movie
stars. I only had two favorite actors:

Tyrone Power and Anthony Quinn. But
what I lacked in quantity of idols I made
up in intensity. I was so fond of Quinn
that one of the first boys I started dating

was practically a double for him, physi-
cally. That was one of the main reasons
I kept dating him!

"I went steady for the first time when I

was thirteen-and-a-half, during my last

year in Junior High. My first steady was
older than I—he was already in high
school.

"That's pretty much a pattern with me,
dating older fellows. For as long as I can
remember I never went with kids my own
age. I was never at ease with them. I

went steady that first time for about a

year. It finally broke up because both of

us ran into parental objections.

"When we'd first started dating regu-
larly our folks felt that, like with most
teenagers, it would be a fast romance, for-

gotten after two or three weeks. But
when we kept seeing each other for

88 months, then they discouraged us. They

felt we were too serious, while we, on the
other hand, really believed that ours was
a deep and lasting love. After the year
went by our folks forced us to stop seeing

each other.

"I don't want to mention his name, since

he's not in show business and his life is a

private affair and it might embarrass him.
But I can tell you that we still correspond
now and then, or I should say I exchange
letters with him and his wife. Yes, he got
married. They have two beautiful chil-

dren. In the last letter I received, his wife
told me that he still carries my picture in

his wallet, but that at the moment a snap-
shot of their latest baby was squeezed in

on top of mine. I wrote back and told her
I was flattered to still be included in his

wallet, even if I did take second billing

to their baby!
"After that first 'serious' romance broke

up I fell into a pattern of going steady
with a lot of different boys, but the
steadies lasted only a few weeks before
calling it quits.

"I've often thought about why I did fall

in and out of love so often and also why

The Most

Tender and Tragic

Love Story of

Our Time
see the July issue

of MODERN SCREEN
with

ELIZABETH TAYLOR
on the cover

I felt the need for even labeling a date
'my steady.' I guess going steady, even
for only two weeks at a time, gave me the
kind of security I needed.

"Incidentally, I'm like this in other
things besides dates—I mean my likes and
dislikes run in spurts. I get all excited
about something and then cool off just as

fast.

"The second time I went steady for any
length of time was during my freshman
year in high school. My sister Arlene was
a senior and head of a riding club. One
day I went out to the stables with her
and I met one of the other club members.
He was the best rider in the group. Natu-
rally, I noticed him right off. I was flat-

tered when he seemed to notice me, too,

because you know how 'big time' seniors

can act around freshmen.
As I said, one of my first crushes had

been on a boy who looked like Tony
Quinn. Well, this one was physically just

the opposite. He had very curly light

brown hair and was nice looking but not
in a rugged Quinn way. He was a good
singer. I always thought he should have
made a career of it. We went steady for

nearly two years. It was very romantic.

We used to go to a recording studio and
he'd make records for me—you know the

amateur kind where you go into a little

booth and just sing. He sang only dreamy,
romantic songs. I still have one of those

records. Matter of fact, I came across it

just a while ago, the last time I went home
for a visit. On the outside of the record

jacket he'd written To Mickey—that was
my nickname

—

the girl I'll love for always.

"You know something? He's still not

married. Hmm, I'll have to look into that!

"The next fellow that came along was
completely different from any one I'd ever

dated. He was a football player, only he
had more than muscles. He was studying

to be a lawyer. The real intellectual type.

That certainly was an intriguing combina-
tion—brawn and brains. But rather than

his physical appearance I think the thing

that really swept me off my feet was the

way he treated me. My football player



gave me a real rough time. All the other
boys I'd gone out with had put me on a
pedestal—but not this one. Quite the op-
posite. He used to do things and say
things to irritate me—but it only made
him more attractive in my eyes—I guess
because he was a challenge or something.
Anyway when we first started dating he
always used to manage to wind up an eve-
ning hurting my feelings. Like for instance

he'd make up pet names for me, sweet (?)

things like Miss No-Personality! At first

I tried not to let him know that things
like that could bother me.

On again, off again

"But I wasn't good at hiding my emo-
tions. Our romance was an on-again-off-
again thing. He'd make me so mad that

I'd hate him. I hated him so much that I

... I loved him.

"So we kept seeing each other, and for

the first time my folks really liked a boy
I was dating and they encouraged me.
They thought he was good for me because
he kept me on my toes, constantly trying
to improve myself, concerned about how I

PAGING MICHEL RAY

—

During the shooting of The Tin Siar,

the studio assigned one worker
just to keep track of twelve-year-
old Michel Ray—to prevent him
from crawling along upended came-
ra booms, sneaking his pony out
for a ride into the rattlesnake-
infested hills of the San Fernando
Valley where the company was lo-

cationing, and to get him to school!

. . . Young master Ray had to

sandwich in his schooling between
scenes, getting in the laws' four-

hour minimum requirement. But
Ray wasn't crazy about school, so
like most kids he'd try to sneak
away as soon as a scene was shot.

Which is why the loud-speaker
would frequently boom: MICHEL
RAY. PLEASE GO TO YOUR
SCHOOLROOM . . . One day
Henry Fonda discovered that his

gun was missing. "Hey, who has

my gun?" he shouted. Almost im-

mediately, the loudspeaker chimed
out: "MICHEL RAY, PLEASE BRING
MR. FONDA'S GUN BACK!"

looked and things. For quite a while I

was off that pedestal the other boy friends

had put me way up high on. But then
we stopped seeing each other and I

climbed back up on that pedestal. . . .

At least temporarily!
"The football player and I went steady

for close to two years. After him, I went
through a stage of being footloose and just

dating a lot of different boys. Strange as

it seems almost every new beau I dated
was completely different from any other
boy I'd dated before. For instance, when
I entered my freshman year at Junior
College, I met someone who was absolutely
unlike anyone who had ever appealed
to me before. He was slight and on the
frail side. Ever since that time, although
I haven't always stuck to it, I think my
preference has been for men of this type.

He was studying to be an engineer. The
first thing that fascinated me about him,
was his voice. He was a Southerner. He
had so much charm and such a wonderful
accent. I'd never really known any South-
erners before I started dating him. I saw
him pretty steadily for a year and a half.

"He asked me to marry him.
"We became sort of engaged.
"I thought I was in love with him.

"But then he actually got to the engage-
ment ring buying stage, and I got scared.

Trapped

"It was awful. I really sincerely thought
I was in love, but when he told me he
was going to buy me a ring I got a funny
feeling deep inside of me. It's hard to

put into words—the nearest sensation I

can describe is that I felt trapped—closed

in. When that happened, I knew he wasn't
the one: if he had been I wouldn't have
felt the way I did. In all fairness to him
and to myself we decided to stop seeing
each other.

"The next thing I went through was
what could be called the rebound stage.

I even got engaged again to someone
new. This second engagement was also

more in the talking stage than any-
thing else. This time I fell for a busi-
nessman. When I first met him I was
convinced that I was not emotionally
ready for any serious relationship—that I

was just dating for a lark, not because I

intended to settle down.
"But after a while I realized that he

wasn't just someone to take lightly; he
was a serious type. My original idea of

just going out for a few nice evenings
gave way to the feeling he was right for
me. He was tall—I know I said that by
then I'd grown to prefer the slight, frail

type, but I also said I didn't always date
that type—anyway he was the tall, dark,
brooding type, but a fine gentleman.
"After a while, he proposed and once

again I was sort of engaged to become en-
gaged. By that time, college was over for
the summer vacation and in the midst of
trying to decide whether or not to make
it an official engagement, I was offered a
summer modeling job.

How to be glamorous

"Along with three other girls I was to
tour the country for a washing machine
firm, demonstrating how glamorous the
American housewife could look while pil-

ing her dirty laundry into an automatic
washer. I took the job because I thought
it would be a good chance to get away
and think about things. Off I went.
"We toured through New York, Georgia,

Texas and wound up in San Francisco. I

wasn't ready to go home when the tour
ended and, since I was already on the
West Coast, one of the models and I de-
cided to go to Hollywood and see what it

was like. We pooled our resources, rented
a cubby hole of an apartment and then it

all began.
"From there on the stories have been

printed over and over about how I regis-
tered v ith a modeling agency, got a
walk-on in Jane Russell's picture, French
Line, and a few weeks later met Louis
Shurr, got a contract at Columbia, the
lead opposite Fred MacMurray in Push-
over, and moved into the Studio Club.

"Yes, the summer that I left Chicago to
think about my tall, dark, brooding beau
was the beginning of a new life for me.
I've never really returned to Chicago
since. Oh, I've been home to visit—but
that summer was the beginning of an en-
tirely different way of life. I've sometimes
wondered what would have happened if I

hadn't needed to get away to think about
the possibility of marrying. The only con-
clusion I can come to is that I really knew
even before I left home that he and I

weren't right for each other; if he'd been
the one, I'd have known it immediately.
"Maybe I thought it was very exciting

and glamorous to say I was leaving town
to think about a man. But I guess I was
just in love with love. . . .

My faith

"Now, don't misunderstand me. With
my tall, brooding business man, as with
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the others I've mentioned, I loved them

—

but not with the kind of love strong
enough to result in marriage. I am a
Catholic—to me marriage means a life-

time of love for one man and as of this

moment I have never met a man who is

everything to me, a man who made me
feel as if he were absolutely essential

to my life.

"I just had not yet met a man who made
me feel that unless I married him my life

would be unhappy or incomplete, and this

is what I am looking for.

"I have no regrets about any of the ro-
mances I've had. I've learned from all of
them.

"Incidentally, there's one thing I'd like

to clear up—my relationship with Mac
Krim. Everytime I've dated someone other
than Mac I've read an item that usually
goes something like this: 'Kim Novak was
seen at the Mocambo last night dancing
with Mr. So-and-So. Poor Mac Krim!
Believe me Mac himself doesn't feel this
way; we understand each other and our
relationship perfectly. We've been seeing
each other off and on for nearly four years
and though it may have seemed like a

"When I was doing a TV show in

Philadelphia and was looking for a
girl singer, I was told of Edith
Adams, a blonde who had been on
Arthur Godfrey's Talent Scouts . .

.

and lost," says Ernie Kovacs.
"We phoned her in New York,

and she came and auditioned. She
sang one song, 'Would I Love
You?' and everybody flipped. We
heard some other girls, and then
called her back, and she did an-
other song, and again we flipped.

. . . and hired her.

"Then she told us that she had
studied at Juilliard and Columbia
University, and knew the classics

. . . but knew only two pop songs

. . . the ones she sang for us!

"Fortunately, she learned fast
and stayed on our show . . . and I

married her."
Paul Denis

steady romance, we have never had any
'agreement' or understanding between us.

Much about Mac
"There are so many wonderful things I

could tell you about him, but I think they
can all be summed up by saying that just

from being around Mac I've learned more
than I ever learned from any other person
I've ever met.

"Then came my next 'romance,' after

not dating anyone aside from Mac for al-

most two years.

"I went back East on a personal appear-
ance tour. On my trip I met a ski in-
structor, Tony Kastner, at a resort called

Grossingers', which is right outside of

New York. He was a very sweet person,
very charming. He gave me skiing les-

sons. I thought he was very nice and that
was that. But when I left the resort and
returned to the city, I was greeted with
headlines saying I'd been swept off my
feet and was practically at the altar with
my skiing friend. I tried denying it, but
in my profession the line of least resist-

ance is to close your eyes to the errone-
ous items in gossip columns and not
bother denying them because then the
writers suspect you're trying to cover
something up, and print the rumors any-
way.
"And that covers everything on the

90 subject of that 'romance!'

"Soon after this episode, I made my first

trip to Europe. I was sent by the studio
to plug a couple of my current films as

well as to represent Columbia pictures at

the Cannes Film Festival. During the trip

I visited Italy, and while there, many of

the local Italian people, both in and out
of the picture industry, were kind enough
to invite me to parties in their homes. I

met Mario Bandini at an afternoon cock-
tail party. I must admit that when I en-
tered the room he immediately caught my
eye; to be honest, I was attracted to him
at first glance. During the next half hour
people were milling about and eventually
we were introduced. I really thought him
most attractive, but after exchanging a
few polite words I walked away.

Everyone nice is taken

"I had assumed that he was married.
"It just seemed that most of the people

at the party were husband-and-wife. I

thought to myself he's attractive, but he's

already taken, and I didn't let my mind
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wander any further. A little while later,

he came over and we talked for a few mo-
ments and he asked me what I planned on
doing when I left the party. I said I was
going shopping and he looked at me and
said, 'May I come along?' Before I could
even think, I blurted out. 'Oh, aren't you
married?' He laughed, and said seriously,

'Why, that's very interesting, Miss Novak,
do you always ask a man's marital status

before allowing him to go shopping with
you?' I started to answer him, but before
I did, I noticed that although he'd said

that last sentence with a straight face, his

eyes were laughing.
"That was my introduction to Mario's

marvelous sense of humor.
"Then, since Italy is his country, Mario

offered to show me the sights. I took him
up on it fast, and teased him by saying
that to make up for his generosity he'd

have to promise to let me give him a
Cook's Tour of Chicago and Los Angeles
sometime.
"Mario is very much respected in Italy.

His is a very old and prominent family. He
is not a Count, as was first reported, but
almost everyone calls him Count. Maybe
it's because of his regal bearing. I even
find myself saying Count Bandini now and
then. Mario was another complete de-
parture from any type of man I'd ever
known before. True, he is a businessman;
so is Mac Krim; so was my tall, brooding
ex-steady. But there was another dimen-
sion to Mario.
"There's just something about European

men . . . they're so ... so continental, is

the only word I can think of, and that's so
very inadequate. I found Mario sophis-
ticated, worldly, at ease on the dance
floor, behind the wheel of a sports car, in

a gondola for two, just walking, just talk-
ing. He is always completely at ease, in
every conceivable situation. He has a
great deal of appeal. Let's face it, Mario
is a very attractive man!"

(Editor's Note: As we go to press,

Mario Bandini has yet to arrive in
Hollywood.)

"I would never marry anyone, or even
seriously consider it until I'd had a
chance to spend time with him on my

Judy Holliday's big break in Movie-
ville was the result of Katharine
Hepburn's generosity. Miss Hep-
burn urged her to accept a minor
role in her flicker, Adam's Rib.

During the filming rumors "leaked"
concerning the amazing job Miss
Holliday was doing. The source
was Hepburn. She informed re-

porters: "This Holliday girl is steal-

ing the picture. She's running
away with the film." As a result

of the propaganda, the studio boss
(who didn't believe Miss Holliday
was suitable for the film version of
her stage click, Born Yesterday)
changed his mind. Today, Judy
Holliday is that studio's top asset.

And Katie Hepburn gave her great-
est performance—by acting like a
human being.

Walter Winchcll
in The New York Daily Mirror

home territory, so to speak. I want Mario
to see my family, my home in Chicago. . . .

I want him to see me as I am when I am
working in Hollywood. I want him to

know me as I am in my own surround-
ings, and not on a brief European jaunt.

Here in America, I want to see how he
reacts to my world. Until these things
happen I can only say that for our rela-

tionship to ripen into a serious thing, we
must first have a chance for romance
without the continental backdrop.

"That's why, right now, I can't tell

where my friendship with Mario will

eventually lead.

"But if there is really something there,

I will know it. I know I feel something
toward him; just how deeply that feeling

goes is something only tomorrow can an-
swer. . . .

"Have I found him? All I can say is

that at the moment, no. But he may be
only as far off as tomorrow. . . .

"And each boy I've known, each boy
I've loved has helped teach me how glo-

rious tomorrows can be . . . when you're
in love. . .

." END

Watch for Kim in Paramount's Vertigo
and Colwnbia's Bell, Book And Candle.



your touch can tell the difference

Scratchy, Wash-Hardened Towels

Sta-Pt/fRestores fluffy softness

to all wash-hardened fabrics!

Here is dramatic proof of the wonderful surprise in store

for you, when you rinse your wash in Sta-Puf ! The two stacks

of towels shown—the same number in each stack—were washed

in the same water. But—the towels on the right were rinsed in

Sta-Puf Rinse. See how they've almost doubled in thickness!

See how much softer and fluffier they are!

With Sta-Puf, ordinary woolen sweaters feel like cashmere.

Baby's diapers, blankets, shirts, lose all their irritating

scratchiness. Much of your flatwork dries wrinkle-free,

requires little or no ironing! Don't forget to add Sta-Puf to

your very next wash. Get Sta-Puf today at your grocer's.

A. E. STALEY MFG. CO., Decatur, III.

V

Sta-Puf ends scratchy

stiffness, one of the
causes of diaper rash.

All textured fabrics

gain new deep-piled
softness, a luxury feel.



DISCOVERED BY PROCTER & GAMBLE

First and only permanent with
pin curl ease, rod curl strength

PIN CURLS FOR THE CROWN
"Top hair" needs this softer

wave... and Lotion plus new

Liquifix give longer lasting

quality to these pin curls.

ROD CURLERS FOR SIDES,

back, top front give added

curl-strength to harder-working

areas . . . now doubly reinforced

by Lotion and new Liquifix.

Wonderful new soft waves that last and last!

Awonderful new method, wonderful new Liquifix

It's here! The first, the only all-over permanent with

the ease and the lasting quality you've asked for... yet

it's so unbelievably soft and natural. That's because

new PIN-IT gives the right kind of waves for the differ-

ent areas of your hair... then locks in your permanent

with special lotion and new Liquifix neutralizer. Best of

all, this new Twice-a-Year PIN-IT keeps your hair just

the way you like it, from the first day to months later.

new twice-a-year

Apply Lotion and Liquifix with New Target-Point Squeeze Bottle



SELL SPECIAL BONUS ISSUE!

modern screen.
J0l-25c

ATTENTION ALL TEENAGERS!

Lana's daughter needs you-

see inside how you can help



New Lustre-Creme Shampoo

for shinier, easier-to-manage hair

now at a special introductory price!

Debbie Reynolds starring in "THIS HAPPY FEELING" A Universal-International Picture. In CinemaScope and Color.i

Debbie Reynolds knows there's a new reason why 4 out of 5 top

Hollywood stars use Lustre-Creme Shampoo! It leaves your hair

shinier than ever before and any hair-style is easy to set now after a

l^lr^Crem^Shain^ojjl Try it right away, while this special offer lasts!_



Cmon . It's Time For

It's the Play
That Ran For
3 Solid Years!
It's the Picture
That Will Run
ForeverI
Even happier than the

book—and the book
was the happiest

best-seller of all.

The laugh -time of your life-time—

those wonderful guys who won
a medal for strictly nothing...!

From the
same studio

and the same
director who
gave you
Mister Roberts"!

WITH

STARRING

ANDY GRIFFITH

Starring
in the
stage role

that rocketed
him to fame!

MYRON j Jrn .
„

/K , , nnuMs»K M ERVYN LeROY
SCREEN PLAY BY DIRECTED BY PRESENTED BY

JOHN LEE MAHIN- MERVYN LeROY- WARNER BROS.

PRODUCTION



JULY, 1958 AMERICA'S GREATEST MOVIE MAGAZINE

modern

Revel in the fun and the freedom of

summer! Water ski—swim— dive

—

splash in bracing summer waters! Do
what you like, whenever you feel like

it! Nothing should hold you back

—

surely not time-of-the-month—not
when Tampax is so available.

Tampax® internal sanitary protection

spells freedom to millions of smart
young moderns!

Freedomfrom bulk and bulges !

Freedomfrom chafing and odor!

Freedomfrom disposalproblems !

Freedomfrom carryingproblems!

Freedom! Freedom of the beach and of

the sea! All summer long! For with
Tampax, you can wear what you like,

do what you like—in complete comfort,

complete security. You can all but forget
there's a difference in days of the
month!

Convenient to buy wherever drug
products are sold. In Regular, Super or

Junior absorbencies, to suit individual

needs. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer,
Massachusetts.

Invented by a doctor—
now used by millions of women

STORIES
Debra Paget

Lana Turner

8 My Strange Marriage To Debra Paget
by David Street as told to May Mann

28 Here's How You Can Help Cheryl!
an open letter from David Myers

Hope Lange-Don Murray 32 Love Takes A Long, Long Time by Barbara Mayer

Natalie and Bob

Janet and Tony

Frankie Avalon

Carolyn Jones

Tommy Sands

Jane Russell

Venetia Stevenson

34 Which Kind Of Marriage Do You Want?
by Peer Oppenheimer

36 Meet Frankie Avalon!

38 They Called Me "Half-Breed"

40 I Didn't Dig High School!

62 My 4,003 Children

by Ed DeBlasio

by Jack Wade

by Parker Brewer

by Hugh Burrell

64 I Can't Understand Why You Want To Hurt Me,
Darling ... by Anna Lee

SPECIAL 16-PAGE BONUS
Liz Taylor

FEATURES
Rock Hudson

DEPARTMENTS
Louella Parsons

Janet Leigh

42 So Many Joys ... So Many Tears . .

6 Rock Gets Recognized

15 Good News From Hollywood

4 The Inside Story

12 July Birthdays

24 New Movies by Florence Epstein

60 Modern Screen Beauty and Fashion

66 $100 For You

The cover portrait of Liz and Mike is by Hans Knopf of Globe. Liz can be seen in

MGM's Raintree County and will soon appear in MGM's Cat On A Hoi Tin Roof.

Other photographers' credits are on page 74.
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The first

Lerner-Loewe Musical

since

"My Fair Lady"

is on the screen

IW \ w&
' & j "Thank Heaven

^p:*"% For Little Girls"

AN ARTHUR FREED

PRODUCTION
Starring

LESLIE CARON
MAURICE CHEVALIER

LOUIS JOURDAN
HERMIONE GINGOLD • EVA GABOR

JACQUES BERGERAC • ISABEL JEANS

J55SALAN JAY LERNER • T FREDERICK LOEWE
Based on the Novel Costumes. Scenery & Production l» CinemaScope

by COLETTE ' Design by CECIL BEATON ' And METR0C0L0R

T VINCENTE MINNELLI

"She's Not

Thinking Of Mel

/ "The

^jy Parisians"

'm Glad

'm Not Young
Anymore"

"The Night

They Invented

Champagne"

Hear the LERNER-LOEWE Score now available in the new MGM RECORDS Sound Track Album



PERIODIC PAIN
Midol acts three ways to bring

relief from menstrual suffering.

It relieves cramps, eases head-

ache and it chases the "blues".

Sally now takes Midol at the

first sign of menstrual distress.S
"WHAT WOMEN WANT TO KNOW"
a 24-page book explaining menstruation

is yours, FREE. Write Dep't F-78, Box 280,
New York 18, N. Y. (Sent in plain wrapper).

.
- w

Want the real truth? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen,

Box 515, Times Square P.O., N.Y. 36, N. Y. The most interesting

letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies.

Q Is there a chance that Judy Garland
is sick ?

—H.T., Baltimore, Md.
A Judy is very sick financially.

9 Is it true that Noel Coward turned

down My Fair Lady, which is why
Rex Harrison got the part?

—R.T., Miami, Fla.

A Yes.

9 What's happened to Gary Crosby?
—J.T., Reno, Nev.

A Will soon appear in a film, Mardi
Gras.

9 Who taught Kim Novak to act?

—R. T., Chicago, III.

A Mostly drama coach Benno Schneider.

9 Is it true that Rossano Brazzi will

never again act in a film with Ava
Gardner or June Allyson?

—K.D., Denver, Col.

A Not if he can help it.

9 Can you tell how much Doris Day
earns per film?

—C.R., Bangor, Me.
A $250,000 against 10% of the gross.

9 Is there a Burt Lancaster-Tony
Franciosa feud?

—V.E., Raleigh, N.C.

A Only on Franciosa's part.

9 Where is Howard Keel? What's he

doing?
—A.T., Boston, Mass.

A Keel is in Hollywood, mulling over

a 5-year pact offered by CBS-TV.

9 How much was Liz Taylor and
family left by Mike Todd?

—L.D., Columbus, Ohio
A Eventually Liz will get approximately

$2,000,000 from the estate.

9 Will Esther Williams and Jeff

Chandler get married?
—T.T., Lincoln, Neb.

A Yes, probably next April.

9 What is Yul Brynner's real name?
—K.F., Frankfort, Ky.

A Julius Bryner.

9 Is Loretta Young divorced?
—V.R., Rochester, N.Y.

A No, but she and her husband are ap-

parently separated.

9 Does Eddie Fisher get his hair fixed

at a beauty parlor?

—O.B., Mason City, Iowa
A No.

9 Are there any actors of Lebonese
parentage?

—N.C, Seattle, Wash.
A Danny Thomas, for one.

9 How many times has Alan Ladd
been married?

—S.W., BuRBANK, CALLF.

A Twice.

9 Can you tell me what religious de-

nomination the Ozzie Nelson family is?

—P.P., Memphis, Tenn.
A Protestant.

9 Will Pat Boone ever have to go
into the Army like Elvis?

—T.T., Camden, N. J.

A Chances are small.

9 How tall is Elvis Presley in his

bare feet?

—G.C., San Francisco, Calif.

A Six feet, one-half inch.

9 Are there any Mormon actresses in

Hollywood?
—B.T., Provo, Utah

A Laraine Day and Rhonda Fleming
are two.

9 How many children does Jennifer
Jones have?

—P.T., Dunellen, N.J.
A Jennifer has three children.

9 If I come to Hollywood, is it pos-

sible to visit some movie star's home?
—Y.T., Yakima, Wash.

A Not unless you're invited.

9 Who are the richest actors in Holly-

wood ?

—B.D., Mendotta, Callf.

A Cory Grant, Jimmy Stewart, Clark
Gable, Gary Cooper, Bing Crosby,
Burt Lancaster.

9 Is it true that Burt Lancaster used

to sell lingerie and that his partner Har-
old Hecht used to be a chorus boy?

—E.T., Buffalo, N.Y.
A True.

9 Did Marlon Brando recently pay
to have a friend of his cured of nar-

cotics addiction?
—V.M., N.Y.C.

A Yes.

9 Was Mickey Rooney slated for a big

part in Mike Todd's Don Quixote?
—K.D., Durango, Col.

A The biggest.



PARAMOUNT PRESENTS

JAMES 5TEWART
KIM NOVAK
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DEODORANT

for al[ oyer

body protection

ROCK
gets
recognized

It hadn't been so many months ago when he had been one of the regulars here.

Rock Hudson eyed the ground round steak. It used to taste just fine in the old

days—less than twelve whole months ago. Rock had stopped here every night

after the day's run on his trucking route. The Drive-in food was nourishing, the

service was quick, and the waitresses had a cheery word now and then for a

young man who was occasionally downhearted and discouraged.

He wasn't Rock Hudson in those days, twelve months before. He was just plain

Roy Fitzgerald, and he was still fairly new in Hollywood, still homesick for

Winnetka.

Then, things had started to happen to him with a dramatic suddenness. An
agent saw him, was impressed by his acting potential and managed to get him a

film contract.

He appeared in several small roles—nothing very impressive. But the fans

started noticing him . . . and they started writing letters. These letters began like

a tiny snowball rolling down hill, and ending in an avalanche.

Rock was still practically a nobody, career-wise, that night he came back to the

diner, though he did eat his dinners in fancier places. It was the Brown Derby

now, and occasionally La Rue and Chasens.

He had come back to the drive-in partly for sentimental reasons and partly

because movie making was still new to him and confusing and sometimes dis-

couraging. If he could only feel that he was getting somewhere!

His life was easier, true enough. And the food was better and the girls were

classier. But was he making any real dent on the public?

While he was occupied with these thoughts, a bus-boy walked up to him and said,

"Hey, haven't I seen you somewhere?"

Rock's face relaxed into an easy smile. Here it was, a real, live fan. Not just a

statistic chalked up by his studio's fan mail department.

He turned, smiled pleasantly, but played it very cool.

"Could be," he said.

"Your face is sure familiar," the bus-boy said as he mopped up the counter and

carried several tray-loads of dishes to the kitchen before returning.

"Beats me," he said then, looking closely at Rock and shaking his head.

Rock wanted to tell him, I'm an actor; you've seen me on the screen. Rock

wanted to shout it from the housetops. Idly Rock wondered which of his pictures it

was that had made an impression on this youngster. Fighter Squadron? Undertow?

Bright Victory?

He finished his steak and polished off a piece of apple pie a la mode. Leaving

an out-size tip as a gesture of gratitude to the world at large for his revived self-

esteem. Rock was paying his check when the bus-boy came bounding back.

"I've got it!" he exclaimed, "now I know where I've seen you before! You used

to drive a truck for the Budget Pack company, and you ate your dinner here every

night
!"

You can see Rock in 20th Century-Fox's Farewell To Arms and soon he will

appear in U-I's Twilight For The Gods.



THE STIRRING
RAISE

presents

two

refreshing

young

stars . .

.

who
ight

the

screen

with new
excitement

TECHNICOLOR
From the Novel by CONRAD RICHTER

Screenplay by LAWRENCE EDWARD WATKIN Directed by HERSCHEL DAUGHERTY

•and introducing

CAROL LYMLEY
America's Most Famous

Teen-Age Model -

In Her Exciting

Screen Debut!



Debra is the nicest girl I have ever

met, even though she is mixed up.

But when you know our story, perhaps

her reasons will come to light and per-

haps make sense. For she is basically

a very honest girl—a girl who doesn't

drink or smoke or understand a dirty

joke.

I was in Las Vegas last December

singing in the Celebrity Lounge at the

El Cortez Hotel. I was signed for six

weeks and was held over for twenty-

two. I attended the opening night at

the Flamingo to catch Debbie's act. I

thought she was very beautiful. And

I thought nothing more about her. I

recalled at the time that I had first

met her back stage at the Biltmore

Theatre in Los Angeles when her

mother Maggie was playing in Rain.

Debbie was at that time twelve years

old. Shortly after that I left Fox and

she signed a contract there.

I was singing a benefit at the Sahara

and I was told that Debra Paget and

her mother and entourage were out

front to hear me. When Debra request-

ed All The Way I naturally complied.

And after the show I joined them. I

like her—but (Continued on page 12)

MY
STRANGE MARRIAGE
TO
DEBRA PAGET

by DAVID STREET as told to May Mann



JIMMIE RODGERS, singing star of ROULETTE RECORDS

^ybu. can. always toll a HALO girl

Her hair has that look-again look

You can always tell a Halo Girl,

You can tell by the shine of her hair.

The magic glow of a Halo Girl,

Goes with her everywhere.

THE COLGATE-PALMOLIVE CO.

The magic of Halo shampoo is pure and simple. Halo's modern
cleansing ingredient is the mildest possible . . . the purest possible.

He'll love the satiny shine Halo's rich, rich

brightening-and-smoothing lather brings to your hair.

Get that look-again look, today— with pure, sparkling Halo.

HALO glorifies as it cleans





a midsummer night's dream in mynew
M(Zld€?lform *bra ! I'm bewitching,, .and

the magic is allmaidenfonn ! It's new
Twice-Over + Six-Way*, a beautiful

blend of comfort and curves ... the bra

that stays up, stays put, stays perfect!

Here's why:

• Inside-secret bands of elastic to give you a gentle grip that can't possibly slip!

• Double-elastic sides for easy give-and-take—you've never known such comfort!

• Double-stitched cups of silky broadcloth for curve-control where it countsl

• Light-and-airy foam-rubber lining to make the most of every curve you own!

• Changeable six-way straps adjust to stay secret under your every neckline!

White cotton broadcloth in sizes A, B, and C cup 5.95
619SB MAIDEN FORM BRASSIERE CO., INC., NEW YORK 16. N.Y.*REC. U. S. PAT. OFF. j-P« Look for this colorful package. Ask for a Maidenform girdle, too!



JULY
BIRTHDAYS

If your birthday falls in July, your birth-

stone is a ruby and your flower is a lark-

spur. And here are some of the stars who
share your birthday:

July 1—Olivia DeHavilland
Farley Granger
Leslie Caron
Charles Laughton

July 3—George Sanders

July 4—Eva Marie Saint
Gina Lollobrigida
George Murphy

July 9—Bob Hope

July 10—Nick Adams

July 11—Tab Hunter

July 14—Dale Robertson

July 16—Barbara Stanwyck
Ginger Rogers

July 18—Chill Wills
Red Skelton

July 20—Natalie Wood

July 22—Perry Lopez

July 23—Michael Wilding
Gloria DeHaven

July 25—Walter Brennan

July 26—Janet Leigh

July 27—Keenan Wynn

July 29—Richard Egan
Bob Horton
William Powell

July 30—Jacques Sernas

Jeff Donnell

July 10

Polly Bergen

July 14

Sonny Tufts

July 16

Joan Evans

July 18

Patricia Medina

12 July 19

Stephen McNally

July 29

my strange marriage to debra paget

(Continued from page 8) I didn't fall in

love with her. After that I enjoyed their

company many times for they all often
came in to hear me sing. I was never
alone with her, never touched her hand
or held her.

At this particular time I was having a
problem of my own. My recent divorce
from Mary Beth Hughes had become final,

and a girl I had been going with for some
time suggested that we should now get
married. I told her that I didn't think, in

view of our differences, we could make a
go of it. However, we were married . . . and
quarreled and broke up immediately. That
was just before I met Debra. And after

Debra had returned to Los Angeles this

other girl returned to Las Vegas and got a
divorce. Certainly the headlines were most
untimely. Not to mention the subsequent
column items. I returned shortly after that
to Los Angeles and I accepted Debra's
invitation to call.

We sat watching tv that first evening in

their big house in Beverly Hills. It is a
very elaborate house that once belonged
to Constance Bennett and Gilbert Roland.
Debbie's two sisters and her mother and
father also live there, and Debbie has a
large suite of her own with a den, sitting

room, bedroom and bath.

A hint of a problem

Debbie's mother excused herself and
Debbie and I talked together for two hours.
We discussed pictures—and her feelings

about people. Debbie talked of her de-
votion to her mother, who is more than a
pal to her. Although Debbie is quiet, and
not a conversationalist—when she does
say something, she is sincere. You count on
its being exactly what she thinks. She
isn't like the average woman who says
yes when she means no. However, her
shyness is a problem: even if she feels

strongly about something, she may not
say anything—and you are left entirely in

the dark. That was our real problem later.

But to get back to the first evening I

visited her, after a most enjoyable time
I finally arose to leave. Debbie held
out her hand to say goodnight. And sud-
denly we were holding each other. Maybe
we were already in love without knowing
it. She had sought me out in Las Vegas. I

had sought her out on my return. We
didn't suspect our feeling until we touched.
And to touch was to kiss. And suddenly
Debra was not shy now. She was all woman
returning kiss for kiss—warm, vibrating,

thrilling.

There was only one thing to think of

—

marriage. To my surprise and my delight,

she said, "Yes."

Debbie and I both knew that this was all

very sudden—and it seemed sudden. But
it also seemed right.

I told Debbie I would like to wait—for

I was in the middle of a big business deal
and until I had it—I didn't feel I had the
right to offer her marriage.
Debbie drew away from me. She looked

up into my eyes with hurt plainly showing
in hers. Then she turned and ran down-
stairs—leaving me alone. Her mother came
up and I asked, "Where's Debbie?"

"She's downstairs. She feels upset,"
her mother replied. "It doesn't make sense
to her to wait."

I ran downstairs to Debbie and I took
her in my arms. "All right," I said, "we'll

do it your way." She said, "If we can't

marry now, darling—let's not wait longer
than a week." And that is the way it was.

Wedding plans

There was a lot of excitement over the
wedding plans. A dressmaker quickly made

a lovely ivory satin wedding gown for
Debbie. We rushed the wedding up to
within three days.
The wedding was at her home, with

the minister of Christ Church Unity offi-

ciating. We had chosen our wedding rings—a plain band for me and diamond-and-
platinum engagement and wedding rings
for Debbie. After the ceremony, we hosted
our guests at a buffet dinner. Then we
slipped out the back door and drove to
Apple Valley and a bridal cottage. We
were far away from everyone. And we
were all alone.

Debbie was all I ever dreamed of. She
was the one girl who had everything I had
ever looked for in a woman. I was the
first man in her life. She is beautiful
before she awakens in the morning—with
her lovely skin and her beautifully shaped
face and her lovely lips. Her lower lip

fascinated me. She has an exquisite neck
and lovely shoulders, and I liked to look
at her as she lay there asleep. What plans
I had for her—for us.

She has the most beautiful body I've
ever seen. And she's responsive and warm
and cuddling—but not in a simpering way.
She has a tremendous sense of humility,
and she's graceful, charming, honest, and
. . . yes, she is very romantic.

I never quite caught her perfume—it was
so delicate. And then the long walks we
took. And the drive to the trout hatchery
where we watched the fish. But she was
quiet. She didn't laugh much.
Debbie would wake up early each

morning. This comes from a long schedule

When Sophia Loren arrived in Rome
after her trip to America, customs
inspectors peering into her little

overnight bag found a copy of The
Plague by Albert Camus, a pair of
gold slippers, a black brassiere and
four packages of chewing gum.

Dorothy Kilgallen
in the New York Journal-American

of early studio calls. We had a wonderful
honeymoon—except it lasted only two days.
She had to return for a TV film

—

Wagon
Train—and I had to go to New York for

a tv show.

Debbie's house

We had both agreed to pursue our
careers separately—and never to interfere

with each other's work—just to enjoy it

and be proud. But it was hard to leave
her so soon. We moved into her house
since we had no time to find a place of

our own. I could scarcely pull her out of

her home—for it was built around her.

Her pink satin bedroom and her marble
bath were the most beautiful I had ever
seen. But still I felt like a guest living in

her house. She knew the household rou-
tine; I did not. I was anxious for our own
home.

I had to go to New York for ten days.

Instead of staying at the hotel, a friend

asked me to move in with him. Debbie
called the hotel, but they did not give her
my friend's number as they should have.
When I called, she was upset over it. I told

her how much I missed her, and that I had
two other commitments in New York. She
told me she was leaving in three days for

Mexico to make a picture and she'd be
gone for six weeks. I cancelled everything
and flew home to Debbie.
Debbie and I were close again, except

we were never alone. We always had
dinner with the family. And even her won^
derful family is not (Continued on page 14)
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. . and the hope that the pounding of

their hearts could drown out the sound

of chaos that thundered about them!

ERICH MARIA REMARQUE'S

A TIME
TO LOVE

AND
A TIME
TO DIE

The great

love story of

World War II

by the author of

"'All Quiet on the

Western Front."

M
A Universal-International Picture starring

JOHN GAVIN • LILO PULVER
co-starring JOCK MAHONEY-DON DeFORE-KEENAN WYNN

Directed nyDOUGLAS SIRK • Screenplay tyQRIN JANNINGS-ProJuceJty ROBERT ARTHUR

my marriage to debra paget

(Continued from page 12) conducive to

a couple working out problems. Debbie
was also dieting for her new picture. This
makes her highly nervous—in a way that
doesn't show—but is within her; and it

builds up. She told me of being in Mexico
three years before and getting a fever that
changed her metabolism. This makes her
constantly have to fight weight. Some-
times she goes all day on just a little ice

cream.
I had a night club engagement in Holly-

wood when she went to Mexico. We talked
a lot on the telephone.
Then to my tremendous surprise, one

day she called and said, "I don't know
why, David; I just know that it is- what I

want. I want a divorce. It isn't right and
it isn't fair to you—but I feel that until I

am free I'll never get to know you, really

fall in love with you the way I should
for a lifetime together."

I flew to Mexico and I held her in my
arms. "Debbie," I Dleaded, "I have to know
you and you me. We haven't had a chance.
And the slightest misunderstanding can
pull two people apart. Marriage means
love, friendship, complete honesty. The only
thing that you do which concerns me—is

that you are so quiet. You don't tell me
what bothers you."

More trouble

In a strange way another woman who
professed she had once loved me and who
threatened she'd break ud my marriage to

Debbie was the real hazard. She constantly
gave out press items to harass me. All
vicious and lies. But that saying, Hell hath
no fury like a woman scorned, was too
true. My first wife was influenced to sue
me for money, arid now she tells me she
is sorry. It was all bad taste—and terribly

confusing to a lovely girl like Debbie.
Debbie returned from Mexico and I felt

we were now more like strangers. She had
a bad cold and she stayed in bed. There
was little chance to talk to her. She said

quietly, "David, it is not going to work. I

feel now that I have to be a wife, and I

don't want to be a wife. You're too good
to me—too nice. What you do is right—but
I look for little things. If you send me a

sweet card it upsets me—and if you don't

it upsets me. I know it's not you. It's me.
If we were not married, we could get to

know each other. It all adds up to this:

I have to be free. Maybe then we can
start over again some day. I am so nerv-
ous and tired—that is all I know.

"I want a divorce."
I could not blame Debra. We didn't dare

leave the house, because of prying report-

ers and press items in the papers.
This was not the ideal thing that a shel-

tered girl like Debra had dreamed of. I do
know that when she came to me as my
wife—she was a pure, lovely girl. This is

surprising for a girl of twenty-four living

in a glamourous place like Hollywood
where love is too often too lightly taken
and given.

I am in love with this girl. And our
parting was not bitter. "I can't tell you
how sorry I am," Debbie said when we said

good-bye.
Debbie's mother was also sad, and ex-

pressed her deep regret that our marriage
had to end.
Debbie went to Mexico and got the

decree. All I can say is, our marriage
never got off the ground.

I am going ahead with my plans, and
one day soon, when they are completed—

I

hope to return to Debbie. She has a heart
of gold—and I think perhaps, if God is

willing, we can recapture those first happy
times we knew on our honeymoon.
And she will again be my wife. ... end

COLOR
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GOOD NEWS
/ hear some surprising news about Frank Sinatra, and

attend Dean Martin's fabulous opening at the Cocoanut Grove

That Franlcie! No matter what some people say about him,

I say he's the first to help a friend in trouble.

It Was So Thoughtful of Frankie . . .

I couldn't believe it when I first heard it

either—but it's true!—and has been verified:

the first person to see Lana Turner in her

house of tragedy the Saturday evening after

the stabbing of Johnny Stompanato by four-

teen-year-old Cheryl Crane on Good Friday

was Frank Sinatra!
Of course when I say the first person I

make exception of the police authorities,

lawyers and other authorities, and Steve

Crane and Lana's mother.

How such an attention-getting visitor could

have eluded the attention of the reporters

and photographers swarming around Lana's

home I shall never know.

But Frank arrived at 6:45 p.m. and stayed

fifteen minutes, giving what comfort and
courage he could to the stricken Lana.

I say this is a big surprise because for

years Lana and Frank have not been on

good terms. Dating back to the time he blew

a fuse and called the Palm Springs police

to evict his (then) wife Ava Gardner and

her guest Lana Turner from his house, the

feeling between Frankie and Lana hasn't

been friendly—to say the least.

But who really knows this complex Sinatra

character? When he first heard the awful

news about the tragedy of Lana's little girl,

he was at home with a friend of his. "This

is awful," he kept saying over and over.

"This is awful."

The truth is that anything involving a child

gets under his skin. That night he went to

the home of Nancy Sinatra and visited until

bedtime with his own brood of three, as

though to assure himself that his kids were
happy and well.

But he couldn't get the tragedy of Lana
and her child off his mind. "I'd just like

to see Lana and let her know we're standing

by," he kept repeating to his pals.

Some of them advised Frankie to keep out

of it. He could write Lana a note. Or tele-

phone. Or send flowers—^if he had to do

something. "All right, all right!" he said

impatiently.
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Debbie and Eddie came to

Dean Martin's opening—and Dean
coiddn't have been happier.

Lauren Bacall said some angry

words about Frankie before

stepping off with Leo Durocher.

Above Dean Martin and his

pretty wife Jeanne look sooo

in love—and celebrating!

Right, Above Hugh O'Brian

certainly gets around! But mostly

with Joan Collins these days.

Right Is Jacques Bergerac

falling under the spell of

lovely Venetia Stevenson?

But to Frankie that wasn't good enough.

Not nearly good enough. Giving all his cronies

the slip, and without trying in any way to

hide his visit, he drove right up to Lana's

home and walked in!

What he said to the dazed and heartbroken

Lana no one will ever know. But it must

have comforted her and helped in her blackest

hour. And just how tragic those hours were
you'll understand when you finish reading

the story on page 28.

That Frankie! Just when you think you
want to kill him for something or other—you
want to kiss him!

But Lauren Doesn't Like Him!

One belle who did not feel like kissing

Frankie was Lauren Bacall. At least not

last month when it looked as though their

on-again off-again romance was off for good.

"Do me a favor. Never mention my name
again in the same breath with Frank Sina-

tra's," she snapped to a reporter the night

Dean Martin opened at the Cocoanut

Grove. It was the same night Frankie Boy

was opening at the Sands in Las Vegas.

Betty—as her intimates call Lauren—was
in Dean's party, sitting at the ringside with

Jeanne Martin and Irving Lazar. All dressed

up, perfumed and glamorized, she looked

about as happy as Sad Sack.

And I hear the first thing she did when
she arrived home was put in a long distance

call to some friends in Las Vegas to find

out if Frankie's opening was as great as

she hoped it was!!?????

Dean Martin Did So Well

Getting back to Dean's debut at the famed
Grove, it was a "gasser"—as his pal Sinatra
would put it. Dean never sang better, and
he's very amusing. "I have a new opening

for my act—sober," he kidded as he came on.

Venetia Stevenson and Joanne
Moore were two of the most beautiful girls

in the room although so different in type.

Venetia's mother, by the way, tells some
rather startling things about this young miss

on page 64.

I don't know why Joan Collins and
Hugh O'Brian made such a fuss about

arriving separately and departing separately.

They saf together the entire evening.

Debbie and Eddie stopped by my table

to tell me they were leaving the next day
for a cigarette manufacturers' convention in

Florida. And then on to New York to see a

show or two. These two need a little fun.

The Fishers have really been crushed by
the death of Eddie's close pal, Mike Todd.
When Dean sang Around the World In 80

Days, Eddie wrung his hands to hide his

emotion.

I also saw Dale Robertson with his new
girl Mary Markham.

But most of all it was a big night for Dean.
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LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

The Party Of The Month

Glamorous Zsa Zsa Gabor may enjoy

playing up her feather-brained side and her

cute bon mots, but she's rapidly developing

into one of our most important formal hostesses

—and that takes brains.

Close on the heels of the brilliant party she

gave last month for Noel Coward and her

sister Eva after their stage opening in Present

Laughter, Zsa Zsa came up with another social

dilly. This time she honored the two South

American millionaires, Francisco 'Baby' Pig-

natari and Jorge Guinle.

She chose the Beverly Hilton's Escoffier

Room to do the catering and she herself turned

her lovely home into a bower of spring flow-

ers for this affair. "I arranged every zingle

flower," she said, proud of her handiwork.

As always when Zsa Zsa entertains, the

girls wear their best and most expensive

gowns. And usually something happens.
It started off immediately when Ginger

Rogers walked in followed moments later

by her ex, Jacques Bergerac—in separate

parties. As Ginger and Jacgues had not parted

the best of friends, everyone was surreptitous-

ly watching to see how this encounter would
come off.

The first thing Jacgues did was walk over

and chat with Ginger. Then he asked her to

dance—cheek to cheek—and they proceeded

to laugh and talk with one another as though

they were the best of friends! In Hollywood,

you never know!
Following the delicious dinner and dancing,

the impromptu show started.

The one and only Bea Li I lie sang number
after number, with Van Johnson and
Shirley MacLaine chiming in. I had a
wonderful talk with Bea, the priceless English

comedienne, who is a good friend of mine.

She always loves coming to Hollywood and
seeing her good friends.

Helen Grayco—Mrs. Spike Jones—wore
the latest gasp in a loose fitting sack. But

she's pregnant, and on her it looked good.

Flitting from table to table was Zsa Zsa's

mother, the indominitable Jolie, who kept

insisting she was eating too much—while urg-

ing others to do the same!
Jimmy Stewart and his wife Gloria

alternated dancing—they look like pros on
the floor—with long and serious discussions

with David Selznick. David came alone, ex-

plaining that his wife Jennifer Jones
wasn't feeling well—but I've never felt she

cares too much for Hollywood parties.

As for the honored guest, Baby Pignatari,

he is one of the most charming men I have
ever met in my life. I can well understand

how Linda Christian fell for him—even
if I can't understand how he fell for her.

I think her recent headline shenannigans
involving him and another rich South Ameri-

can were disgraceful.

But Baby proved himself a gentleman. He
said nothing about—or against—Linda, the

headline hunter and millionaire chaser. Per-

haps the less said about her, the better.

Janet and Tony have picked

out a name for their next baby

that will work if it's a boy or girl!

It's always wonder-

ful to see them
together—Jimmy
Stewart and his wife

Gloria. But ive were

all holding our

breath to see how
Ginger Rogers would

act when her ex,

Jacques Bergerac,

came in. . . :

Janet and Tony
Have the Happiest News!

The two happiest people in Hollywood are

Janet Leigh and Tony Curtis who, as

this is written, have just learned that they'll

welcome their second baby in November.

Long before they knew they were on the

Stork's list, they'd picked out a name for

their second child. If it's a girl it will be

Corey. If a boy, just plain Cory.

Maybe you're wondering where they got

so hepped up on such an unusual name. It

dates back to about two years ago when Tony

starred in Mr. Corey for his home base, U-I.

This was the first picture in which Tony

himself was completely happy about his per-

formance. Although his first dramatic role

had been Six Bridges To Cross, and he got

very good reviews, Tony personally liked his

role of the young gambler in Mr. Corey best.

Of course Tony and Janet hope the expected

baby will be a boy. Their bouncing baby
daughter Kelly is now a snappy two years

old. When they moved into their beautiful new
Beverly Hills home—a large place right around

the corner from Pickfair, the fabulous home of

America's sweetheart, Mary Pickford—Janet

said she hoped they had a lot of babies to

fill it up. It's so wonderful when children come
to young parents who want them as much as

Tony and Janet.

If you ask me, I shouldn't be in the least

surprised if, following the birth of Cory or

of Corey, Janet retires from her career. She

has hinted for some time that if she has an-

other child—or two—she'll be content to be

just Mrs. Tony Curtis, mother of Kelly and

Cory Curtis—and any other little Curtises that

come along.

Tony and Janet say a lot more about their

marriage on page 35.
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I NOMINATE FOR STARDOM -

Lee Remick, who belongs to the new,

brittle, self-assured school of young actresses

from the Broadway stage who refuse to look

upon themselves as movie Cinderellas and

have no awe of Hollywood.

Well-trained before they ever hit Hollywood

and sure of themselves and their talents, they

are a far cry from the beautiful, big-eyed, big-

chested dolls who came up to stardom via

the 'extra' route or were discovered sipping

sodas across the street from their high schools.

Lee, the girl with the boy's name, belongs

rather in the young dramatists group which

now numbers Joanne Woodward and
Susan Strasberg, among others coming

up fast.

Already the out-spoken Miss Remick has

knocked the critics cold with her playing of

the lovesick young bride in The Long Hot

Summer. So pleased is 20th Century-Fox with

her work, she's been put under long-term

contract.

Hollywood she can take or leave. "I prefer

New York," she says. She's also been quoted

as remarking, "I'm never able to distinguish

clearly where the movie sets end and the

real living begins."

Her handsome tv producer-director husband
William Colleran just laughs indulgently and
says, "Pay no attention to her. She's really

. movie struck and reads her fan mail like

crazy!"

Born in Boston, she acquired the acting bug
early in life and was majoring in dramatics

all through her Barnard College (New York)
days.

Then Lee stepped from the classroom right

into a top role in the show Be Your Age.

which lasted one week. But from this start she

stepped very successfully into tv and was
chosen by star-maker Elia Kazan to play

opposite Andy Griffith and Tony Fran-
ciosa in her movie debut, A Face In The
Crowd.

Like it or not—and I bet she does—she's

on her way to movie stardom.
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OPEN LETTER
to Johnny Saxon:

If you are secretly married to your long-

time sweetheart Vicki Thai, what's the secret

about?

Oh, I know you've been advised that 64%
of today's movie ticket buyers are teenagers

and you are one of the teenagers' delights.

But I honestly thought this business of screen

favorites keeping marriages from the public

went out with Francis X. Bushman.
Pat Boone is also a teenagers' idol. He's

married. Jimmie Rodgers, another young
man who sets 'em squealing, is married and
so proud of it he frequently refers to his

bride on TV shows. Eddie Fisher is mar-
ried and so is that most popular idol of TV,

Perry Como.
My point is this, Johnny: if you love Vicki

and want to marry her, don't be afraid that

you'll lose a single one of your sincere

fans. And you won't miss the neurotic ones.

If you are already married to her, as almost
the entire fleiucfanf Debufanfe company be-

lieves, just step right up and tell the world

about it as I just know you must want to.

One of my friends who was in Paris while

you were making Debufanfe with Kay Ken-
dall, Rex Harrison and Sandra Dee,
wrote me:

Johnny missed Vicki so much he
sent tor her to join him in France.

While he was busy on the picture,

Vicki went sightseeing in London and
Rome and had a wonderful time. John-

ny was supposed to come right back
to the USA on completion of fhe film,

but he bought a foreign sports car

and asked for three weeks' grace to

do some traveling himself.

My guess is that this trip is actually

a honeymoon with Vicki. They are
both nice kids, very much in love,

and I hope he won't let any nonsense
about hysterical fans keep him from
his real happiness.

See what I mean, Johnny?

They're Just Vicious Rumors, Hugh-

Hugh O'Brian is sick at heart over the

recent tv magazine story accusing him of

being a tight-wad and an eager-beaver op-

portunist. The article states that Hugh once

invited seventy-five guests to his beach home
for a party and failed to provide food or

drink, "Because he expected his guests to

bring their own."
"There's not a word of truth in it," Hugh

told me glumly. "In the first place, my house
at the beach isn't big enough to accommo-
date ten comfortably, much less seventy-five.

And never in my life have I expected a
guest to bring food and drink to my place.

"Sure, I try to save some money. I've got

a healthy regard for it. The luxuries I feel

I can now afford haven't come to me so easily

that I feel I'm in the throw-it-away class.

"I've tried to show some sense and make
some good investments with the money I've

made from tv and the movies.

"But I don't think any girl I've ever taken

out would say I've tried to skimp on the

evening or that I've been remiss about send-

ing flowers."

I can be a first-hand witness, Hugh, that

you certainly did not skimp on that whoopla
surprise birthday party you gave for Nancy
Sinatra! You rounded up fifty people at

Romanoff's for cocktails, then piled the group
into a huge double-decker bus equipped with

food and drink and a five-piece combo before

descending on Nancy . . . who hadn't dreamed
such a gala celebration was in store for her

until you and your guests arrived!

As for being an opportunist, you aren't the

only young actor I've known doing all he can
to promote his career.

Forget the criticisms. You're doing okay.
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LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

Watch Out, Kim!

Speaking of visiting millionaires, Lt. Gen-

eral Raphael Trujillo, Jr.'s visit to Hollywood

and the USA, during which he's dated such

beauties as Kim Novak, has stirred up a

big fuss in Congress. One of our Congress-

men told the world, "While the son of the

head of the Dominican Republic is in this

country dating beautiful movie stars and liv-

ing it up to the hilt, his country is asking our

Government to give it millions and millions of

dollars. Roughly, I would say that the way
Junior is spending money, his trip here will

cost a million!"

IN MY OPINION...

Whether Shelley Winters threw that

perfume bottle at Tony Franciosa, beaning

him behind the ear, or not—there's no doubl

that Shell's intensive dieting to lose twenty-

five pounds for Diary of Anne Frank has

shattered her nerves. . . .

I'm just a bit fed up with these belles

from Broadway taking pot-shots at Hollywood.

For instance, Suzy Parker's crack: "Holly-

wood is like a beautiful kindergarten. All the

people have such simple interests—them-

selves." Well, you sassy beauties aren't

chained here. . . .

Marlon Brando's performance in The
Young Lions is superb. It's going to take a

great, great acting job from someone else

to keep this young lion from winning the

Oscar next year. . . .

It's good news from Italy that the scar

on Ava Gardner's face which had her and
her friends so worried seems to have com-
pletely disappeared. Only Ava is still con-

scious of it, having her cheek massaged
for an hour every day, "Just in case". . . .

No single story has ever made an actress

as rich as Auntie Mame is making Rosalind
Russell. The stage play, the movie and
future tv rights have put millions into Roz's

personal bank account. She's also co-owner
with her husband, Freddie Brisson. . . .

Paul Newman must be a very sweet
guy. Words do not come easily to him, but he
keeps patting Elizabeth Taylor's hand
after every scene they do in Car On A Hof
Tin Roof. .

'.

.

Ava's face is all right-

but the glamorous actress can't

believe the danger to

her beauty is in the past. . . .



I
Our Gallant Liz Is Back

Every heart in Hollywood saluted Eliza-
i beth Taylor the morning she came back

to work on Car On A Hot Tin Root exactly

two days short of a month following the

heartbreaking crash of IVIike Todd's plane.

It had been previously agreed between
director Richard Brooks and co-stars Paul
Newman and Burl Ives, and the crew
which had worked on all Liz's pictures since

she was a little girl, that there would be no

sad speeches.

But it was clear to all that the woman who
came back to them was not the girl who had
left!

Eight pounds thinner—she had to refit many
j

of her clothes—still h reathtakingly beautiful,

there was a new maturity, gentleness and un-

derstanding about this Elizabeth that the gay,

spoiled darling whom Mike called his "baby
Liz" had not had.

Her first words were, "Thank you, thank

you so much. I love you all." She was refer-

ring to the red roses and the low bowl of

her favorite flowers, violets, which the com-

pany had put in her dressing room.

Work began almost immediately. If Liz

was conscious of being saved from too many

demands on her, she gave no indication.

Director Brooks had made the opening scenes

as easy as possible. They were a series of

scenes showing her reacting to dialogue

spoken by the other players.

It was obvious that she was still far from

well. The very long-drawn-out cold and touch

of the flu which had kept her from accom-

panying her adored and adoring Mike on
that tragic trip to New York still hung on.

"I don't know how she got through that

first day," Richard Brooks told me. "In addi-

tion to the cold, there's so much about death

in the script of Cat On A Hot Tin Roof.

The second day, Elizabeth couldn't work

—

because of the cold, not because her courage
had failed her.

She returned to the set the following day
and, as this is written, she has been able

to continue. She wants so much to finish the

picture for a heartfelt reason.

Liz told me, "The prime reason I came back
is that Mike was so terribly proud of me in

this picture and he was enthusiastic over
what I was doing. He saw the rushes every
day and liked them so much. I know he
would want me to go on."

When I asked Elizabeth what her plans
for the future are, she said, "I have no plans

for the future. I ma} work or I may not." I

believe that was just the mood of the moment.
To other friends, when she is not so bowed
down by grief, she has said she would like to

make a comedy, perhaps in Europe. But for

the moment, she is just putting one day on
top of another. To get by ... is enough.
Away from the studio, she spends all her

time with her two sons by her marriage to

Michael Wilding, and with little Lisa—the in-

fant daughter who will never know her fabu-
lous father. The only outsiders Liz wants to see

are a little circle of close friends: Helen
Rose, press agent Bill Lyon, hair stylist Sid-

ney Guillaroff, and her young doctor, Rexford

Kennamer. They were all close friends of

Mike's, too.

Sidney told me, "Liz wants to talk and talk

about Mike. We let her. It's good for her."

One thing they have all learned not to tell

her is: Time heals all wounds. You are young.
There is much in Hie lor you. This, she bitterly

resents. When you read her love story in the

special sixteen-page section starting on page
42, you will understand completely why her
violet eyes flash with fire and anger as she

says, over and over again, "Don't hold out

hopeless hope to me. There was and is only
one Mike Todd!"

God bless you, and help you, Elizabeth.

* * *
» * *

i

Our hearts are filled with prayers

for Liz Taylor, as she picks up
the threads of her shattered life. . . .



LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

THE JURY BOX:
So many letters poured in on the Lana

Turner-Cheryl Crane tragedy that I am
turning over half of The Leffer Box this month

to The /ury Box:

"As Lam iought for fhe freedom of her

child at the coroner's inquest, my eyes wept

for her. My heart wept for Cheryl," writes

Dodie Baskim, White Plains, N. Y.

Grace McGill, Hot Springs, Arkansas,

asks perceptively: "Are we, the public, en-

tirely without blame? I think not. We force no

discipline on our multi-married, multi-divorced

glamor girls and then we are shocked when
a sordid tragedy strikes!"

"There's hardly a woman alive who at one

time or another hasn't loved an unworthy

man. Only Lana got caught. I hope her

mother gets custody of Cheryl," postcards

Evie Gomez, San Diego. "I sincerely believe

Lana would be the right kind of mother to

Cheryl now."

Helen K. Orgill, Hawthorne, California:
'7 am furious over columnists' comments that

Lana Turner's career will not be affected by

this terrible thing. Think deeply, you writers,

of what you are asking the public to forget!"

"Cheryl Crane is fhe innocenf indictment of

every broken marriage in the world," says

Mrs. Maude Martin, Kansas City. "If these

people can't stay married, why do they have
children?"

Sixteen-year-old Cathy McCormack, Toledo,

writes: "Please, Miss Parsons, remind those

who would crucify Lana Turner of those

beautiful words, 'let him who is without sin

cast the first stone.'
"

"It is not necessary to pass judgment on

Lana Turner or her tragedy-stricken daughter.

No matter what the verdict of the public is

on Lana or the juvenile authorities on Cheryl,

the only thing that can heal both their souls is

prayer and right living," says Donald Spell-

ing, Chicago.

All you readers will be interested in Dave
Myers' open letter to you. Turn to page 28.

THE LETTER BOX:
Many beautiful letters of courage and sym-

pathy to Elizabeth Taylor Todd, one of

the loveliest from Mrs. Bessie Beers, eighty-

six-year-old lady from San Antonio:
"If the dear child can just keep these beau-

tiful words in her heart constantly: 'Yea,

though I walk through the valley of the

shadow of Death I shall fear no evil, for

Thou art with me; Thy rod and Thy staff,

they comfort me.'
"

Personal to Mrs. Betty Lou T, Kansas City :

I am shocked that you have so thoroughly

transferred Elizabeth's real suffering to your-

self to the extent that you haven't been able

to keep your home running or care for your

husband and children since the death of

Mike Todd. If this unrealistic condition still

exists, you must consult a psychiatrist.

Duane W. McGinnis, U. S. Naval Air

Station, Navy No. 3835, has never written

a letter to a movie magazine before. But he
saw The Story of Esther Costello and says,

"Heather Sears is far and away the greatest

of the young acfresses. Pier Angel i, Diane
Varsi, Carol Baker can'f be mentioned
in (he same breath with her." Okay, Duane

—

but Carroll Baker can at least have her name
spelled correctly!

From New London, Texas, Mrs. Howard
Leverett, writes: "Marlon Brando's soufh-

ern accen* in Sayonara was perfect! I've

lived in Texas and all over the South and his

accent was great. Those Eastern Southerners

who criticized him talk like they have a

mouthful of hot molasses."

"Does Venetia Stevenson have a sis-

ter?" asks Louise Fuller, Salt Lake City.

"I have an old movie magazine, about sixteen

years old, showing Venetia's mother, Anna
Lee, wifh two iiffie girls captioned as her

children. One was named Venetia and the

other Caroline. Yet a recent interview in

Modern Screen says Venefia is an onfy child.

What happened to Caroline?" David Myers
has all the facts on that, Louise, and he gives

them to you in a story by Venetia's mother,

Anna Lee. Turn to page 64.

That's all for now. See you next month.
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shave, lady?... don't do it!

Don't risk "razor shadow " on legs and underarms. It's so easy to avoid

"razor shadow", that faint stubble of hair left on razor-shaved legs and arms,

when you cream hair away the beautiful way with neet. New baby-pink neet goes

down deep where no razor can reach . . . leaves your skin feeling oh, so soft.

And there's never a hint of "razor shadow" because when the hair finally does grow

in again it feels softer, silkier, no stubble at all! Next time try baby-

pink, sweet-smelling neet: either lotion or cream—you'll never want to shave again!

cream hair away the beautiful way
23



WORTH
SEEING

THIS
MONTH

NEW MOVIES

FOR LAUGHS
This Happy Feeling

FOR THRILLS
Cry Terror

FOR DRAMA
The Old Man And The Sea
A Time To Love And A Time To Die
Kings Go Forth

FOR TEARS
Another Time, Another Place

Too Much, Too Soon

FOR MUSIC
Gigi

Maurice Chevalier regrets his youth just a bit as he and Hermione Gingold see Leslie Caron and Louis Jourdan in love.

GIGI Leslie Caron
Maurice Chevalier

Louis Jourdan
a brilliant musical Hermione Gingold

Eva Gabor

Gigi is absolutely delightful. The men who
wrote the music and lyrics for My Fair Lady—
Alan Jay Lerner and Frederick Loewe—wrote

the book for this, and the result's the same:

it's great. The setting is the beautiful green,

gold and pastel city of Paris when the ladies

wore costumes that knocked your eye out and

the gentlemen not only dreamed of romance

but pursued it constantly. It's the city that

dazzles narrator Maurice Chevalier, who looks

back on a rich, full life and sings I'm Glad I'm

Not Young Any More—although, in his cace,

age is no obstacle. Gigi (Leslie Caron) is being

carefully trained by her grandmother (Her-

mione Gingold) and her aunt (Isabel Jeans)

in the ways of an expensive courtesan. "We
don't get married at once," says Auntie, "we
get married at last." Leslie is a charming, out-

spoken schoolgirl who amuses a usually-bored

playboy (Louis Jourdan) with her lack of

feminine wiles. Jourdan is the best catch in

Paris—Eva Gabor took him for diamonds un-

til he discovered she'd been two-timing him
with ice-skating instructor Jacques Bergerac.

24 The day comes when Leslie is ready to enter

a life of luxurious sin with Jourdan. She's

willing—because she loves him ; but sad—be-

cause she's simple enough to want marriage.

Go see this sparkling, lilting, enchanting film.

—CinemaScope, MGM.

ANOTHER TIME, ANOTHER PLACE
Lana Turner

Sean Connery
wartime love story Barry Sullivan

Glynis Johns
Sidney James

Lana's a wartime correspondent but that's

not the story. The story is that she falls in

love with a British newscaster, who's been

away from home too long. At home he has a

wife (Glynis Johns) and a son, neither of

whom he wants to hurt. But Lana doesn't want
to be hurt either. She wants to marry him.

Her boss (Barry Sullivan) has been in love

with Lana for years. When the newscaster is

killed in a plane crash, the grief-stricken Lana
decides to make a pilgrimage to his home. And
unexpectedly she becomes a guest in the seaside

home of the newscaster's widow. Knowing
nothing of her dead husband's love affair,

Glynis becomes friends with Lana, and
thrills to the idea of Lana's writing a book

about her late husband. Don't you see what

you're doing? Barry Sullivan drops in to ask

Lana. Lana doesn't see. Not until the shocking

realization that Glynis has discovered the truth.

—Paramount.

KINGS GO FORTH Frank Sinatra
Tonv Curtis

. , , Natalie Wood
the social side of love Leora Dana

Karl Swenson

Even a nice GI like Frank Sinatra can be

somewhat taken aback when he discovers that

the girl he loves (Natalie Wood) is part Negro.

He meets her in 1944 on the French Riviera,

where she lives with her white mother (Leora

Dana) . Even though Sinatra rallies manfully

from the blow, he can't marry Natalie ; she's

in love with his buddy Tony Curtis, a rich,

reckless lady-killer. When he and Sinatra are

not up in the Alps shooting at Germans, they

are down on the Riviera taking Natalie to

nightclubs. Curtis even goes so far as to file

a marriage application with the Army. But you

have to watch that boy—he has no character

at all. When Sinatra finds out how little char-

acter Curtis has he swears he'll kill him. Of

course the Germans may get there first, be-

cause there is a war going on. The movie treats

this touchy subject of mixed marriage in an

honest way.

—

United Artists.

(Continued on page 26)



A VIOLENT LAND RN BETWEEN LAW AND OUTLAW!

5 by JOHN REESE
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Directors

Photography

25



new movies (Continued from page 24)

KINGS GO FORTH

A TIME TO LOVE AND A TIME TO DIE

A TIME TO LOVE AND A TIME TO DIE
Lilo Pulver
John Gavin

love in Nazi Germany Keenan Wynn
Don DeFore

Erich Maria Remarque
The time is World War II and a young

German soldier (John Gavin) is on his way
home after two years at the front. He is glad

to leave his outfit: now that the Russians are

steadily forcing the Nazis to retreat, the war
is not what it used to be. When he leaves the

front, Gavin discovers that home is not what
it used to be either. Allied bombers have
leveled the city ; his parents are missing ; the

civilians are no longer very proud of their

warriors. And all is confusion. More and more
Gavin wonders what he's fighting for as his

desperate search for his parents continues to

lead nowhere. In his search, Gavin seeks the

26 family doctor; he finds the doctor's daughter

(Lilo Pulver). The doctor is in a concentration

camp—for having mentioned that the Germans
might lose the war. When the frightened Lilo

and the doubting Gavin begin to search to-

gether, they pluck love and marriage out of

the ruins. But the Gestapo, daily bombing
raids, and a sense of national shame invade

their private world. When Gavin's former pro-

fessor (Erich Maria Remarque), who is in

hiding and harboring a Jew, tells him that

Germany must lose in order to recover its

honor Gavin thinks of deserting the army.

This is a sensitive, well-made film—from the

novel by Remarque. Graphic scenes of war on
the front and in the city highlight the poignancy

of this love story.

—

CinemaScope, U-I.

THIS HAPPY FEELING Debbie Reynolds
Curt Jurgens
John Saxon

romance in Connecticut Alexis Smith
Estelle Winwood

Lovely things happen in Connecticut. Up
there, a girl from Brooklyn (Debbie Reyn-

olds) can meet a Continental charmer like

Curt Jurgens, become his secretary and be

swept off her feet by love. Jurgens is a horse-

breeder ; once he was a famous actor loved by

sophisticated actress Alexis Smith, who keeps

trying to lure him back to Broadway. But

Curt's feeling his age—until he meets Debbie,

who was at a party next door and crashed

into Curt's home to escape the attentions of

John Saxon. Debbie makes Curt feel vibrantly

young, even though he slips a disc in his spinal

cord every time he stoops to conquer. Never

mind. Debbie wouldn't recognize the sound of

grinding bones . . . particularly since the ro-

mance's burning up John Saxon. The movie's

light-hearted and gay, full of snappy dialogue

and handsome people.

—

CinemaScope, U-I.

TOO MUCH, TOO SOON
Dorothy Malone

Errol Flynn
life of a Barrymore Efrem Zimbalist, Jr.

Ray Danton
Neva Patterson

If you've ever envied the daughters of the

rich and famous, this'll teach you. Here's a

movie of the life of Diana Barrymore, based

on her own book. Mama (Neva Patterson),

a novelist, was succesful and strict
;
Daddy

(Errol Flynn) was John Barrymore, a charm-

ing high-liver who hardly remembered he had
a daughter until she was about seventeen, and
then he was a little bored by her. Mama and
Daddy -were divorced. The Barrymore name
opens a career for Diana (Dorothy Malone)

and takes her to Hollywood and the gloomy
castle of her increasingly alcoholic dad. She

tries to reform him. No go. When he dies she

marries a young actor (Efrem Zimbalist, Jr.)

and fails again. He is followed by a sadistic

tennis-player (Ray Danton) and then by an-

other actor, an alcoholic (Edward Kemmer).
By this time she too is having a brandy for

breakfast, and is in no condition to work.

Down, down Dorothy goes and when she

wakes up it's in a hospital. Then she starts

thinking.

—

Warners.

THE OLD MAN AND THE SEA
Felipe Pazos

Hemingway s classic Spencer Tracy
Harry Bellaver

In this film adapted from Ernest Heming-
way's prize-winning novel, nature and man
meet in a moving drama. Man's kinship with

—and his struggle against—nature are ex-

pressed in a simple story about an old fisher-

man (Spencer Tracy) and the sea. Tracy lives

alone in a Cuban fishing village. He has but

one friend, a young boy (Felipe Pazos) who
loves and admires him. But Felipe can't fish

with him any more, because Tracy has not

caught a fish in eighty-four days and the

villagers scorn him. One morning before dawn,

Tracy pushes off into the sea, alone, with noth-

ing but a jug of water and his fishing lines. Far

out, he puts down his lines . . . and a mon-
strous fish is lured by the bait ! But Tracy

is not the fisherman he once was. For three

days the fish pulls the skiff further out to sea

and all of Tracy's strength, faith and pride

are called into the battle. Finally the fish—

a

marlin weighing more than 1,500 pounds—is

harpooned and lashed to the skiff. But on the

way home sharks attack and strip it to the

bone. The old man has failed, but he has failed

in a magnificent attempt that wins, him the

villagers' respect . . . for he failed only because

he was old and went out too far" and was

alone. It is a movie of classic beauty.

—

War-
nerColor, Warners.

CRY TERROR

a thrill a minute

James Mason
Rod Steiger

Inger Stevens
Neville Brand

Kenneth Tobey

James Mason is tinkering around in his

electrical shop when he comes up with a mar-

velous little gadget, a powerful explosive no

bigger than your thumb. His wartime buddy

(Rod Steiger) asks him to make up some

samples for the government. How was Mason
to know that Steiger was a lunatic? Steiger's

plan is to interest an airline company into

giving him half-a-million dollars to stop plant-

ing bombs in its planes. So now Mason, his

wife (Inger Stevens), and their little daughter

are kidnapped by Steiger and his sadistic little

trio (sex-fiend Neville Brand, tiger-lady Angie

Dickinson and just plain Jack Klugman) and

forced to cooperate. Steiger's so clever that the

airline company ha- half-a-million bucks ready

for Inger to bring home to Steiger. But don't

think Mason's just twirling his thumbs in his

prison penthouse. He's busy escaping from

Angie and Jack. And Inger's busy escaping

from Steiger and Brand. And the FBI is pretty

busy. too. It's quite a thriller.—MGM.

RECOMMENDED FILMS NOW SHOWING

SOUTH PACIFIC (CinemaScope, 20th-Fox): A big

three-hour film, in a fascinating new color process.

This is the familiar Rodgers and Hammerstein musi-

cal, starring Mitzi Gaynor as the young Navy nurse 1

and Rcssano Brazzi as the older man she finds a new
life with. Songs you know and love and exciting

j

dances.

IT
M ARJORIE MORNINGSTAR (Warners): Natalie

Wood plays a nice Jewish girl whose mother expects

her to marry a good catch. Instead, she falls in

love with an ex-hoy wonder (Gene Kelly) who com-

poses beautiful music but doesn't want to get married.

Even Ijncle Ed Wynn cannot save the situation.
j

Gene almost succumbs to the respectable life, and

Natalie almost succumbs to his way of life, but at

the end everyone is sadder though wiser.

10 NORTH FREDERICK ( CinemaScope, 20th-Fox)

:

Gary Cooper is a well-to-do lawyer, aiming to be a

good husband and father—and the president of the

United States. He doesn't manage any of these,

but makes a good try. Diane Varsi is his unhappy
daughter, and Suzy Parker is her roommate who
brings a bittersweet love to his middle age.

ST. LOUIS BLUES (Paramount): Here's a big

treat for anyone who loves rhythm-and-blues. It's the

life story of W. C. Handy (Nat 'King' Cole), who
wrote the title song and many others. Kartha Kitt.

Mahalia Jackson and Pearl Bailey are wonderful

to hear.

THE GODDESS (Columbia): Kim Stanley gives a

shattering performance of a little girl, lonely and
rejected, who grew up to realize her dream of being

a glamorous movie star. On the way up, everyone !

gets hurt, including Kim. Steve Hill and Lloyd

Bridges play her husbands, and Betty Lou Holland

is excellent as her mother, aging from a frivolous,

pretty young woman to a tight-lipped unmoving re- f

ligipus fanatic. i

1



PETAL HAT BY JOHN FREDERICS ©IS5B. MAX FACTOR * CO

even roses

will turn green

with envy

Now. . . a fluid make-up that'sstreak-proof! Looks petal perfect every time!

Here, at last, is a fluid make-up so easy to apply it glides on smoothly, perfectly every

time. So smoothly, even a rose will envy your new, petal perfect complexion. Max Factor's

Hi-Fi never streaks, never looks at all "made-up." That's because it's not watery or

greasy like ordinary make-ups.

Its featherlight texture actually blends the instant it touches your skin. Suddenly your

complexion is lighted with a radiant, rose petal finish. And every little flaw seems to melt

away. Now, in 8 flattering Hi-Fi skin tones, $1.75 plus tax.

For a "Try Size" send your skin tone (fair, ivory, medium, ruddy, olive or tan) and

25tf to Max Factor, Dept. HM, P.O. Box 941, Hollywood 28, California.
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CHERYL continued

TRY THOUGH SHE DID, LANA COULD
NOT PROTECT CHERYL...

TOO MANY FATHERS, TOO MUCH TROUBLE
CREATED THE INEVITABLE TRAGEDY.

\ fc.

Her parents had been

divorced and would be

again . . . and Cheryl

was only eight weeks old.

We're asking you to do this even though we don't even Know
what you think of Cheryl today—whether you believe she is a

heroine or a fool, a credit to her age or a disgrace to you all.

We believe she is none of those things—not really.

We believe she is a kid who doesn't need the support, the

praise, the blame of grown-ups, parents, teachers. We believe

she is a kid who needs you today, as no one has ever needed you

;

you who are her age, of her world—to tell her she can live again.

Will you do that for her?

You see—you've been so lucky. She hasn't.

Otherwise—it might have been you.

Cheryl was born in 1944. Maybe you were, too—or a couple

of years sooner, a couple of years later. It doesn't matter. When-
ever it was, you've surely heard stories about the time just be-

fore your birth, when your parents (Continued on page 66)

Le« Then she had a new father, Bob
Topping; but Cheryl couldn't get along

with him. Above Her next father was
Lex Barker, and Cheryl—and Lana—
had a happy life with him . . . while it

lasted. Right Soon after, her real father

had to pick her up at the police station

. . . and send her back to her mother.



Childhood—and the joys of

being young—were behind

Cheryl already. Instead, she

was going to grown-up par-

ties . . . and living with the

grown-upfears that brought

death to Johnny Stompa-
nato—and heartbreak to the

mother she killed for. . . .



Hope

was scared,

but

Don was

gentle

and patient...

The first thing Don Murray no-

ticed about Hope Lange was
her legs.

In an academic way, of course.

There wasn't the slightest reason in

the world for him to notice any-

thing at all about her, much less care.

In the first place, she wasn't his

date; she was with the other guy
on the double date, and Don was
with a cute kid named Carry. In

the second place, he was already in

love—and it wasn't even with Carry

;

it was with a still cuter kid who was
in California, thinking over his pro-

posal. And in the third place, as if

all that wasn't enough, this Hope
Whatever-her-name-was was an in-

fant of seventeen, a good five years

younger than Don.

And nobody ever accused Don
Murray, up-and-coming young star

of The Rose Tattoo, Broadway's

biggest hit, of cradle-snatching!

All in all, he paid very little atten-

tion to her that night. They went
back to Roddy McDowall's apart-

ment where Don was bunking for a

while, and while he made scrambled

eggs and (Continued on page 77)

by Barbara Mayer
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One
blood,

one

flesh...

i

"r I The Siamese Twins" is what their friends

A call Natalie and Bob these days, and Mr.

and Mrs. Wagner don't mind a bit.

Because as far as they're concerned, when the

minister intoned, "Whom God hath joined to-

gether . .
." those words meant together in

everything : every moment, every activity, every

joy—and every chore.

For instance. . . .

A short while ago Bob and Natalie came down
the stairway of their Beverly Hills apartment,

hand in hand, followed by their friend Barbara

Gould and Natalie's sister Lana.

There was a brief but touching good-bye

scene as Bob embraced his bride tenderly before

he got into the Chevrolet Corvette with Lana,

and Natalie and Barbara sank into her Cad-

illac. Five minutes later, Bob came to a stop

at the rear entrance of (Continued on page 71)
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Two
separate

free

souls...

"M
any people have a wedding," Janet Leigh

said just after celebrating her seventh

anniversary of marriage to Tony Curtis, "but

few have a marriage. ... I think we do." Then
she promptly admitted, "We didn't when I be-

came Mrs. Tony Curtis. It took us years. . .
."

Years of living together—and remembering

always that marriage was a union of two people

who loved each other . . . two people who learned

they could be happiest by remaining two indi-

viduals.

Their marriage started about three months
after that June day when Tony carried Janet

over the threshold of their suite at the Waldorf

in New York City. Those first months they'd

been on their model behavior, trying to continue

the honeymoon atmosphere. Whatever one sug-

gested, the other one agreed to willingly, en-

thusiastically—if he or {Continued on page 72)
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MEET

Frankie Avalon
The little guy with the great big heart

!

Sometimes he seems to

blow his heart out. . . .

Sometimes he seems

to give his heart

away, here to

Marie Ochuida,

president of his

fan club. . . .

J_Jots of these kid singers," an old music man
was grumbling the other day, "they make one hit

record and maybe a movie and then right away

they learn to curse and drink and stay up late,

and at seventeen and eighteen they try

to act as if they're pushin' thirty."

From what we'd heard recently, we had to agree.

Then we met Frankie Avalon.

Some people have described him as the Saint of Rock 'n'

Roll. Others have said he's the nicest kid

to hit the business in twenty years.

We have a hunch they may be right.

Why?
Well, let's start way back, that day

nine years ago when Frankie was all of nine, the day

his mother took him to the tailor shop where

she worked to see the beat-up boxer.

"Frankie wanted to be a prizefighter ever since

he was born, I think," (Continued on page 73)

But Frankie's heart

is always whole

and full of love for

his home, his family. . .

,

~1





The story Carolyn Jones never told before

THEY
CALLED

ME
"HALF- 99

Carolyn Jones has gone on the warpath over and over again—to conquer hatred

. . . hunger . . . death . . . sorrow. . . .

The first fight started long before her name appeared on the Academy Award

nominations list for Bachelor Party and No Down Payment; it started just

about the time she was old enough to know what the word half-breed meant.

It ended when, literally, she almost scalped a schoolmate with a penknife!

People in the Panhandle—where Carolyn was born

twenty-five years ago—had no love for Indians.

There were still too many grandfathers around

Amarillo, Texas, with an arrow scar, or a tale

of death at the hands of whooping Plains Indians-

Apaches and Comanches. The Indians still around

when Carolyn was born were despised and looked

down on as poor and shiftless. Indian blood was

considered a taint. And Carolyn Sue Jones was

one-eighth Indian ... a descendant of the great

Indian chief Geronimo.

So, all through elementary school and the first

years of high, she couldn't walk

down the halls without collecting

every taunt in the book. The kids

called her Redskin . . . Squaw . . .

Papoose. . . . They patted their

mouths when she passed, and

hooted Woo^woo-woo-woo. They

tripped her, pushed her face into

the {Continued on page 79)

Mr. and Mrs. Aaron
Spelling, at home—
and at peace. . . .





TOMMY SANDS CONFESSES:

The English teacher cleared her throat for

the big announcement. "This morning's ex-

ercise will be to write—in full—the lovely Shake-

spearean sonnet you all memorized over the

week end."

After she'd shushed a unanimous groan from

the students, she sat back in her chair and

watched to see that none of them pulled any of

their old tricks—like cheating, to be exact—and

that they all sat there and concentrated the way
proper high school sophomores should.

She was, it turned out, particularly impressed

this morning by the concentration being shown

by that new boy—the nice-looking, skinny one

named Thomas Sands—who sat way at the end

of the fifth row. He'd only been in school for two

weeks now and while he'd been a little difficult at

the beginning—always late, for one thing; his

homework always only half-done," for another—

he seemed, suddenly, to be showing a nice spurt

of interest in his studies.

And it pleased the teacher to see Mr. Sands

sitting there, all engrossed in his work, printing

the great English poet's immortal words with so

much care, closing his eyes hard, then popping

them open suddenly, writing, then erasing, then

writing again, obviously so careful to get all the

punctuation just so, to present a paper he would

be proud of.

It pleased the teacher, too, that young Mr.

Sands had come to cope with his problem of the

past two weeks, and so quickly.

The problem had been a simple one. Sands was

a poor boy in a rich man's school. He'd arrived

in Houston, Texas, from Chicago with his moth-

er a little less than a month before and, as luck

would have it, they'd managed to find a nice,

inexpensive apartment in one of those sections

of town that actually had very few low-rent

rooming houses and that was made up mainly of

big-lawn private houses, all, it seemed, owned by

doctors, lawyers and (Continued on page 59)





SPECIAL 16 PAGE BONUS STORY

OMANY
JOYS . .

.

SO MANY
• • • The story of a

woman who could no longer face life,

who thought no man alive

could revive her heart so very, very long dead . . .

.

TEARS



Little Mike Wilding Jr.

was used to the sound

of angry voices . . . the sight

ofMommy in tears



^^^^ir story begins two years ago . . . two years and two hours before

Elizabeth Taylor met Mike Todd. . . .

Then Liz was at the end of her rope. All meaning had gone out of her life

and day dragged along after day, with no end, no happiness in sight. She

felt as if her nerves were so much on edge that if she went to the party

she'd been invited to that night she would probably break down in the middle

of it, as she had one terrible night a couple of weeks earlier, and begin

to cry helplessly in the middle of a crowded room.

As she sat alone now on an easy chair near the window of her half-dark

bedroom, staring at the wall, she heard the angry footsteps of her husband,

Michael Wilding, rushing up the stairs on his way to the guest room that

had recently become his room. He was getting his hat and coat, she knew,

and would soon be out and away for the rest of the night.

She began to cry as she remembered the scene with him in the dining

room only half an hour ago, the argument—that she knew was as much her

fault as his—and the awful moment midway during the argument when

their small son, Michael Jr., had come toddling into the room to ask what's

wrong, Mommy? what's wrong, Daddy? and Liz' realization when it was over

that her marriage to Michael Wilding was over too, really over, all wrapped

up with black sorrowful ribbon and glued together with tears.

She would never love again; she wouldn't know how. Would she ever really

live again? Sitting there in the half-darkness she began to cry—and even-

tually she cried herself to sleep.

And the night seemed over, as everything seemed over for Liz.

But actually the night, at least, was just beginning. . . .

A couple of hours later, she walked into the nightclub. She hadn't wanted

to come. She'd fallen asleep. Her fatigue and her tears had been good to

her and had allowed her to close her eyes and forget everything for a while.

But then the others had driven up to the house, laughing and blowing the

car horn, over and over. And finally Liz, who'd tried to send them away with-

out her, realized she didn't have the strength to keep saying no and so she'd

gotten dressed and joined them and now she was here.

She walked to her table looking around the crowded nightclub, but not

really seeing anyone or anything. She sat on the chair someone pulled out

for her and locked her fingers together, hard.

The people at her table immediately, thankfully, became interested in one

another's jokes and laughter and left her alone.

A few people from some other tables nearby came over to say hello and

Liz looked up at them and nodded and said yes and no to their questions,



not caring that she was being rude, that they would leave her soon and go

back to their tables wondering what was wrong with this girl, what was

becoming more and more wrong with her.

And then he came over.

She'd been sitting there for the past half hour telling herself that the big

room was too hot and noisy, that she didn't know why she'd come in the first

place and that she wanted to get up and leave—when he came and plunked

himself beside her. "I'm Mike Todd," he said, smiling a mile-wide smile.

Liz nodded. "How do you do?" she managed to say.

"And you're Lizzie Schwartzkopf, aren't you?" Mike asked, trying to

pretend to be serious for a moment. He scratched his head. "It is Schwartz-

kopf, isn't it?" he asked, waiting for Liz to laugh. She didn't.

"All right," he said, trying again, "so you're Elizabeth Taylor and you're

insulted I didn't know right off. Well, it happens I know you very well.

In fact, my governess used to take me to see all your pictures when I

was a kid." Again he waited for the laugh. Or at least the smile.

But, again, neither came.

A little uncomfortably, but undaunted, Mike reached for two glasses and

a bottle of champagne.

"A little wine is good for the spirit," he said, staring at Liz while he

poured. He stared so long he poured right over the rim of the glass.

Liz watched him roar as he mopped up the spillings with a napkin and

then handed her the glass. "No, thanks," she refused.

"Come on," Mike said, "just a little. Come on."

Automatically, like a beautiful robot, she reached for the glass and

took a sip.

"There," Mike said, smacking his lips and helping her enjoy it.

But Liz wasn't enjoying it and she laid down the glass.

Mike tried for a while longer, with the funny stories, the gags, the yaks,

all the laugh-making paraphernalia he had at his fingertips.

But no matter what he said Liz didn't respond.

And then suddenly the mile-wide smile disappeared from Mike's face.

"Do you enjoy suffering alone?" he asked.

Liz looked into his eyes. They were blue eyes, she noticed suddenly, very

blue and very strong. For a moment she thought these eyes might understand

her, know her, suddenly know everything about her.

But then, just as suddenly, she told herself no, no, they didn't understand

. . . how could they understand?

"Mr. Todd—" she. started to say.

"I may be twice your age," Mike interrupted, "but the name is Mike."



rrA little wine is good for the spirit

"

Mike said to Liz,

r<W do you enjoy suffering alone?"



Trinkets and gadgets,

baubles and jewels . .

.

Mike would have given his life

to win Elizabeth Taylor



"Mike," Liz said, her voice weary, "I really think I'd better be going."

"Why?" Mike asked.

"I can get a taxi," Liz said, avoiding the questions, "and I'll be home in

a little while."

Mike looked around the table. The others were all gone now. They'd all

gotten up to dance and he and Liz were alone.

"I'll be the only one here at the table," Mike said, looking back at Liz.

"Won't you stay a little while and keep me company?"

"I'm afraid I can't," Liz said. She was about to get up.

"So you go suffer in your taxicab," Mike said, a strange sad look

crossing his face, "and I'll sit here and suffer at the table. All right?"

This man who was supposed to be so funny and gay, she thought to her-

self

—

why did he say what he'd just said; why did he say it the way he had?

She started to say no again, too. T!ut this time she found that she couldn't,

that the simple little word wouldn't come out.

"Well, all right," she said instead, "but for just a little while. . .
."

Mike Todd faced the greatest challenge of his life when he set out to

bring Liz Taylor, the woman he'd fallen immediately in love with, back

to life. He started, a few nights after they met, by asking her out for dinner.

Liz said yes the first time. But then no, the second, third and fourth times.

Now he tried sending her gifts, all of them beautiful, all of them

expensive. Liz returned every one of them.

One day he sent a bracelet, studded with what must have been a hundred

diamonds. That day Liz phoned him.

"Mike," she said. "I can't accept this. It's wonderful, but
—

"

She listened to his interruption for a moment.

"Mike," she said, "look. I want you to stop this. I'm not good for this

kind of thing any more. You're trying to make me fall in love with you and

you don't deserve me, nor my troubles—not anything about me."

Again she listened.

"Please, Mike," she said, interrupting him now, her voice desperate,

"please. I'm miserable. I feel all miserable and wilted inside. Please don't

make me want to love again. Yes, we went out once. I enjoyed it. Maybe

I enjoyed it too much. I don't know. But please don't make me want to

love again. Not now. Not now. . .

."

She shook her head as he took over on the other end.

"No." she said.

"No."

"No."

"No."



She was about to hang up, when suddenly, as if she were afraid he might

not call again, she cried out, "Mike? ... all right . . . dinner . . . tonight

. . . all right!"

Then she did hang up.

The next few months had a miraculous effect on Liz. The headaches that

had been so frequent were now so rare. The spinal pains that had plagued

her these last few years seemed to become less and less agonizing. And the

barren, battered hurt in her heart was gone, wiped away by Mike and the

hundred days and the thousand hours he'd spent with her.

She loved Mike Todd. And he loved her.

And he had asked her to be his wife when her divorce from Michael

Wilding became final.

And what could be more beautiful?

Except tonight, as she sat there alongside Mike watching him play gin

rummy with three of his cronies—while their wives sat talking on a couch

on the other side of the room—the ugly doubt swept suddenly through her

mind.

It was strange that it should come just now, while watching Mike puffing

casually on his cigar, his sleeves rolled up, thinking about nothing more

serious than what card to play next—strange in a way that it should have

come at all.

But it came, and it came with a fury, this doubt of Liz'! And as much

as she tried to snap it from her mind, she couldn't.

/ love him, yes . . . she thought, as she looked at him.

But . . . my husband-to-be?

There have been other husbands in my life.

Two.

And with both of them it was fine, before the wedding; not wonderful

like this, but good enough, I thought.

But then, after, there was nothing.

Was there respect after a while?

No.

Was there love?

No.

What was there but fighting and crying and bitterness?

And why should it be different with you, Mike?

Why should it turn out to be any different with you if I'm still me and

you're a man and it turned out so bad with the other two men I'd thought

I loved?

Why, Mike?



She loved Mike Todd,

and he loved her;

but ugly doubts kept

sweeping through her mind.



The trip to Moscow

had been fun .

.

but now was the time

for big decisions.



Why?"

The doubt kept pushing from within her brain, against her forehead, like

an invisible knife trying to carve a warning on it, till finally the edge of

the knife got sharper and sharper and sharper, and not able to stand it

anymore, she said, "Mike, I'd like to leave."

"What, honey?" he asked, not looking up from his hand.

"I've got a headache, Mike," Liz said, "and I'd like to go home and

go to bed."

"We've got to stay awhile," Mike said. "I'm not finished playing yet."

Liz' headache seemed to grow worse by the minute.

"Mike," she said, getting her dander up, "I'm saying that I want to leave."

"Yeah?" Mike asked, angry-sounding. "Well, I'm saying that you should

shut up. You hear? Shut up!"

The room was suddenly very quiet as everyone stopped what they were

doing and turned to look at Liz. For a moment she sat there rigid; then

she stifled the tears that had begun to pour into her eyes.

Mike leaned over and reached for her hand.

"What's the matter honey?" he asked, "did I hurt your feelings?"

Liz shook her head.

"So what's the matter?" Mike asked.

But all Liz could do now was continue to shake her head.

The time would come, maybe, when she would tell Mike what she really

felt at this moment—that there had been other men in her life who'd shouted

at her, and she'd resented it and been hurt by it and been made furious by

it; but when Mike had come along, she found she might resent it and might be

hurt or furious, but she obeyed him, willingly, and had continued to sit there

beside him and wait for as long as he wanted her to wait.

No, she couldn't tell him that now, not in front of all these people.

Maybe she would never tell him.

But she would always remember it, she thought to herself, for the years

and years and years she would be Mrs. Mike Todd. . . .

They were exhausted. But that didn't stop them from smiling as they

drove up the driveway and heard that old familiar crunch of gravel under

the wheels of the car again, as they drove into the garage and smelled its

old musty smell again, as they got out of the car and—leaving the baggage

in the trunk till morning—held hands and walked back into the house.

The trip to Moscow had been fun. As had been the stops they'd made in

Paris and London and New York and Chicago on the way home. But now,

finally, they were home. And it felt good, so good.



Mike snapped on the living room light and Liz threw her arms around

him.

"Happy homecoming, Mr. Todd," she said.

"Happy homecoming, Mrs. Schwartzkopf," he said back.

"Come on," Liz said then, excited, taking his hand and rushing him up-

stairs. It was after midnight and the children were all in bed. But there

was no law saying that they couldn't be peeked at by the two people who

loved them very much and had missed them very much these past three weeks.

First they went to peek at Liz' two handsome sons by Michael Wilding,

Michael Jr. and Christopher, snug in their little twin beds next to the nursery.

Then they tip-toed over to the nursery itself for a good long peek at tiny

Liza, their baby, named after her mother at Mike's insistence, seven months

old now and all pink and pretty and fast asleep on her little round stomach.

And then Liz took Mike by the hand again and led him back downstairs.

"Some hot chocolate before we go to bed?" Liz asked.

Liz bounced into the kitchen and Mike stayed in the living room to get

a fire started. When it was just right, he turned out the light.

A moment later Liz came in, carrying two steaming cups.

She put them on the cocktail table, then pulled him down on the rug along-

side her, by the fire.

For a few minutes they sat there, saying nothing, just sipping their hot

drinks and looking at one another, half their faces dark with shadow and the

other half brightened beautifully by the flames.

"Mike," Liz whispered, trying to control her voice, her happiness, "I

would like you to know I am the happiest woman on the face of the earth."

"Good for you," Mike said, trying to hide his own smile.

"I am home," Liz said.

"Uh-huh," said Mike.

"I am home with my husband and my children."

"Uh-huh."

"And I love being home. And I don't ever want to leave it again."

"This husband of yours," Mike reminded her, "he does a lot of traveling."

"I know, I know," Liz said, putting down her cup and snuggling close to

him. "And where you are, Mike, that's home for me. . . . But I mean be-

ing back—it makes me want to stay with you and the children."

Ever since they'd been married, Mike had been trying to talk Liz into

giving up her career in pictures. And always she'd said no. And now he

had a hunch about what she was leading up to.

"You want to quit the business?" he asked, trying to be very casual about it.

"Yes, Mike," Liz said, emphatically, joyously. "I've had the business.

I've had being away ten, eleven hours a day from you, from the children,



Maybe it was old-fashioned of Liz,

but all she wanted now

was to stay home and be Mike Todd's wife

and the mother of his children.
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On the morning

of March 21

Liz woke up with

a cold, and kissed

Mike goodbye-

forever . .

.



taking quick holidays between pictures, having to get back in time so I can

get back—to what? To what?

"Well," Mike said, "you've got a picture that starts rolling next month."

"I'll do that," Liz said. "And then I want to do one for you. I want to make

one wonderful, sign-off, farewell performance—for you. . .
."

For the next half hour they sat and talked about just how wonderfully

different everything would be now that Liz had decided to give up her ca-

reer, once and for all.

"Think, Mike," Liz said at one point, "I'll be able to learn to cook,

finally, and I won't burn steak anymore or make the French fries too crisp

anymore. . .
."

"And, Mike," she said, "there's another thing. The baby. I'd like to tell

the nursemaid tomorrow—that will give her plenty of time to find another

job—that as soon as I've finished the picture, / want to take care of Liza, just

me. Is that all right, Mike? Is that all right with you?"

Mike didn't even have a chance to say yes.

Because Liz already had her arms around him again, and she began to

kiss him again.

"I'm a woman now, Mike," she cried, kissing him. "I'm alive again and

I'm a woman and I'm going to be even more of a woman to you from now

on. You'll see, my darling. You'll see. ..."

On the morning of Friday, March 21—about two weeks later— Liz woke

up with a cold, what seemed to be a common cold.

By mid-afternoon her doctor told her it was worse than that, that she had

a fever of 103 and that no, she couldn't go along with Mike on his import-

ant week-end trip to New York in their new private plane, the Lucky Liz.

That night at eleven o'clock, Liz kissed Mike good-bye and told him to

take care and to hurry back.

And a few hours later, the Lucky Liz crashed in the mountains near Grant,

New Mexico, and Mike was suddenly dead.

Liz sat in the living room, waiting for the car from the studio to come

pick her up. A few days before Mike had been killed, she'd started work

on what she'd planned would be her next-to-last picture . . . the one before her

absolute last one . . . with Mike. . . . Now, this Monday morning, a week and

a half after the funeral, she was ready-—or as ready as she would ever be

—

to get back to work.

She sat alone now, waiting for the car. She looked tired from crying all

day and all night all those long, long days since she'd heard the un-
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Suddenly there was no

place to go but back

.

to the big, lonely world

of Elizabeth Taylor.

believable news about Mike. And her eyes—those big purple eyes Mike
had always bragged about—were red and weary-looking.

But Liz, finally, had made herself stop crying. She knew, as people had

told her, that this was the way Mike would have wanted it—her going back

to work as soon as possible . . . that Mike was a showman; that Mike would be

the first to remind her that nothing must ever stop a show from going on.

So she sat alone now, waiting.

And then after a while there were footsteps and little Liza's nursemaid

came rushing from upstairs on her way to the kitchen to fetch something.

The woman stopped short when she saw Liz.

"Do you really feel well enough to go to the studio today, Mrs. Todd?"

she asked, concerned. "Yes, thank you," Liz said, nodding slightly.

The nursemaid was on her way again when Liz asked her to wait.

"I told you a couple of weeks ago," Liz said, softly, "that I wouldn't need

you any more after the first of July. If—if you haven't made any other plans,

I'd like you to stay on to help me take care of the baby."

"Of course," the woman said.

"I don't know," Liz said, "but I may be starting another picture soon. . .
."

"Of course," the woman said again.

At that moment, the doorbell rang. Liz knew it was the chauffeur from

the studio come to pick her up.

She reached for a coat and went to the door.

"Hello, Mrs. Todd," the chauffeur said.

"Hello," she answered, unsmiling, her eyes blank as she walked slowly past

him to the long black car that waited to drive her, the widow of Mike Todd,

back to the big, lonely world of Elizabeth Taylor. . . . END

For you who have followed the course of Elizabeth Taylor's life for years

through the pages of Modern Screen, we have prepared a special magazine,

an entire Dell publication devoted to the story of her thrilling romance and

marriage with Mike Todd^ and the tragedy that left her a widow at twenty-

five. Called LIZ AND MIKE, it is on sale now at your newsstand—a beauti-

fully written, profusely illustrated tribute to a great love. You'll treasure it

always. The Editor



I didn't dig high school

(Continued from page 41) oil-well tycoons.

So it was kind of natural that on Tom-
my's first day of school he'd felt a little

out of place when he was thrown in the

midst of these big-shots' kids. Sixteen is

a funny age, a sensitive one, and Tommy
|

—just past sixteen at the time—got to

feeling sensitive about a lot of things—like

his six-dollar brown shoes instead of

expensive white buck. And especially like

what happened during the first lunch
period in the cafeteria when a few of the

fellows in his home class had come over
to the table to talk for a while, and one
of them had asked Tommy what college

he planned to go to after school and
Tommy told them he had no plans for

college, that he wanted to be a singer and
a songwriter. And then another fellow had
bluntly asked Tommy about his parents
and Tommy had said very honestly that

his folks were divorced, that his dad was
a musician and that his mom had just got

a job as a saleslady over at Foley's depart-
ment store. After that the fellows hadn't

hung around very long.

This had all affected Tommy pretty

badly. And so, in just two short weeks,
he seemed to have lost all interest in school

—that is, up until this particular morning
when his English teacher noticed him sit-

ting hard at work on Shakespeare.
All's well that ends well, she thought as

she looked down at her watch and noticed

DIRECTION: A veteran Hollywood
director said to some novices: "In

movies the three most difficult

things to direct are (1) children,

(2) animals and (3) Charles Laugh-
ton."

Leonard Lyons
in the New York Post

suddenly that ten minutes had passed.
"Time," she called.

It was when she got to the head of the
fifth row that she noticed that one of her
students was still writing.

'Thomas Sands," she called out, "time!"
But Tommy didn't seem to hear her.

"Mr. Sands," she bellowed, "did you hear
the assignment correctly?"

"Yes, Ma'am," said Tommy.
"As I recall," the teacher said, "the

sonnet begins:
'Tell me where is Fancy bred,
Or in the heart or in the head?'

"

"That's correct, Ma'am," said Tommy.
"Then from which poem of Shakespeare,"

she asked coldly, "are these the first lines?

'I know a gal named Linda Sue,
The most sugar-coated chiclet you ever

knew.'

"

The class roared with laughter.

No place for talent

"Well?" the teacher demanded, shushing
them down and facing Tommy again.

"I . .
." Tommy started to say, "I was

sitting here, Ma'am, and paying close at-
tention, when all of a sudden I got this

idea for a song and—

"

"A song?"
"I like to write songs," Tommy ex-

plained, softly.

The teacher nodded and at the same
time reached for Tommy's pencil. "And
this," she said, "is what 1 like to write on
the papers of inattentive students."
Then she scrawled a big, fat F right

over the lyrics.

Just to make things worse, Tommy had
a little folded-up (Continued on page 61) I
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in Paris. Makes you so nice to be near! Try it tonight.

Easy-to-pack vacation size, 334 New price tor reg. size, 694

EVENING IN PARIS • DEODORANT STICK
CREATED IN RY ROURJOIS ..MADE IN U.S.A. 59



modern screen beauty and fashion

STAY AS YOUNG
AS

YOU ARE
Rules for summer skin care

Tips on the new look in make-up

News about hot weather fashions

E xciting Janet Leigh—whom

you will soon see co-starring

in the Kirk Douglas Production, The Vikings, a

United Artists release—is our choice

of a glamorous young wife, career girl and

mother, who keeps the youthful beauty of her

teens. Janet is a challenging example to every girl

to make a determined effort to always retain the

enviable look of youth. Beauty begins with an

exquisite skin—clean, clear and glowing.

To have a beautiful skin is not enough

;

it must be cared for—always. The skin care

rules of the Hollywood stars are sure-fire,

speedy and successful. The time to start the

routines of skin care is now—

when you {Continued on page 70)

Photo hv Hcssc Studios, Embrce
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Don't be a
borderline blonde!
Be as blonde as you were born to be!

If your hair was born to be blonde—

and isn't— or if you're a brownette

with blonde ambitions, Light and

Bright by Richard Hudnut is for

you. It's a home hair-lightener de-

signed to bring out all the hidden

gold in your hair . . . make you as

blonde as you were born to be.

Light and Bright is so simple and

easy to use; simpler, in fact, than

setting your hair. No messy mixing.

No complicated testing. No worri-

some timing. And Light and Bright

gives you genuine "color control"!

Light and Bright works so gently,

so gradually, you don't have to

worry about getting too blonde too

fast. Each time you use Light and

Bright your hair gets a little lighter,

a little brighter. When ycu reach

just the color that's right, you stop.

Light and Bright contains no am-

monia. It's formulated with a special

built-in conditioner. Wonderful, the

way Light and Bright makes you a

true, natural-looking blonde again

...with lovely shining-soft hair! And
once this gentle home brightener

has brought to light your real

blondeness that mousey look is

gone for keeps. Your new golden

look won't wash out, won't fade.

Guaranteed by Good Housekeeping.

Get a bottle today— be a blonde

beauty tomorrow. Only $1.50 plus

tax for Light and
Bright at cosmetic

counters.

Guaranteed by ^VGood HousekeepingJ
si*»<.._ woSS?'

I didn't dig high school

(Continued from page 59) note thrown on
his desk a few minutes later by one of

the fellows sitting somewhere on his right:

That's F jor Foul-up, hah hah!
Tommy looked around, trying to catch

, the eye of the guy who'd written it. But
I
suddenly all eyes were back at the front

of the classroom, and till this day Tommy
doesn't know who flung the encouraging
little passage at him.

"It hurt," says Tommy, thinking back.

"I guess when you look back a lot of those

little things aren't important anymore. But
at the time . . . they were tough to take. . .

."

Tommy's big ambition

Then there was that coach at school, the

|
one who gave him the toughest and—as he

j

says—the most heart-breaking time he's

ever had.
This all centered around football and

the then-biggest wish in Tommy's life: to

make the school team.
Earlier, as a kid—both in Chicago and

Shreveport, Louisiana, where Tommy had
attended grammar and junior hiqh schools,

respectively—he'd had a big thing with
athletics and had, in fact, made quite a
reputation for himself in basketball.
But football was always his number-one

love, and every night he'd pray to God to

make him big and heavy by the time he
got to high school, just so he could play.

Well, God at the time was busy making
some pretty big plans for one young
Tommy Sands—but unfortunately, for the
moment at least, they had nothing to do
with filling out his skinny little frame.
And so, when Tommy got to Houston and

second-year high, he weighed all of 108.

But try is a big word with Tommy, and
came the middle of that summer between
junior and senior years and he got an idea.

"I knew that some of the fellows on the
team were starting to practice early on
their own, before school started," Tommy
remembers, "and I thought that maybe if

I went to practice with them I could show
what stuff I had in me, despite my weight,
and really impress the coach when he came
back from vacation. That week end before
school started and the coach came back I

didn't think I could stand it, I was so
excited to hear what he was going to say.

"What he said was, 'Who's that toothpick?'
"And he said that if I wanted to, I could

stick around as practice man.
"That's the guy who stands there during

warm-ups while everybody else charges
and tackles him!
"At first, I felt pretty good about this

—

or, I should say, I tried to feel pretty good
about it. But it was just about this same
time that I started to do some local tele-
vision work with my singing and my
guitar, and I'd end up going on the air

after an afternoon of practice with a split

lip or two broken fingers, and I came to
realize that I'd have to give up football.

"Believe me, it was the biggest disap-
pointment of my life not being allowed to
stay on the first-string team.
"And it hurt me, way down, for a long,

long time. . .
."

High school was nearly over with now,
though, with just a little less than a year
to go—but there was one phase of Tommy's
troubles that was only just beginning.

It concerned a girl, a very pretty girl
with long black hair and very blue eyes
and with something about her that made
Tommy flip, from the moment he first met
her. But he was to have only heartbreak.
To begin with, she was rich. And, sec-

ondly, her parents didn't like the idea of
their daughter dating the young singer
from the rooming house down the avenue.
But the girl liked Tommy and Tommy

liked her and, because Tommy was doing
more and more TV work now and managed
for the first time to have some spending
money, they went out lots, to the movies,
to local snack bars for a hamburger and
coke after the show, to the bowling alley

not far from the school, driving in the
used—"Real-used," Tommy laughs

—
'48

Hudson Tommy had saved to buy.
And, once in a while, they went to

parties; small parties given by the few
pals Tommy had made during the last

couple of years, and big fancy parties

given by the big fancy friends the girl

had known all her life.

It was at one of these big parties that

the trouble came.
Tommy and the girl had just walked

into the house where the party was being
given when a young wise-guy from school
came walking up to them, put his hand
on Tommy's shoulder and said, "I've just

got to say hello to this big celebrity.

"I saw you on tv the other night," the
wise guy went on, "and let me tell you,

that makes you a celebrity. Why just look!"

he pointed to Tommy's date. "You never
would have stood a chance of going out
with a girl like her before you—

"

The bitter end

He never got a chance to finish, though.
Tommy's fist shut him up—and a minute
later Tommy and his girl found themselves
standing outside the house, walking back
to Tommy's Hudson, the girl saying not
to worry, that everything was going to be
all right; Tommy saying sure, sure, every-
thing was going to be just fine.

But what Tommy feared—and was ex-
pecting—happened the next night.

He was out with his girl again, driving
around, when the girl whispered, "I think
you'd better take me back home, Tommy."
"Your parents found out . . . about last

night?" Tommy asked. "Yes," she said.

"I can't see you any more," she added.
Tommy knew there was no appeal to

that verdict from her parents.
"But I want you to know, Tommy," the

girl said, after a pause, "that when I'm
older and it comes to looking back at

senior year, at this time of my life . . .

you're the person I'm going to remember."
"Senior year," Tommy sighed. "Man, I've

got something to remember, too. Like
some of the teachers being crazy about
me. And the kids liking me so much. . .

."

The girl put her hand on Tommy's arm.
"You've learned one thing," she said,

trying hard to keep back the tears. "I don't

know if you learned it in school, Tommy,
or at home—or if you were born with it.

But somewhere you've learned what it is

to be a gentleman. . .and this is the part
of you I'll always remember."
"A gentleman?" Tommy asked.

"The nicest," the girl said. "You're a

good person. . .a worthwhile person. And
someday, Tommy, everyone will know."
Tommy continued staring at the road

ahead. . . .

Remember, Tommy? Remember those

lonely days back in high school, those

uncertain, empty days—when you were
just a sad-hearted boy driving his best

girl home for the last time one night,

wondering if what she was saying about
you being a good guy, a worthwhile guy,
was true. . . .

Tommy can't denv that he's gone places.

The record proves that. But he may still

have some doubts about those high school
years that he didn't dig.

If he has, we just hope he gets to know
some of the post-graduate impressions he's

made in the last year or so.

We're sure he'll dig them fine. END

Tommy is in mardi gras for 20th-Fox.



For everyone who loves little people:

Jane Russell's

heart-warming

true-life story--

4003
CHILDREN

MY

Jane Russell put out her finger and the

beautiful, sad-faced baby grabbed it.

"What's his name?" she asked the

nurse.

"Klaus." the woman told her.

"Klaus." Jane repeated, looking at the

baby again. She played around with the

name a little. "Klaussss?" she asked, her

voice shrill. Then low, like a foghorn

:

"Klauuuus . . . Klauuuus."

Slowly, the baby began to smile. He
was beautiful, indeed, one of the most

beautiful babies Jane had ever seen. And
she'd seen hundreds of babies here in

Europe during the past two weeks—in

practically every orphanage in still-war-

ravaged Italy, France and Germany; a

few fat babies, lots of skinny babies, a

few happy babies, lots of sad babies, a

few babies with rosy cheeks and energy

in their little limbs, a lot of them sallow-

skinned and sick and lying in their make-

shift cribs twenty-four hours a day,

barely moving, barely eating, knowing at

even their young ages that nobody was

ever going to come take them, that it

would be like this—lonely and without

love—forever.

"I'd love to have him," Jane said now

about Klaus to the nurse at the last or-

phanage she was visiting in Frankfurt,

Germany.

"He looks," the nurse said, "as if he

shares your feelings."

Jane kissed the baby. Then she shot up

from her knees. (Continued on page 76)
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THIS IS THE ARTICLE
{April issue of Modem Screen)

that started a storm

in Hollywood

And this is the sister Ven-

etia never admitted having

. . . the half-brothers she

never mentioned . . . the

mother whose heart is

breaking because of her

daughter's words. . . .
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AN OPEN LETTER

TO VENETIA STEVENSON

FROM HER MOTHER:

"I can't understand
why you want to hurt

me, darling"

My
dear- Venetia,

I think the time has come to give my side of the

story. ...

Up until now I have refused to answer any attacks

on me that have supposedly been made by you. However,

there were some glaring discrepancies in the story you

wrote for the April issue of Modern Screen-

Fll Never Marry Again

by Venetia Stevenson

I hope, Venetia, that you will believe me when I say

that I would not willingly hurt you for the world. And

I just cannot understand why you would want to

hurt me.

Perhaps the reason is that you have been hurt by the

failure of your own marriage, and that—maybe without

even realizing it—instinctively you want to hurt some-

one else in return. And obviously your mother makes a

most vulnerable target.

But blaming your broken marriage on your parents'

divorce—this is not a very brave attitude, Venetia, to

blame your mistakes on other people. I remember as a

baby you'd trip over something, and you'd stamp your

foot and say, "See what you made me do."

In the past, Venetia, I have tried—and failed—to get

across to you many important facts about us . . . about

you and me as mother and daughter.

I've failed. ...

I'm trying again, now, by taking your own words in

Modern Screen—and trying to clarify what seems to be

exaggerated and built up from an imaginative child-

hood memory. Some of this childish misconception is

not too unusual. I remember the entrance hall of my
childhood home in England as tremendously large.

When I returned as a grown-up, I was surprised to find

it was of average size.

Perhaps I can help you see yourself now, and then, in

real-life size, by showing you the truth. . . .

Your words, Venetia, from the story you wrote : IF I

SEEM TO FEEL SO STRONGLY ABOUT THE TERRIBLE RESULTS OF

AN unsuccessful marriage, it's {Continued on page 81)
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$100 for you!
Fill in the form below as soon as you've read all the stories in this issue. Then mail it

to us right away because each of the following readers will get $10—the one who
sends us the first questionnaire we open; the 1 00th; the 200th; the 400th; the 600th;

the 800th; the 1 000th; the 1500th; the 2000th; the 3000th. Mail your ballot to:

MODERN SCREEN POLL, BOX 2291. GRAND CENTRAL STATION, N.Y. 17, N.Y.

Please check the space left of the one phrase which best answers each question:

1. I LIKE DEBRA PAGET:
more than almost any star Q a lot

fairly well very little not at all

n am not very familiar with her
I READ: nail of her story Opart none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

2. I LIKE LANA TURNER:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well D very little D not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: nail of her story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely D fairly well

very little not at all

3. I LIKE HOPE LANGE:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I LIKE DON MURRAY:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little O not at all

H am not very familiar with him
I READ: Dall of their story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-com-
pletely D completely D fairly well

D very little D not at all

4. I LIKE NATALIE WOOD:
D more than almost any star D a lot

D fairly well D very little not at all

D am not very familiar with her
I LIKE BOB WAGNER:

D more than almost any star D a |ot

D fairly well D very little D not at all

D am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of their story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-com-
pletely D completely D fairly well

D very little D not at all

5. I LIKE JANET LEIGH:
more than almost any star D a lot

D fairly well very little D not at all

D am not very familiar with her
I LIKE TONY CURTIS:

D more than almost any star D a lot

D fairly well D very little D not at all

D am not very familiar with him
I READ: all oftheirstory Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-com-
pletely D completely D fairly well

D very little not at all

6. I LIKE FRANKIE AVAL0N:
D more than almost any star D a lot

fairly well D very little D not at all

am not very familiar with him

I READ: Dall of his story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-com-
pletely D completely D fairly well

D very little D not at all

7. I LIKE CAROLYN JONES:
more than almost any star D a lot

D fairly well D very little D not at all

D am not very familiar with her
I READ: Dall of her story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-com-
pletely O completely D fairly well

D very little D not at all

8. I LIKE TOMMY SANDS:
D more than almost any star D a lot

D fairly well D very little D not at all

D am not very familiar with him
I READ: Dall of his story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-com-
pletely Q completely D fairly well

D very little D not at all

9. I LIKE LIZ TAYLOR:
D more than almost any star D a lot

fairly well very little D not at all

D am not very familiar with her
I READ: Dall of her story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: O super-com-
pletely D completely D fairly well

D very little D not at all

10. I LIKE JANE RUSSELL:

D more than almost any star D a lot

D fairly well D very little D not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: Dall of her story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-com-
pletely p completely D fairly well

D very little D not at all

11. I LIKE VENETIA STEVENSON:
D more than almost any star D a lot

D fairly well D very little D not at all

D am not very familiar with her
I LIKE ANNA LEE:

D more than almost any star D a lot

D fairly well D very little not at all

D am not very familiar with her
I READ: Dall oftheirstory Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-com-
pletely D completely D fairly well

D very little D not at all

12. I READ: R all Of LOUELLA PARSONS
IN HOLLYWOOD D Part D none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D completely

D fairly well D very little D not at all

13. The stars I most want to read about are:

(1) _ (1).

(2)

(3)

(2) .

(3) .

AGE. NAME.

ADDRESS

CITY ZONE . , STATE

.

Here are the poll prize winners for April: Mary McCulloch, Chicago, III.; Margit Knud-

sen, Missoula, Montana; Irvin Winters, Torrance, Calif.; Mrs. Doris Alexander, Sanford,

Fla.; Helen M. Smith, Rockville, Md.; Peggy Walsh, Philadelphia, Pa.; Grace Gains,

Waterford, Calif.; Joan A. Tucher, Wilmington, Del.; Judy Page, London, Ontario,

Canada; Bettie Burns, Valley Station, Ky.
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here's how you can help cheryl

(Continued from page 30) knew you were
on the way. How excited they were; how
happy! And your father came home with
a huge toy you wouldn't be able to play
with for years; and your mother pored
over names for her baby, while your
grandmothers sewed curtains for the nur-
sery and Sunday carriage covers. It was
a time of rejoicing in your house.
But there wasn't much to rejoice about

when Cheryl was on the way.

A baby—but no marriage

You see, her mother had just found
out she was not legally married.
Maybe it was nobody's fault; maybe

Steve Crane really believed his divorce
had come through before he married
Lana Turner; maybe his not-quite-ex-
wife thought so too. It didn't make much
difference to Lana whose fault it was.
All that mattered was that her first

baby would be considered, by most of the
world—an illegitimate child.

Heartless? Unjust? Yes. But people
are like that, some of them. To prevent
them from hurting her baby, the mother-
to-be had her marriage—which was no
marriage legally—annulled. Then, when
Steve's divorce finally came through, she
remarried him. Whether they were still

in love, whether any love could have
survived the scandal, no one could say.

But they married again, and the baby
had a name.
You would have thought that then, at

last, there would be time for plans, for

joy. There was no time for anything

—

but prayer.
For the doctors told Lana she had an

RH negative factor in her blood; that she
should not have this baby at all; that she
should end her pregnancy with a legal

operation. For if she went through with
it, she could very possibly die.

"Then I will die," Lana said. "But I'm
going to have my baby."
She meant it. She has made mistakes;

she has done the wrong thing many, many
times; she has brought harm to her baby
—but no one in this world can ever ac-

cuse her of not wanting Cheryl, of not
loving her every minute of her life

—

and even before.
L<->ve there was. And even hope.
But not the kind of happiness that

preceded your birth. Not joy.

The child is born

On July 25, 1944, Cheryl Crane was
born.
And almost died.

They had to give the baby transfusion
after transfusion, pump new, living blood
into her to replace her own, to keep her
alive. The RH negative factor almost took
Cheryl from Lana. It did keep her from
seeing her baby at all for three full days
after she was born, days when other new-
born infants were lying content in their

mothers' arms, being loved and caressed.

For Cherry, only needles and syringes
and the anxious faces of doctors. Only
fear.

But . she lived, and of course Lana did

too. Lived to ride home in a big limou-
sine to a nursery in a mansion, and a

nurse who would look after her while
Mother was away.
And Mother was away a good deal.

Maybe your mother had to work too,

when you were young. But probably not.

Almost surely, you were not bathed by
strangers' hands, put to bed with a

stranger's kiss. Surely, your mother's
face was the one you gave your first smile
to; her outstretched arms were the ones
into which you took your first, unsure
steps.



But Cherry was with her nurse mostly.

Again, it was nobody's fault. Not
Steve's fault that his star had not yet

begun to shine, that he wasn't earning

much. Not Lana's fault that she was
the one to buy the groceries, working at

the only job she knew and loved. And
really, not their fault that being young,
and having had more than their share

of trouble, they hadn't put aside a nest-

egg they could have lived on for a while.

Besides, the studio would have had
harsh words for a woman who stays

home for months at a time, letting her
public forget her while she played with

a baby.
So while your mother was changing

your diapers and coaxing curls on top

of your head, Cherry's mother was mak-
ing movies and posing for stills—and rush-
ing home at night for a few precious
minutes with her child, for a kiss and
a hug and an attempt to cram all her
love into one embrace, one lullaby.

And all the while her marriage was
falling apart about her ears.

"I always tried," Lana told a reporter

once, "never to let Cherry hear a quar-
rel or get involved in unpleasantness."

No real secret

But there are no walls thick enough
to keep the sound of angry voices from
the ears of a year-old girl. There are

no smiles broad enough to hide the
tension and the terror from the knowing
eyes of a child. Any psychiatrist will tell

you that. Any child whose home has
been destroyed will tell you, too.

At the age when your parents were
taking you for your first short walks,
one on either side, holding your hands in

theirs—Cherry's parents were battling

for her custody in a divorce suit, dragging
her name through the papers.
And now, another battle for her custody

is going on; her name is again dragged
through the papers, as she faces the ago-
nizing decision of who she loves more

—

her mother or her dad.

Everything kept changing

Time went by; years passed; Cherry
started school. How many schools have
you been to? Probably only three: a
grammar school, a junior high, a high
school.

Cherry has lost count of how many
she has attended. Or why she left.

There were the schools where the
children tormented her whenever her
mother's name was in the papers—which
was almost every day. Lana—loving her
little girl, trying to give her some sort
of normalcy—would visit the teachers and
ask that they treat Cherry like any other
little girl, not give her privileges be-
cause of who she was. But she couldn't
visit the children and ask them not to
torment her daughter for the same rea-
son.

There were the schools where all the
children were stars' offspring, and some
of them wore pint-sized mink coats to
class. There were the private schools and
the Catholic schools, the schools in Holly-
wood, and in England and in Mexico and
in Switzerland; there were the schools
she almost went to, but not quite. And
always, every time there was a change

—

there was the terror.

Would the kids like her? Would she
lose a grade? Would the work be beyond
her?

It isn't easy, never to know.
And there was more that could change.
There were the men in Lana's life

—

and therefore, in Cherry's.
What can you say about that? Lana was

young and beautiful; she needed love.
Perhaps she was looking for a good man

< Advertisement)

The Opposite Sex

and Your Perspiration
By Valda Sherman

Did you know there are two kinds of perspiration?

"Physical," caused by work or exertion; and "nervous,"

stimulated by emotional excitement.

Doctors say this "emotional perspiration" is the big

offender in underarm stains and odor. It is caused by
special glands that are bigger, more powerful, pour out more perspiration.

And this kind of perspiration causes the most offensive odor.

Science has discovered that a deodorant needs a special ingredient

specifically formulated to overcome this offensive "emotional perspiration"

odor. And now it's here . . . the remarkable ingredient Perstop*—the most
effective, yet the gentlest odor-stopping ingredient ever discovered— and
available only in the new cream deodorant arrid.

Use ARRID daily and you'll be amazed how quickly this new ARRID with

Perstop* penetrates deep into the pores and stops this "emotional perspi-

ration" odor. Stops it as no roll-on, spray-on, or stick could ever do.

You rub ARRID in— rub perspiration out . . . rub arrid in— rub odor out.

When the cream vanishes, you know you are safe, even when you are

nervous or stimulated by emotional excitement. Doctors have proved
that this new arrid with Perstop* is actually IV2 times as effective as

all leading deodorants tested.

Remember— nothing protects you like a cream . . . and no cream pro-

tects you like arrid with Perstop*. So don't be half-safe. Be completely
safe. Use arrid with Perstop* to be sure. Only 43^ plus tax.
• Carter Products trademark for sulfonated hydrocarbon surfactants.

give her more babies and a home. A
woman can understand that.

But a little girl, wide awake at three
in the morning doesn't understand. She
knows only that Mommy has gone out
again, all perfume and furs, with a man
named Mr. Jaeger, or Mr. Bey or Mr.
Power—or even Uncle Something-or-
other. She knows only that if she can
keep her eyes open long enough, eventu-
ally there will be a crunch of tires in the
driveway below her window, and her
mother's soft voice saying goodnight at

the door. Then Cherry could roll over at

last and pull the covers up and go to

sleep.

Mommy was home safe again.

But in the morning, the old questions
would rise to haunt her. Other little girls'

mothers stay at home at night. Other
little girls' mothers don't kiss any men
but Daddy.
But Cherry's mother could be seen on

any movie screen, in any magazine, kissing

lots of different men.
And Cherry's daddy comes over only

in the morning or afternoon. And though
he and Mommy are polite, they never
kiss. They don't even seem to have much
to say.

Why, why, why?
Sometimes, gradually, the men would

narrow down to two or three—and then
there'd be only one coming to dinner,

calling for Mommy. Around then, he'd
start getting friendlier with Cheryl.
They'd go on picnics together, take a
boat ride, play games. Sometimes he'd
bring her presents. Sometimes he was
awfully nice.

Cheryl would get to like him, to look
forward to his coming. She would tell

Mommy so, and Mommy's eyes would
sparkle. Once or twice she even came

her arms around her, and whisper, "How
would you like a new Daddy, darling?
Would you like to have Uncle come live

here with us?"
Sleepily, Cherry would nod. Happily,

she would wait.
But Uncle never came.
All of a sudden, he wasn't around any

more. And Mommy went around red-
eyed and gloomy; Grandmother couldn't
cheer her up, the whole house seemed to

grow dark.
The newspapers would then print that

Lana Turner had jilted another man. But
Cherry, with the sure knowledge of a
child, knew that Mommy had not left, but
had been left, by a man. That Mommy
was hurt and lonesome and cried in the
night.

Loneliness again

Finally Mommy would begin to bright-
en. The furs and the jewels would come
out of their hiding places again. The
phone would start to ring, the cars would
begin to appear at the door at eight—and
Cherry would resume her lonely vigils at

the window till Mommy came home. . . .

At the age when your mother was your
God, who knew everything, saw every-
thing, could make anything right—Cherry
knew that her mother needed protection
and help. And that there was no one to

give it—but Cherry.
And then Lana married again, and they

went to live with Bob Topping in his big
house.

It should have been wonderful. But it

wasn't.
Of all the men Mommy had ever brought

to meet her, Bob Topping was the least

likely to succeed with Cherry.
Why, it's hard to say. He tried hard.

He talked to her and asked her ques-Ml
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her presents. He bought her dresses
and toys and even a little pony to ride.

Maybe he just wasn't good with chil-

dren. Maybe there was something in his

voice, something in the feel of his plump
hand on Cherry's shoulder, that said
plainer than words that he'd rather be
with grown-ups, that he wished Cherry
wasn't there.

It just didn't work
She just didn't like him. She just

couldn't help shrinking a little into her-
self when he came by. She knew she
should be happy because Mommy was
happy, because this man wasn't going to

go away. But she couldn't help comparing
him with her slender, handsome, easy-
going 'real' daddy. She couldn't help
wishing for what she already knew was
impossible.
She had a new dress for the wedding,

but no one noticed. Mommy had said it

would be quiet and pretty, but the room
was suddenly jammed with reporters and
cameramen, and there were loud voices
and laughter that wasn't nice, and Bob

—

whom she was to call Pop—got red in the
face and Mommy, for all her smiles,

looked like she was going to cry.

It was a mess.
After the wedding Cherry tried to set-

tle down. But the tension between her
and Bob got worse instead of better. Lana,
watching it, grew tense herself and found
herself taking sides in ridiculous argu-
ments. Sometimes, Cherry knew, Lana
and Bob fought over her in their room.
Once she even heard her mother say, "For
heaven's sake—keep your voice down or

the baby will hear!" Then a door
slammed, and that night she heard no
more.
She didn't have to hear.
She knew what was going on, and she

was afraid.

Then, suddenly," everything was all right

again.
Mommy was going to have a baby!
Lana walked about, wreathed in smiles.

Bob's voice lost its harshness. The joy
was contagious. Cherry didn't even ob-
ject when Mommy asked her if she would
mind going to stay with Grandmother for

a while, so Mommy could rest completely
while she waited for Cherry's brother or

sister to arrive. Cherry didn't mind. She
loved Grandmother.

So she went, and Lana went to the
country. She wrote all the time. One
day Cherry overheard someone say that

Lana didn't look well, didn't seem to be
feeling so well either.

Cherry took pencil and paper, drew a
picture of a bird. "I wish I could fly to

you," she wrote, "because I love you so

much."
But it was Lana who flew to Cherry a

few weeks later. She had lost the baby. . .

.

And soon after, her marriage died too.

Life went on, but not in any way you
would recognize, not in any form you
have ever known. Lana's work took her
far afield; when she was going to be away
for a long time, she had a choice of up-
rooting Cherry again, moving her, chang-
ing her school—or leaving her with Grand-
mother and the servants, to grow up
without her mother. Whichever she did,

she was sure to be criticized for it. Which-
ever she did, her mother's heart told her
it was wrong.

It all begins again

But there was no help for it.

And of course men came and went. The
most important of them was Fernando
Lamas. He had children of his own, back
in South America, and he was easy and
good with Cherry. "He loves my little

girl, and she's devoted to him," Lana told

reporters, glowing again.

But she was wrong.
Cherry liked him, admired him. But

love him? She didn't dare to love. She
had tried that, and lost, before.

Nonetheless, she did fall in love. With
a big, good-looking man named Lex
Barker.
She just couldn't help it.

He was kind. He was fun. He could
teach a little girl to ride a horse or
swim or—hadn't he been Tarzan?—to
swing from a tree. He was smart; liked
to help with homework. He had children
of his own, and one of them, Lynn, was
just about Cherry's age. Lynn, too, was
the child of parents who had been mar-
ried and divorced, married and divorced.
She knew what it was like. You could
be yourself with Lynn, talk over your
problems, giggle together. She became
Cherry's best friend. Together they would
gang up on Lynn's little brother, 'Zan, to

tease him, to feel secure and grown-up.
Lana saw more and more of Lex.

Breathless with hope, Cherry tried to
hold herself in, not to get hurt. In her
effort to resist, she was positively stand-
offish to Lex. But all the time, her eyes
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followed him about, pleading silently Be
good to my mother. Love her. Marry her.

Never mind the scandal

That hope kept her going all the while
Lana and Lex toured Europe together,

scandalizing the world. It kept her going
no matter what anvone said.

And when, finally, word came that

Grandmother Turner was to bring Cherry
and Lynn and Zan to Italy for the wed-
ding, that they were wanted to actually

go along on the honeymoon—for the first

time in her life Cheryl knew the meaning
of joy.

The world began anew.
Nothing could go wrong.
The house was filled with laughter and

with love. Lex's children came to stay
for a whole year. Lana and Lex couldn't
be home all the time, but they never
missed a birthday, never missed a Christ-
mas. If they were going to be away
for long, they never failed to send for

the kids. Changing schools didn't matter
much when there was Lynn to change,
too. There was talk about a house in

Acapulco, where the beach rolled right

down from the door and the water was
so blue you could die.

There were little things like Lex mak-
ing Mommy relax her rules—Mommy had
always been pretty strict, maybe because



she worried so when she wasn't at home.
Now she let Cherry go on Girl Scout
over-night hikes and ride taxis alone.

There were big things, like having a

home at last.

Try to imagine yourself in Cheryl
Crane's place.

And then try to imagine learning that

there was going to be a divorce.

Maybe she should have guessed. Things
had gone wrong for a while. Mommy had
lost another baby. Lynn and Zan had
gone home to their real mother. Cherry
had gone for a vacation on a Wyoming
ranch and fell off a horse and had a con-
cussion that brought Mommy out in a
hurry, looking strained and worried.
How shocking would all this be to you?

The beginning of the end

Enough so that a few months later, on
your way back to school with a girl friend

after vacationing at her house, everything
suddenly becomes too much for you? So
that you can't bear to go back to school,

to the prying eyes, the nasty questions

—

and you can't go home, because all the
things that made up 'home' have suddenly
disappeared? Enough so that you could
grab your suitcase and climb out of the

taxi and tell your friend, "Go on without
me—I'm not going back?"
Could you have been the girl wander-

ing the streets of one of the worst slums
in the world, your suitcase in your hand,
frightened and lonely, with nowhere to

go and nothing to do? Could you have
been the one picked up by a kindly man,
asked who you were?
"Why don't you go home, honey?"
"Because—because I haven't got a home!

My folks have split up!"
Could that voice, those tears, have been

yours?
It was Cherry, of course, whose mother

and 'real' father rushed to the police sta-

tion to pick her up. It was Cherry who
went home with Lana, numb and shaken,
who knew life had to go on, who changed
schools still another time, and tried again.

But couldn't it have been you?
And if it were your life, your mother

—

wouldn't your heart have been too tired,

too numb, by now, to care who the next
men were? Wouldn't you have looked
at their gifts with a slightly jaded eye?
Would it really have helped to be sud-
denly growing tall and beautiful,
to have evening gowns and jewelry, to

have your picture in the paper?
Not very much. It didn't help Cherry.
It didn't help either that her mother's

newest beau was handsome Johnny
Stompanato. It didn't help that he really

seemed to like Cherry, that he gave her
bigger gifts than he could afford, that he
wrote her notes and took her places.

And it didn't help a bit to have the
kids at school tell her just who and
what they thought Johnny was: a gigolo,

a bodyguard for a crook, an under-
world character.

It didn't help to wonder what Mommy
saw in him, why he went to England with
her.

And then, because Lana could never
bear to be separated for long from her
daughter, Cherry came to England too.

She made the flight alone, dressed in a
grown-up suit, looking older than her
fourteen years, feeling as she always
felt, both older and younger than she
was. She moved into the house Mommy
had taken in London while she made a
movie.
And she made friends with the ser-

vants in the house, the housekeeper. She
liked them. They seemed to like her.
They seemed to want, as so many people
want, to protect her.
But they couldn't help talking among
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And Cherry couldn't help overhearing

their stories.

Imagine yourself learning slowly, with
ever-growing horror, that your mother's
boyfriend had threatened in this very
house to beat her to a pulp. That there
had been the sounds of blows and of cries;

that the neighbors had called the police.

Imagine finding out that the servants
were afraid sometimes to go to your
mother's room—because they thought
they might find her dead!
Would another pony make up for that?
Wouldn't you ask and ask and ask

yourself, as Cherry did, why her mother
let this go on; why she went on writing
to this man after he got thrown out of

the country? Wouldn't you torture your-
self wondering what was wrong with
your mother that she kept on seeing this

awful man?
Wouldn't you imagine to yourself, as

Cherry did, that when your mother went
off to Acapulco with him it was because
he must have some terrible hold over her
that not all the smiles could hide?
And then one terrible night in March,

suppose you heard voices—your mother's
voice, Johnny Stompanato's voice

—

screaming out things that brought back
terrifying memories, servants' stories,

never-buried fears. Suppose you heard:
"I'll kill you! I'll ruin you so no man

will ever look at you! I'll get you sooner
or later

—

"

What else was there to do?
Suppose you heard your mother gasping

in terror, choking—and even in the midst
of her fear, trying to silence this man
lest you should hear—
Wouldn't you be overwhelmed, swept

away with pity and terror, raised to your
feet by emotions you should never have
known, responsibilities too heavy for your
shoulders?

Mightn't you have run to the kitchen
and grabbed the first weapon your hands
touched—a knife so new the price tag
was still on it?

Couldn't it have been you rushing to

your mother's room . . . seeing her white
face, seeing the man standing over her
with his arms raised

—

Couldn't you have been the one to

shout, "Mother, you don't have to take
that!"

Mother, you don't have to live like

this, be afraid like this. Mother, every-
thing in the world has gone wrong! Moth-
er, you can't help me but I can help you!
Could your hand have killed a man?
If you had been Cheryl Crane?
The kindest, most understanding words

of all, they say, are these:

There, but for the Grace of God, go I.

Can you bring yourself to say those
words, to feel that love? Can you count
your own blessings, and feel pity for

those who have lived without them? Can
you understand that no matter how legal-

ly this was 'justifiable homicide,' no mat-
ter what disposition the court makes of

Cheryl now—she will live with this

tragedy for the rest of her life . . . have to.

More than anyone else, you who are
near her age, who have lived the life

she should have had, you can help her
now.
Only you can tell her We understand.

We wish you a brighter future.
Will you write to Cheryl today? Will

you say to her:
There, but for the Grace of God, go we

all. . .

.

Lana can be seen in U-l's The Lady
Takes A Flyer, 20th-Fox's Peyton Place
and Paramount's Another Time, Another
Place. 69_
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stay as young as you are

(Continued from page 60) are young. Even
I

the most beautiful skin can be glamorized
with care—and the less fortunate skin can >

be speedily improved and also glamorized.
Foremost among the skin care rules of I

the stars is regular and thorough cleans-
ing. The reason the movie stars have such
beautiful skin undoubtedly lies in the fact
that they must cleanse their skin regularly
to remove the theatrical make-up the
cameras require. They cannot become
"cleansing careless," like those of us who
follow other less demanding careers.
The very application of cleansing and !

lubricating preparations causes regular
circulation that every skin needs to keep
it clear and smooth.
When you commence the procedures of

skin care in your youth and continue the
routines you will reach maturity with a
youthful-looking complexion.

It is never too late to begin with cleans-
ing and lubricating preparations that will
promptly give the skin a whole new loot
and the spirit a powerful new lift.

The look of youth in your skin can be
further enhanced by using young colors.

Heed these few important tips for added
summertime glamour.
Don't rely on your sun-tan, a dash of

lipstick and mascara if make-up perfec-
tion is your goal. Of utmost importance is

the rule of constantly deepening the color
of your foundation and powder to keep
pace with your darkening tan. There is

no allure in the pale pink face that tops
neck, shoulders and arms of golden tan.

Choose vibrant lipstick colors to further
dramatize your tan. Select a matching
shade of nail polish and be sure to use it

in summer as faithfully as you do in winter
months—on your fingertips, and on your
toe nails, too.

Don't forget to accentuate your eyes

—

choose several colors and shades of eye
shadow so that you can alternate them at

will to match or contrast your costumes.
The blues are wonderful, the greens and
violets simply striking and so are the
greys and browns when studiously applied
to highlight your costumes. Be sure to
darken your brows—pencil them with the
new straight-across look, not in an arch.
Give your lips the new straight-across
look, too. Avoid the Cupid's bow—use the
straight, wide curve. Use a curler on your
lashes to give the wider open look to your
eyes and then use mascara plentifully. Al-
ways make sure your brush is clean so that
the application won't have a caked look
but will still be ample. Remember, you
can't have the new, fresh, young look in
make-up unless your cosmetics are new.
Stock up your beauty kit as thoughtfully
and completely as you do your closet.

Keep the look of youth in the styling
and care of your hair—and in the choice of
your wardrobe.

Clothes and accessories this season have
three outstanding features: casualness and
simplicity, high color, and novelty. Choose
shoes that are full of fun as well as com-
fort—ones that are of novelty fabric or
trimmed with whimsical ornaments. Select
necklines that are low and flattering and
buy bras that are especially made for
each particular neckline. With the loose,
casual silhouette remember to wear the
newest girdles for the correct figure look.
Wear any color—providing you change
your make-up colors to harmonize. Above
all—for the new, young look—remember
this is a season when you must be all new
from top to toe—a tan and swimsuits will
not carry you through. So break open your
piggy bank now and spend those dollars for
the best buy you'll ever make—a glamor-
ous new you! END



natalie and bob's kind of marriage

(Continued from page 34) the Beverly
Hills Saks Fifth Ave.
Sixty seconds later Natalie pulled up

behind him and rushed out of her car into

Bob's arms like he'd just come back from
five years in Antarctica!
Although heading for the same place to

buy a new gown for Lana, they had taken
separate cars because they had different

business appointments afterwards.
Watching Bob and Nat's 'reunion' were

two little old ladies who were waiting for

their chauffeur to bring their car around.
Whispered one of them, "This can't be the

real thing."

The other one sighed, "I don't know, but
it certainly looks beautiful. . .

."

It was for real, because—geared to being
together constantly—every separation, even
a five-minute one, is a loneliness that
neither can endure. And that's how they
want to live. After six months of marriage
Bob and Natalie act as much like newly-
weds as they did when the minister pro-
nounced them husband and wife at the
little* church in Scottsdale, Arizona, last

December 28th. And it shows ... in their
affectionate hellos and good-byes, their
hand-holding in public and smooching on
television programs ... in their day-by-
day living.

In fact their trip to Saks was a typical
example in more ways than one.

Togetherness

That morning Natalie had casually men-
tioned to Bob that she would like to get a
new summer outfit for her younger sister.

Another husband might have said Why
tell me or at best Fine, I hope you'll find
something cute ... or something to that
effect. Not Bob. "Shall we get it this after-
noon?" he said.

Natalie wasn't surprised at Bob's "we."
They had long ago gotten into the habit
of doing everything together.

"This afternoon is fine," she agreed.
This togetherness operates when other

chores crop up, too.

One girl friend of Natalie's was particu-
larly surprised when she came over for
dinner on the night their housekeeper-cook
was off. Watching Natalie cook dinner was
the first surprise: six months ago, Nat's
culinary activities were pretty well re-
stricted to fixing bologna sandwiches and
opening coke bottles. But this evening
she served a delicious Caesar salad, lamb
chops, vegetables, and a cake—which
tasted somewhat better than it looked!
And then, to top it all off, she wanted

to do the dishes!

Her girl friend could hardly believe her
ears. She remembered all too well the
condition of Natalie's room when she still

lived with her parents. Till after her
mother had a chance to clean it up, it al-
ways looked like a hurricane had torn
through it five minutes before. Natalie
wasn't bothered by having to step across
mountains of books and clothes and toy
tigers to get out into the hallway.
Only Bob wouldn't let her do the clean-

ing up. Since she had fixed the dinner, he
insisted, he was going to take care of that.
But since the two are inseparable, Nat-

alie followed him into the kitchen. And
while he did the dishes, she leaned against
the counter to chat with him—because that
way she can enjoy making a chore almost
a pleasure. . . .

Nat learns to sail

The same thinking goes into everything
they do. Bob loves boating. Okay, if he
enjoyed it—Nat decided—she'd just have
to get to enjoy it too. That kind of think-

even engaged. In those days, Nat wasn't
much of a sailor—and that's putting it

kindly. So just about the time Natalie got
ready to prepare lunch, the sea got rough.
One long look at the tuna salad and potato
chips made her turn green and rush on
deck for some fresh air. If she hadn't
been so much in love with Bob, chances
are she'd never have gone back to sea.

But Bob loved boating, and Natalie loved
Bob. . .

.

So she took some precautions the next
few times they went—a ready-made picnic

lunch which just had to be unwrapped
and served!

It paid off, this wanting to learn to en-
joy the things her guy enjoyed. How differ-

ent was her seamanship—and her ability

to handle food in rough weather, too—the
last time they set out for Catalina.

They'd hardly left their Newport moor-
ing when Natalie went below deck.
When she didn't show up for a while,

Bob shouted out, "What are you doing?"
"I'm fixing a surprise," she hollered back.
Another fifteen minutes went by before

she announced, "Lunch's ready. Here it

comes," and brought up a tray with ham-
burgers, relishes, tomatoes, onions, cook-
ies, coffee, and one dish covered with a
linen napkin.
"What's underneath it?" Bob wanted

to know.
"The surprise I promised you," she

smiled.
When she lifted the napkin, Bob found

some freshly-made biscuits. The fact that
Natalie had gone to the trouble of fixing
them on the tiny stove—and successfully!
—impressed him no end.

More surprises coming

Before they got back to their home
base, there was to be another sort of sur-
prise.

The cruise across the channel had been
pleasant enough, but shortly after they
took off from Avalon the following morn-
ing to get back home, they were engulfed
in thick fog.

At first Natalie thought it was fun to be
"lost." But after a while she began to feel

uneasy, although she wouldn't admit to
Bob that the fog was frightening her.

However, when the sea became rough
as well, he too began to show his concern.
"I don't think we'll make it back to New-
port," he admitted.

Natalie looked at him tensely. "Are we
lost?"

"Of course not," Bob assured her. After
all, he explained, they now had the com-
pass his father had given them, and he
could steer by it. There was nothing to
worry about, he kept telling her. After
all, there was no use in worrying Nat. . . .

Bob still won't admit any moments of

doubt, of unsureness about knowing
enough about compass readings to make
certain they got back to the island, and
even when they did, that he could navi-
gate into a cove without running up on a
reef. Because that's just what they man-
aged to do, find themselves a quiet cove
where they anchored for the night.
And as far as Natalie is concerned, she

was darn glad she was out there with Bob,
rather than sitting at home and worrying
about the fog and the man she loved out
there in it . . . alone.
They admit that their brand of married

bliss does have some drawbacks. Not with-
in their own relationship, but in their at-
titude toward others—or more correctly,
theirs to them.
For instance, when Bob had to leave for

the Arizona location of The Hunters, Nat-
alie decided to go along. Because the
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weather was unusually good, director Dick
Powell suddenly set ahead the shooting

schedule a couple of days with almost no
advance notice. When she heard about it,

Nat found herself torn between a lunch-
eon date with a fan writer—or being with
Bob. Although she hated to break the ap-
pointment, she asked the studio to explain

the situation to the writer and suggest

another day for them to get together.

The writer interpreted Natalie's attitude

as indifference on her part and might pos-

siby still be carrying a grudge if he hadn't

realized the next time he saw them to-

gether how much in love Natalie is, and
that her decision was never intended as a

slight. Others might not be so broad-
minded.

Impossible demands
For that matter, her own studio felt the

effect when they called her one morning
to ask her to go on a personal appearance
tour for the nation-wide openings of

Marjorie Morningstar.
"How long am I supposed to stay away?"

Natalie asked unenthusiastically.
"Eleven days," she was told.

"Eleven days! That's impossible!" she
cried out.

"Why?"
"Because I couldn't be separated from

my husband that long!"
In the end she went; she had to.

The separation proved to be as hard on
Bob as on Natalie, although it was more
apparent with her. . . .

He was taking her to Union Station the
evening she took off for Chicago with his

secretary, Nina, and her hairdresser,

Connie.
During dinner Natalie had acted so

pointedly cheerful that it didn't take a
psychiatrist to know she was putting on
an act. Yet as they drove toward the sta-

tion, she became progressively more quiet
and said hardly a word when she finally

climbed onto the train.

Bob did his best to cheer her up and
seemed just about to have succeeded in

keeping her from breaking up altogether
when the conductor shouted, "All Aboard."
Then Natalie couldn't hold back her

tears any longer and started to sob.

As Bob was pacing up and down in front
of her compartment, he kept telling him-
self, "This is awful. I wish the train would
start to move. . .

."

When the train finally moved he man-
aged a cheerful smile which fooled no one,
particularly not his bride.

Bob had hardly arrived home when he
got Natalie's first telegram, telling him
how much she missed him. Then the phone
calls each day. And they knew that it was
because they were so used to spending
every moment together and doing every-
thing together. That made separations so
hard for them.
But it's worth the occasional anguish to

them, because this is their plan for a happy
marriage.
What will the personal future hold for

Bob and Natalie?
They had planned to get a house of their

own in Beverly Hills or Holmby Hills
as soon as they could find the right place.
Now, however, with Natalie scheduled to
spend three months in Europe for The
Miracle and Bob determined to work out
his schedule to accompany her, they've
postponed their house purchase till they
come back, at which time they will look
for a large Chinese Modern home to ac-
commodate them and the children they
hope to have ... to complete the happiness
they already enjoy. . . . END

Nat's in Warners' Marjorie Morning-
star. Watch for Bob in 20-Fox's The
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tony and Janet's marriage

(Continued from page 35) she meant it

or not.

This went on till one Sunday about
three months after they were married
when Tony suggested—of all things—

a

grunion hunt. And since they always did
everything together, of course he asked
Janet, "Would you like to come along,

dear?"
She thought about it a few seconds, then

came out with a determined "No, thanks."
Tony didn't think he'd heard right.

Did you say 'no'?"

"That's right. I can't stand running
along the dark beach after those wriggling
little fish!"

"That's wonderful," Tony cried out.

Janet, sounding a little hurt, asked,
"That I don't want to join you?"
"Oh no—that you came out and said so!"

Both started to laugh—because sudden-
ly they realized they had found the cour-
age to be frank with one another. From
then on, their whole relationship was a

lot more relaxed, more comfortable, and
happier—they were married to each other,

not chained; they were two free, separate

souls.

While Janet and Tony gradually estab-
lished a closer, more realistic attitude to-

ward life and one another, they were all

too conscious that a happy marriage is

difficult enough under normal conditions,

but that it takes a very special effort to

succeed in Hollywood.
From the very beginning they realized

that marriages between actors and ac-
tresses are jeopardized primarily by three

threats: being apart much of the time
because of location work and personal ap-
pearance tours; being more exhausted
after a hard day's work in front of the
cameras and consequently more irritable

when they face each other at night; being
in competition career-wise, particularly if

the wife makes the bigger strides.

This last problem solved itself through
the fact that both careers have been go-
ing along pretty much on the same level,

and even more so through Tony's and
Janet's determination to keep their careers
apart.

Two stars

That doesn't mean they won't co-star in

pictures; they have in the past and will

continue to in the future. Their attitude is

best expressed in Janet's own words when
she says, "We are not a team. We don't

want to be known as Janet-and-Tony
or Tony-and-Janet but as two indi-

viduals."
Thus in a way, Janet has accepted a

double role: as Mrs. Tony Curtis, wife
and mother, and as Janet Leigh, actress.

"Of course if I had the choice between
two equally good parts and one would
be with Tony and the other without him
I would be more tempted to play opposite

him," Janet admits. They love each othei;

they want to be together—but not with
a feeling of self-sacrifice.

Take the hot summer of 1953 when
Janet co-starred with Jimmy Stewart in

The Naked Spur. It was shot in Durango,
Colorado. Durango is one of the most sce-

nic spots in the nation, and one of the lone-

liest and least comfortable places to spend
two months.
When Janet was flown to the location

site by the studio, Tony was completing
a picture at Universal-International. He
was through two weeks later, and prompt-
ly called Janet on the phone. "How are
you getting along?"

"I miss you," she told him.
"What's it like?"
"Terrible," Janet admitted. "We live in

log cabins, the food is awful, and there's

nothing to do after we get through shoot-
ing at night."
With such a description Tony easily

could have invented six good excuses why
he couldn't possibly get away from Holly-
wood. Instead he promised he'd be right i

out.

Fun together

It's one thing to rough it alone and an-
other to do it with someone you love,

they found out a long time ago. The un-
comfortable log cabin became a romantic
hide-out. The food didn't seem quite as

bad, and suddenly they discovered dozens
[

of things that were fun, together, during
Janet's off-hours—like fishing, painting,

J

or just talking. And, most important, Jan-
et knew that Tony was there because he
wanted to be—not because he felt he had
to join her.
Janet and Tony have either accompa-

j

nied each other or somehow arranged to

have a rendezvous on almost all of their

pictures. She joined him in Boston for

Six Bridges to Cross, took the baby along
to New York when he co-starred in

Sweet Smell of Success, and flew to Paris
every week end when she filmed interiors

in London for Safari while Tony co-starred
with Burt Lancaster and Gina Lollobrigida .

)

in Trapeze.
But once she did decide against going

along. They had just got back from Europe i

after filming The Vikings. Tony had to go
|

to Carmel for a few days for Kings Go
Forth. After having been away from home
for six months, Janet knew that more
than being with Tony she needed the time I

to get the house reorganized. And so, each i

did his and her own job ... to enjoy their
\

being together with greater contentment,
j

They know that love can easily become a i

burden if one is so constantly preoccupied
|

with the other as to kill his own indi-
[

viduality.

Now as far as Tony and Janet are
concerned, this does not mean an absence
of concern for each other. For example, on

i

The Viking location. . . .

Location was one of the roughest and
j

certainly most isolated ever attempted
by an American movie company. The
Viking village itself was constructed deep
inside the Fjord, hours away from the
nearest town. To reach it took four hours

I

by car over winding, narrow dirt roads
|

and then another hour and a half by boat.

The cast lived on board the Brand IV,

which was Barbara Hutton's luxury yacht.

But now it was the property of the Nor-
j

wegian boyscouts, and the bunks were
cut down to the size of ten • and twelve-
year-olds.

Love that heals

One day Janet, trying to jump from a .

Viking ship onto the wooden pier, caught
her foot between the ship and the pier

and let out a scream that could be heard
two Fjords away. No bones were broken,
but she was in excruciating pain.

Tony didn't have to be a physician to

realize that distraction would be better

than sympathy at a time like this—and
promptly suggested a game of scrabble.

Hour after hour, while Janet bathed her
|

foot in hot water and epsom salts, he kept
|

her so occupied that she had little op-
portunity to think of her foot. He wouldn't
have left her alone for an Oscar. Because
she needed him.
The easy-going, relaxed companionship

that has developed between them was just

as apparent another time.
To get away from the uncomfortable

j

quarters on board the Brand IV once in

a while, Tony, Janet, and some of the
others would go to a small resort hotel

about an hour's boatride from location. -

One evening when they stepped into the
|

speedboat Tony was so exhausted that he [i



sank back into his seat, closed his eyes,

and went to sleep. Janet pulled out a

leather portfolio and started writing a
letter home—her way of relaxing.

And that night they had a ball!

After eating, just as they settled down in

the entry lounge, Janet happened to find

out that a wedding party was going on in

the ballroom in the cellar below. Curious
to witness the colorful costumes and folk

dances, she asked Tony if they could join

the festivities. Tony insisted he was too

tired and wanted to go to bed.
Who would win? Both did.

Tony went uptairs to go to sleep; Janet,

Ernest Borgnine, and Kirk Douglas joined

the party. Yes, both won, because they are

two people who do as they please without
hurting one another's feelings, without pro-
test, without trying to talk the other into

anything.

Because they love each other

This attitude, Tony explained, grew out
of a complete trust and respect for one
another's feelings—a trust which has kept
the two as individuals within a marriage,
a state desired by so many and achieved
by so few.

This is particularly evident in their day-

by-day living. Like that time a fan mag
writer went to Janet's house for coffee

in the afternoon and asked where Tony
was. Janet answered, "I don't know. He
left at eight this morning and promised
to be back in an hour."

It was three in the afternoon!
Seeing the writer's surprise, Janet quick-

ly added, "But I'm sure he'll be here
within an hour. We are going out for din-
ner tonight."
When Tony showed up, Janet didn't

ask him where he had been, what he had
done or why he hadn't called her. She
shrugged and said, "I figured if he want-
ed me to know, he'd tell me. .

."

As Janet puts it, "I'd be a hypocrite
to claim that Tony and I see eye to eye on
everything!
"But we do agree about one thing

—

you don't have to spend every moment of

every hour together. . . if you are together
in your love."

And that's how Tony and Janet made a
marriage of their honeymoon. . . . END

Janet and Tony will appear together in

U-I's The Perfect Furlough and UA's The
Viking. Janet's in U-I's Touch Of Evil;

Tony's in UA's Kings Go Forth.

meet frankie avalon

(Continued from page 37) his mom says.

"I guess it's because we were so poor and
lived in such a tough neighborhood where
all the kids were always fighting. Anyway,
from the time he was about six, he used to

talk about this all the time and I used to

say 'No thank you, God forbid, you're
not going to be a prize-fighter.' But Frankie
being Frankie—he always knew what he
wanted and went out and did it anyway

—

he went out now and did something we
didn't know about. And then this night a

few years later a cop came to the door
and he said to my husband, 'Come down
to the station house with me, Mr. Aval-
lone, I want you to see your son.' Pop
and me and our daughter, Teresa, nearly
fainted with fear when we heard that,

but the cop started laughing. He was
surprised we didn't know that Frankie
had gone and joined what they call

the P.A.L.—the Police Athletic League
—and that he'd taken up boxing there. I

guess we should have known, because
everytime I asked him what he wanted to

eat he'd say steak and every morning, first

thing, he'd go and run around the block
about twenty times, like he was in train-

ing. But no, we didn't know. And the cop
laughed when he realized this. 'You should
see this son of yours in action,' he said.

'He's small, yes. He's so small we had to

build a box for him to stand on so he can
reach the punching bag. But he's got speed
and he's got footwork and someday, folks,

you're going to be as proud as Joe Louis'
parents once were!'

"Well, no offense to Joe Louis' mother,
but I thought then and there that I didn't
ever want to be in her shoes someday. So
the next day I got Frankie dressed and I

took him to work with me. There was a
fellow in our place who'd been an amateur
boxer once and he had all the scars to
show it. I introduced Frankie to him and
then this fellow gave Frankie a long talk
on why it wasn't any good to be a prize-
fighter, to get your head all busted and
your ears puffed up and your brain a little

woozy sometimes.
"When he was through, I took Frankie

aside and I begged him to give up this

idea. I guess it was because I was crying
as I begged him that he said all right. But
then he started to cry, too, and he reached

into his pocket and showed me something
he'd never showed me before. It was a
medal he'd gotten from the P.A.L. saying
that he was the best miniature prizefighter

in the whole neighborhood.
" 'I won't box anymore, Mama, if you

don't want me to,' Frankie said. 'But you
see this medal? Well, I'm going to keep
it on me all my life. I'm going to put it

on a string and wear it around my neck for
all the rest of my life!'

"

Then I took Frankie to the movies be-
cause he felt so bad.

"I'll never forget the movie that day,
and neither will Frankie. It was called
Young Man With A Horn. I forget who was
in it. But there was that trumpet. . .

."

That trumpet was to change the course
of young Frankie's life. He'd heard it,

he'd been fascinated by it and he decided
he wanted to learn to play it.

"Papa," he said to his father that night,

"can I have a trumpet?" And he got it.

It was a little less than a year later when
Frankie read about Tommy Dorsey's plight
in the newspapers. The great T.D., in town
for a few weeks' stand with his band, had
just lost a trumpet player and was look-
ing for a replacement. Tryouts would be
held beginning at two o'clock that after-
noon.
Frankie was first in line.

"How old are you, kid?" a startled Dor-
sey assistant asked.
"I'm ten going on eleven," Frankie said.

Frankie couldn't exactly understand why
everybody in the band started laughing
when Dorsey, trying to look very serious
about this, introduced himself to the boy
and then asked him to sit in the third
trumpet chair and play.

"I didn't know the third chair from the
first," Frankie says, recalling. "But finally

I found it and I began to play. It was a
real easy part—one-two-three-toot, one-
two-three-toot. And I guess Mr. Dorsey
liked the way I did that toot. Because when
it was over he asked me if I'd like to play
a solo with the band, just for fun. I said,

'All right. Tenderly, in the key of E-Flat,
please.' When I was through, I'll never
forget, everybody in the band started
clapping and Mr. Dorsey came over to me
and said, 'Kid, I really enjoyed that. I'm
afraid I can't give you a job at your age.

But come back and see me when you're
seventeen, and I'll have work for you,
plenty of it, too . . . Well, you know that
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Mr. Dorsey died, just after I'd turned
seventeen."
For the next five years, Frankie was

what is high-falutin'ly known as a prodigy

—a boy so great at his trumpet that at

thirteen he made a record and everybody
in the music business said that this was a

boy who was going places. Except that,

really, there was no place for Frankie to

go. He was too young to join a band and
play nightclubs and theaters.

So, for those five years, Frankie studied

and studied.
This was, as it turned out, probably the

best thing that could ever have happened
to Frankie. Because not associating with
some of the boys in his neighborhood
probably saved him from becoming like

lots of them—a pack of trouble-raising,

gang-fighting monsters who made the

expression Juvenile Delinquents sound like

a compliment.
But, as it turned out, too, somewhere

deep down in Frankie's heart lay the feel-

ing that these were the boys he had grown
up with when he was a kid, known, palled

around with, loved in the way childhood
friends will love one another.

"I got an idea one night when I was
watching a TV show called The Little

Rascals," Frankie recalls. "A bunch of kids

in the show had a teenage nightclub,

strictly for kids. And I thought what a

great idea.

"The next day I went around town talk-

ing to hall-owners. Finally, one man
named a cheap enough price and I said,

'I'll take it, a month from this Friday
night!'

"And what a month that was. First

thing we had to do was line up some tal-

ent. I got together a combo of some kids

I knew, with me at the trumpet, so that

took care of the dancing. Then I went
around to anybody I knew who could sing

or dance and asked if they'd be willing to

perform. I got about fifteen yesses in just

a couple of days. . . . Next was the adver-
tising. I didn't have any money for news-
paper ads or anything like that. But I

got a few kids together and we made our
own pamphlets, real quick. We did them
all over a weekend and on Monday, at

school, we started distributing them, on
tops of desks, on seats in the auditorium,
in gym lockers, everyplace we could think

of. . . . Then we had to think about food
and refreshments. It was easy enough to

order the cokes, but I figured we should
have hot dogs, too. Except that hot dogs
are kind of expensive to buy when you're
buying a couple of hundred and you're
not sure you're going to be able to sell

them when the time comes. This is where
my Mom really helped me. Every night
after she got through work, she'd start

making the rounds of the butcher stores,

seeing which one would give the best
price. She must have covered every store

in South Philly. But it was worth it be-
cause she found a place where they had
them—all beef, too—for practically pen-
nies. And just to make it really swell, my
Mom said she'd come and cook them at the
club that night, too, so I wouldn't have to

pay anything to any chef.

"Well, opening night finally came and I

was scared stiff all of a sudden that no-
body was going to show up. I remember
the funny feeling in my stomach a couple
of hours before we opened, as a friend

and I hung a big sign over the entrance-
way which said:

Frankie Avalon's Teenage Nightclub
Dancing and Entertainment Extraordinary

Entrance fee, per couple—$1.50

Hot dogs and cokes—10 cents apiece

"But I realized pretty quick I had noth-
ing to worry about. An hour after we

74 opened there must have been three hun-

dred kids there, and everything was going

great.

"Until the fight started, I mean. We had
lots of nice kids there. But we had every
tough guy and his girl and his gang and
their girls in the neighborhood, too. And
it wasn't long before there were some
fists flying between Dukie, the leader of

one gang, and Ringo, the leader of an-
other. I was on the bandstand and I

could see it was going to get pretty bad
if it went on. I jumped down and rushed
over to them. I knew them both and I

liked them and they liked me. For some
reason, like most of the tough guys around
the neighborhood, they all looked on me
as a kind of kid brother, because I'm so

thin, I guess. Well, I'd talked to them be-
fore. But I hoped I could talk to them
now.

" 'Hey, fellows.' I said, trying to break
it up. 'Come on, will ya? I've put a lot

of work into this place and I'm trying to

make a success out of it. What do you
want to do anyway, spoil the whole thing

before it even gets started?'

"Well, at least my words stopped them
fighting for a minute. But I could see the
danger signs in their eyes.

"Then I thought of something.
" 'Look Dukie . . . Ringo,' I said. 'This

is a nightclub, right? And every night-

club has a couple of bouncers, right, in

case things start getting rough with some
of the customers? Well, how would you
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two like to be my bouncers?'
"Boy, you would have thought they

were soldiers and I was President Eisen-
hower giving them the Congressional
Medal of Honor. They thought this was
the best idea they'd ever heard. And from
that moment on, let anybody in the place
try to start any kind of fight!

"So the first Friday night passed fine.

And the second. And the third. And by
the end of that first month I was glad the
idea was working out so swell—and, espe-
cially, that a lot of these friends of mine
who'd been getting into a lot of trouble
week ends did so much dancing Friday
nights now that they were too pooped
to do anything bad anymore on Saturday
and Sunday.

"It lasted over a year, the teenage night-
club. It got better and better, too. It got
to the point where, when I'd hear any
famous singers were in town, I'd call them
up at their hotel and tell them about the
place and ask them if they'd come over
and entertain for a while. So many did

—

and for free, too; Tony Bennett, Carmen
MacRae, Steve Lawrence, Eydie Gorme,
Jodie Sands, The Four Dates.

"Yes, it all went swell.

"And then came the fire and all the
other trouble. . .

."

The fire came first. It started at about
three o'clock one morning and by five

o'clock the Frankie Avalon Teenage
Nightclub was a pile of cinders. Fortu-
nately, no one was in the building at the
time. But this was only the beginning. . . .

The other trouble concerned Frankie's
mom and dad.
His mom was laid off from work a few

days after the fire.

His pop suffered a bad accident a few
days after that.

For Frankie this meL.nt taking the cou-
ple of hundred dollars he'd saved during
the past year and giving it to his family.
It also meant that he was just seventeen
now and just about ready to finish school
and with a whole load of responsibility
on his shoulders.
He figured it all out now.
He would take a job, any job, right after

he finished school. And then on Friday
and Saturday nights he would play trum- '

pet for weddings and parties and for the I

ten-dollar bills they always gave out after

these affairs. -

This, he figured, was the least he could
do to help out at home till his dad could
get back on his feet again. . . .

It was a very unusual Sunday morning,
the following Sunday. The air outside
was very warm and still. And here in

the church, Frankie noticed, it was hot
and strange and unlike any Sunday morn-
ing in church he could remember.
He knelt to pray.
He prayed very hard.
"Please," he said, his eyes closed tight,

"please make Poppa well again and make
me strong, meanwhile, so I can work in his

place. But, most important, take care of

Poppa and make him well again,

please. . .
."

He prayed so hard and long that he
barely heard the music at first.

It was a familiar hymn, one the choir
sang every Sunday, called Holy God, We
Praise Thy Name.

It is so pretty and simple a hymn that
many parishioners in Catholic churches
throughout the world often join in the
singing.

Frankie had never done this.

But on this particular morning, after a

while, he found himself—still kneeling
there, still with his eyes closed—beginning
to sing.

Except, without realizing it, he sang
more loudly than any of the others, as if

it were just he and the organ music and
God.

Holy God we praise Thy name
Holy God we bow before Thee
All on earth Thy scepter claim
All in heaven above adore Thee
Infinite Thy vast domain
Everlasting is Thy name. . . .

It was on the way out of church a little

while later when Frankie realized what
had happened.

"Hey, Frankie," a kid he knew called

out, rushing over to him. "That's some
voice you got there. For a minute I

thought it was Mario Lanza come back to

see his home town."
"Frank," a woman said, rushing over,

too, "that was the most beautiful sing-

ing I ever heard in all my life. You
should forget about your trumpet and
sing, instead. Honest, that was beautiful!"
There were more compliments in those

next few minutes, lots more.
And as Frankie walked home a little

while later, he began to wonder.
He wondered so hard he nearly got run

over—twice.

But finally, safely, he did get home.
He was shaking his head and smiling as

he walked into the kitchen for a drink of

water.
"What's so funny?" his mother asked,

looking up from the Sunday macaroni she
was making.
"Nothing, Mom," Frankie said. "Except

some people, they must be deaf. . .
."

That's the way Frankie shrugged the
whole idea off at first. But as the next



few weeks went by, the idea of singing

began to get hold of him. And, suddenly,

when nobody was around, Frankie would
find himself making with the pipes to see

how he sounded.
Then he remembered that two friends

of the family—fellows named Bob Mar-
cucci and Peter DeAngelis, executives of

a then-small record outfit named Chan-
celoor—had asked him to let them know
if he ever came across any good young
male singer.

On a dare with himself, he called them
up.

"I think I may have just the guy you re

looking for," Frankie said.

"Who?" they asked.
"Me," Frankie said.

"You?" they asked.

And that's how it started. Frankie
auditioned for them one day, his own
combo supplying the accompaniment. Mar-
cucci and DeAngelis looked at one an-
other in amazement halfway through the
first song, clapped hands after the sec-

ond, whistled after the third and signed
Frankie up, on the spot.

His first record, Cupid, was a smash.

Then came the others

—

Young Love, At
The Hop, De De Dinah, The Stroll and
I'm Walkin', smashes all.

And then came the day Frankie went to

Hollywood to make a rock 'n' roll picture
named Jamboree, to be followed by a long
tour of personal appearances throughout
the country.

"Frankie," his mother said to him as
they sat alone one day just before he left,

"you've been a good son to me and your
Poppa. You've made us proud all these
years. But now you're like a bird who's
grown his wings and is going out into the
world, to fly for his own. I don't know any-
thing about this world you're flying into,

Frankie, this world of show business.
But you can't help hearing and reading a
lot of things, about how people change
sometimes when they're in it, how they
try to live a little too fast and begin to do
things they shouldn't do. I guess I

shouldn't be talking to you like this, so
bossy-sounding all of a sudden. But to

me and your Poppa, Frankie, you're still

our little boy and only eighteen years old
and we just want you to take care of

yourself and to always stay the same good
person you've been, to me, to your father,

your sister, to everybody. . .
."

If Mrs. Avallone was worried about any-
thing, she needn't have been—as she her-
self was to discover the day, three months
later, when Frankie came home.
Actually, we've got to back to the mo-

ment about thirty-five hours earlier, when
the bus Frankie was riding back to Phila-
delphia in became stranded, only thirty
miles away, in one of the worst snow-
storms Pennsylvania has ever known.
Everybody was ordered out by State

Troopers after a while and told to walk
about half a mile to a Howard Johnson's,
where they could take refuge and stay
warm till the blizzard stopped and the
roads could be cleared again.

It took Frankie and the others nearly an
hour to trudge to the Howard Johnson's.
And when they got there they saw that
some eight hundred other people had been
ordered there, too.

"It was like a scene in a war movie,"
Frankie recalls, "with all these people

—

mostly mothers and fathers and their
children—sitting all around the place, at

tables, at the counter, on the floor—shiver-
ing, depressed, lots of the kids crying, the
manager of the place going crazy because
he was all out of food already and nearly
out of coffee and he knew darn well this

storm wasn't going to stop blowing in an
hour Or two.

too, and my main idea was to keep warm
and kid myself into the fact that I wasn't
going to get hungry and so what if I went
without something to eat for a while.

"But five or six hours later, my stomach
really began to grumble. I looked out
the window. It was dark already. I could
see the snow was still coming down. I

knew we'd be there through the night, at

least. I decided to try to sleep. But I

couldn't. It was cold, for one thing. And
those poor kids all over the place were
crying, one following the other, like mag-
netism or something.

"Finally it go so bad that one mother
fainted when her baby began to get sick

and another woman screamed and then
some of the kids began to scream, like her,

instead of crying.

"That's when I jumped up all of a sud-
den and onto a counter and I said, 'All

right, ladies and gentlemen, it's showtime
here at Howard Johnson's. If I may, I'd

like to sing for you a little bit. And then,
later we'll all sing some songs we all

know. How about that?'

"At first there was only silence. But
then somebody started to clap, and then a
few more people. And then I sang—just

as if I was back in my old nightclub, every
song I'd ever sung there and then some.
And then everybody began singing. And
this must have gone on, off and on, for the
next twenty-four hours or so, till some-
body shouted, 'Here come the bulldozers!'

and we knew that in a short time we'd
all be out of there and on our way
home. . .

."

Frankie's mother began to cry when
she saw him walk through the front door-
way a little while later. She knew he'd
been in that stranded bus and, with the
phone lines out of commission, she'd had
no idea whether or not he was safe.

"Thank God!" she cried when she saw
him now, throwing her arms around him.
Frankie let her have her cry and then

he cleared his throat.

"Mom," he said, "can I ask you a favor?"
"Sure,' his mother said, still holding

him, "what?'
"Well at this Howard Johnson's,"

Frankie said, "there were a lot of people.

And there were some kids, too. And some
of these kids, they were orphans, Mom, on
their way from an old orphanage in Wash-
ington to a nice new one in Boston. And
they spent their allowance money on
some food at Howard Johnson's and now
they're broke and they haven't had any-
thing to eat and. . .

."

"What's the matter, Frankie," his mother
asked, "why are you stopping?"

"Well, I invited them over for a sand-
wich before they take off again," Frankie
said.

"Sure," his mother said, "where are
they, the poor kids?"

"In the bus outside," Frankie said.

"And how many are there?" his mother
asked.

"Forty-five, I think," Frankie said.

"What???" his mother screamed.
"Maybe only forty-three," Frankie said,

gulping.
Mrs. Avallone stood stunned for a mo-

ment. But then she began to laugh. No,
she thought to herself, Hollywood and
those one-night entertainments all over
the country. They haven't changed our
Frankie. They haven't changed him one
little bit.

"All right," she said aloud, walking to

the phone, "you go call them all inside

while I call the delicatessen and order
some cold cuts and bread.'

"And milk, Mom," Frankie said.

"And milk," Mrs. Avallone agreed, nod-
ding, and trying very hard not to start

crying all over again, as Frankie ran back
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my 4,003 children

(Continued from page 62) "He'll make the
perfect brother for Tracy," she said. Tracy
was the little girl Jane and her husband
had adopted in America a couple of years
earlier. "Yes, he'll be perfect."

"I hope this is all possible," the nurse
said as she walked Jane to the door.

"Sure it is," Jane said, turning around
for one last smile at the baby.

"Ja," the nurse said, trying to share the

beautiful American actress' enthusiasm,
but still with her doubts. "Ja, of course
it will be possible. . .

."

Jane was back at her hotel a little while
later. "Yes, Dad," she was saying on the

telephone, excited, to her husband, ex-
football star Bob Waterfield, six thousand
miles away in California. "He's like an
angel. Big. With blue eyes. And not so

husky right now, but you can see, just

looking at him, that some good American
oatmeal and some good California milk are

all he really needs and then wow, there's

going to be another quarterback in the

Waterfield family. . .
."

It was a little while after Jane had hung
up that the phone rang again.

It was the nurse at the orphanage.
"I am very sorry," she said, "but I just

checked and I thought I would let you
know now, right away. You cannot have
the baby."

"I can't what?" Jane asked.

"It is not that we do not want this," the

nurse explained. "But your own country
. . . they are very strict on the number of

children who may enter from Europe
every year as adoptions. And as I sus-

pected, our quota is already filled for the

next two years."

"Quota?" Jane asked. She could feel her
hand go limp and weak around the metal
receiver. "You mean to tell me they have
quotas for tiny babies, babies who'll be
given a home and parents?"
"That is right," the nurse said.

Red tape

"Try calling your own Consulate and
discover what happens," the nurse added.

Jane called—once, twice, three times.

Then she took a cab and went to the Con-
sulate. She spoke to a dozen people, fellow

Americans. The accents weren't there this

time, but the message was the same:
"No!"
"Impossible!"
"Against the law!"
"Why don't you go to Washington when

you're back in the States?" one weary
aide-de-camp told her. "Maybe you can
get them to change the law."
"Maybe I can!" Jane said, angry, as she

stomped out of the place. . . .

She was back at the orphanage the next
morning. The first part of her European
trip was nearing an end. That afternoon
she'd have to leave for Paris and a picture

she was scheduled to make there.

Now, however, for a few last minutes,

she wanted once more to look at little

Klaus, the baby she'd set her hopes on.

"Good-bye, you wonderful little mon-
ster," she said, playing with him that last

time. "And don't worry. Old Jane will be
back some day to come get you, and then

—

"

She found it hard to go on.

She looked up at the nurse.

"A little German baby like this?" Jane
asked, trying to smile. "Do you think he
knows what I'm talking about?"
"At that age," said the nurse, "they all

understand everything."
"Well, all right then," Jane said, bending

to pick up the baby and kiss him good-bye.
"This is just auf wiedersehen then, you
understand? Because I'll be back. . .

."

76 The picture was finished on schedule

exactly two months later and Jane flew

immediately to Hollywood to begin initial

publicity work on it. This normally takes

about two weeks. Jane did it in three days.

Then she flew to Washington, D. C, to be-
gin her fight for Klaus.

More red tape

She spoke to her two Senators, among
dozens of other big wheels, to your two
Senators, to practically every pair of Sen-
ators in town at the time.

They were more than glad to see her.

Some of them even asked for her auto-
graph. Obliging Jane obliged and then she

asked them to do some signing—to a bill

that would up the quota on European
orphans. Suddenly the legislators were
very, very busy and ahem, but if she
would please excuse them. . . .

Jane's next stop was New York City.

"I had heard that there was an organiza-
tion in New York called the International

Social Services—the ISS. I didn't know
much more than that it was made up of a

lot of good men with a lot of backing be-
hind them, who listen to problems like

ours."

So Jane had taken the next train to New
York. And with a little backing of her own,
she was there now, at the ISS offices,

waiting—as she'd never waited before—to

go on. She was nervous.
She would be making her plea to four

very distinguished gentlemen—an ISS offi-

cial, a priest, a rabbi and a minister.

And then, as a buzzer buzzed and a
receptionist signaled to her and asked her
to please come along, Jane got up, took
a deep breath—and then suddenly an old

"My doctor tells me to take a
little nip before I go to bed," Dean
Martin announced in his act in Las
Vegas.
"Do you know, I find myself going

to bed nine or ten times a night?"
Earl Wilson

in the New York Post

memory flashed through her mind.
She was a girl, no more than thirteen.

Her four brothers were showering and get-

ting washed and dressed and ready to go

to a fair nearby. Jane wanted to go too.

But her folks were away for the night

and she was too young for a date and,

besides, nobody had asked her. So she
made up her mind that she'd better do
something about this, and fast. Just before

the boys were about to leave she called

them all together in the living room—Tom,
Kenny, Jamie and Wally. She cleared her

throat. "I think it's terrible none of you
asked me to the fair—because I want to go,

something awful," she said. "And if you
fellows don't take care of this situation,

I don't know who else will." Jane was
honest and direct about it. And she got to

go to the fair.

Jane smiled now as she walked into the

big, wood-paneled conference room and
saw the four men.
One by one the introductions were made.

First was the rabbi.

Hi, Tom, Jane thought, shaking hands.
Next was the priest.

And Kenny, she thought.
Then came the minister.

Hello, Jamie, she thought.
And finally the ISS official.

And hello to you, Wally, she thought.

And then, very honest and direct, as if

she were back in the old living room back
home, talking to the boys, she said, "Now
don't get me wrong, please. I've never
been one to think every kid has to be
called adorable and patted on the head.

In fact, I think some kids—well! It's just

that I hate the thought of any child on

this earth being orphaned and alone, and
I think it's downright practical that every
child have parents—his own or adopted."

Jane explains

For the next two hours Jane talked on,
about the trouble she was having trying
to adopt little Klaus, about the trouble
thousands of other people like her were
having with thousands of other little

Klauses all over Europe.
"After all," she said, in desperate con-

clusion, "if you fellows don't do something
about this situation, I don't know who else

will."

The four gentlemen, impressed, moved,
promised Jane they would do their best to

accomplish something.
"You will?" Jane asked.
Then she began to cry.

The four men kept their promise. They
worked hard and long with contacts in

Washington, Europe, all over. But it was
to be a year before anything substantial

would materialize.

In that time, Jane kept in close touch
with the orphanage in Frankfurt, asking
about Klaus, sending little packages to him,
worrying about him when a nurse wrote
that he'd come down with a case of the
sniffles, proud of him when another nurse
wrote that he seemed to have grown a full

inch overnight.
In that time, too, Jane had the good

fortune to hear about an adorable little

English boy named Tommy who was up
for adoption. It was lots easier getting

English children into the country than
those from Continental Europe and Jane
lost no time getting Tommy.

It was great.

There were two children in the house
now.
But there was never any doubt that

Jane wouldn't be happy, completely happy,
until there were three. . . .

Finally, after that year passed, the all-

important letter from the ISS came. This
time it was from Bill Kirk, head of the
organization. He'd been interested in Jane's

plea from the beginning, and encouraged
by reports that Washington was finally

getting ready to relax the quota. Now,
the groundwork laid, Mr. Kirk wanted
to see Miss Russell.

A meeting was arranged.
It lasted a full day.
Jane, remembering how she heard Bill

Kirk tell some friends about that long-ago
meeting, started laughing, "We were all

sitting in my living room a couple of nights

ago—out of a clear blue sky Bill started

talking.
" You can't imagine what kind of a day

it was.' Bill said.
" 'Out of Hollywood comes this movie

star to my office and she says she wants
to do something about orphans. She's very
direct, this movie star. She nails me down
to a chair and she talks all about kids and
how they all should have parents.

" 'After she's through with me I go to

the Board of Directors and they look at me
like I've got a hole in the head. They're
suspicious. They tell me this may be a plan

to use us to promote Miss Russell; that

this may be a plan set up by a high-pow-
ered Hollywood agent.

" 'So I go back to Miss Russell and in-

dicate this. And she ups and says, "Let

me talk to these gentlemen!"
" 'So she does.
" 'And so she leaves a few hours later

with everybody's approval—and even with

a name for her adoption plan: WAIF.'
"They were rolling in the aisles," Jane

finished the story, "but I guess I didn't

really care. I'd won. . . .

"From there on it was some work, sure.

"But the important thing is that the

program did get underway, that the ISS

—
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which at one time did about two percent

adoption work now does sixty percent and
that some four thousand orphans from all

over the world are living in America now
because of the ISS program, with a mother
and a father all their own."

It was at about this time that Jane
stopped long enough to do a little good
for herself. She sat down one night and
wrote a long letter to Frankfurt, asking

the officials at the orphanage to please

begin readying little Klaus for the long-

awaited trip to California. Everything—all

the past quota mess—would be avoided
now and in a few weeks, maybe, she wrote,

she'd be able to fly over, bundle up the

boy and bring him home.
Jane sent the letter off air mail.

She received a letter from Frankfurt a

few days later.

It was very simple.

What happened to the baby

Little Klaus, it said, had just been adopt-
ed by a German family. The people at the

orphanage were sorry if Miss Russell was
disappointed by this news, the letter went
on to say, but they wanted her to be sure
that this was a very nice family, that the

baby seemed very happy to go with them
and that they would appreciate, if, unlike
some other people, she didn't pursue the

correspondence any further because the
child was gone and that was that. . . .

Jane is not a brooder. And no matter
what she felt deep inside her heart about
losing Klaus, she did not brood or make
life miserable for anybody around her.

But people have a way of understanding.
Especially husbands. Especially very good

husbands. And there was a plan afoot.

Perhaps then, because Bob Waterfield

is a very good husband, this explains the

surprise he pulled on Jane one day not so

long ago.
"Old Jane—" he started as they sat at

dinner, alone.

"Yes, Dad?" Jane asked.
"I saw the cutest baby the other day,"

Bob said.

"Whose?" Jane asked.
"He's an orphan," Bob said. "His name is

Robert John. I wish you could have seen

him."
Jane was silent.

"Would you like to see him?" Bob asked.

Jane nodded.
"We can go over tomorrow," Bob said.

"Okay?"
Again Jane nodded.
And then she smiled.

"Gee," she said, "if ... I mean, well . . .

I mean if, since he's an orphan and for

some reason we should want to adopt him
and take him home with us ... I mean, if

we do . . . well, that'll make three chil-

dren!"
What Jane should have said was that it

would make four, thousand-and-three
children, if you included WAIF.
And that there was no telling where it

would all stop. ... END

Young Robert John now occupies the nursery
at the Waterfield house in Hollywood and is
reportedly very much in love with his new
dad, sister Tracy, brother Tommy and—espe-
cially—with his new mother, Jane, certainly
one of the nicest mothers ever. . . . EDITOR

Jane will appear in "The Big Play" for
United Artists.

love takes a long, long time

(Continued from page 32) dished them
out, and while he and Hope's date chewed
the breeze and the girls did the dishes,

Carry giggling and chattering and Hope
nodding, listening, up to her elbows in

suds—even while he gave Carry a
friendly goodnight kiss at her door hours
later—what was on his mind mostly was
Button, and what was taking her so long
out in California to make up her mind to

marry him.
So it was pretty much of a shock to

walk into a party ten days later and see
those same excellent legs flashing about,
improvising a dance in a circle of spell-

bound watchers. But not an unpleasant
shock. That quiet little face of a week be-
fore was flushed and excited now. The
green eyes sparkled, the legs whirled, and
the demure blonde hair bounced up and
down. "I know that girl," Don muttered
in pleased surprise. Then he shoved his

way into the circle.

"Hi," he said. "Remember me?"

Like it's a surprise

Hope took a deep breath. One hand
went up to smooth her hair. Her cheeks
got even pinker. "Well, Hi," she said

breathlessly. "When did you get here?"
Don didn't find out for years that she

had known he was coming, planned her
dance—and kept an eye on the door
throughout it. He hadn't the faintest idea
that the other night while he was busily
ignoring the other guy's date, those quiet
green eyes had been following him around
the room, admiring, shy—and hopeful. At
seventeen, Hope Lange didn't consider
herself a bit too young for him.
But it wasn't at all necessary for Don

to know that. It was quite enough that
he spent the rest of the evening bringing
her cokes and potato salad, that he found
Jhimself dragging her into quiet corners to

talk and talk and talk until it occurred to

him that he had a matinee and evening
performance to do the next day and he'd
probably be hoarse as a crow. It was
enough that he asked for her phone num-
ber and couldn't find a pencil and said it

over and over to himself all the way home
so he wouldn't forget. It was enough that
for the first time that night the girl in his

dreams had somehow exchanged her long
black hair for a pale blonde ponytail,
bouncing up and down. . .

.

So young. . . .

It was enough that he forgot that Hope
was younger than his kid sister.

All that was quite enough for a young
man who used to think he was in love
with somebody else.

And to Hope, thrilled to her fingertips

at actually attracting this big, gorgeous
actor, this talented, sophisticated, older
man—it was more than enough.
She waited on pins and needles for him

to call. When he did, to invite her to

see him in Rose Tattoo, she worried for

days over what to wear, sat through the
play absolutely blind to everything but
him, wore out her hands applauding his

bow at the end. When the final curtain
came down and Don emerged, still wiping
off greasepaint to take her to the Drake
Room for late supper and still more talk

—it seemed like heaven on earth.

He didn't kiss her goodnight that night.

She was half disappointed, half pleased.

"It shows," she told a friend, "that he's

really very mature."
The next week she was due to leave for

a visit with friends out of town—includ-
ing among the friends a college boy she
had known for years, dated a lot, even
had a crush on. She had to go, she had
promised to go—but she decided in ad-
vance to be bored. And she was. She
came home able to say, "After you've
dated a man, college boys seem so—shal-
low!"
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Her girl friends looked at her admir-
-<igly. "Do you think you're in love with
Don?"
"Well—"
"But—you're so young!"
"A woman," said Hope firmly, "is never

too young for love!"

So it was very odd that when Don in-

vited her to spend a day out at the beach
with him and his folks, she should feel

something akin to panic at the thought
of being presented as their son's girl. It

was very odd that when he finally did

take her in his arms to kiss her, when
he began to call her more and more often,

when his plans for the future gradually
began to include her—when, in fact,

everything was going like Love's Young
Dream and she should have been The
Happiest Girl In The World—she found
herself pulling back in terror.

"I don't know what's the matter with
me," she apologized to Don. "All of a sud-
den—I'm so scared."

Afraid of love

"What's there to be scared of?" Don
would ask reasonably. "I'm earning a liv-

ing; I'm all for your having a career

—

dancing, theatre, whatever you want; we
could have a wonderful life

—

"

"I know, but
—

"

"And we love each other
—

"

Hope would grasp at straws. "Now, how
do you really know? Why, you know you
thought you were in love before!"
"Hopee, that's all over. I told you so.

It isn't even as if I ditched her. Besides,

didn't you ever like a guy before me?"
"Well, yes—"
"There!" Don would say triumphantly.

"But you never cared this much before,

right? Now, what I think is
—

"

He was a very good talker. He didn't

push her, but he wove nets of words, of

plans around Hope. Already he was giv-

ing her acting lessons—he thought she
had real talent; he'd get an agent inter-

ested in her. They could star together in

shows, maybe do a musical someday so

she could use her dancing. They had so

much in common, coming from theatrical

backgrounds, both religious, both loving
New York. They would have a perfect

life. He talked and talked. And Hope,
whose forte was listening, would be spell-

bound. One night when Don was even
more eloquent than usual, she found her-
self nodding her head. When the oration
wound up—she went on nodding.
She went home thinking seriously about

getting engaged.

Brigitte Bardot's leading man in a
recent film confesses he lost close
to 30 pounds during the 'ordeal' of
co-starring with the temperamental
French Venus. (Some chaps would
consider this a heavenly way to
reduce!)

Dorothy Kilgallcn
in the New York Journal-American

But the next morning she phoned Don.
In a small, shaky voice she said, "Don

—I've been thinking—maybe we ought to

think it over some more." She took a deep
breath. She said the hardest thing she
had ever said, doubly hard because she
wasn't the average seventeen-year-old
girl, but a girl who had been earning
money dancing and modeling, moving
with adults for years.

She said, "Don, maybe I'm just too
young."
She expected an argument, a torrent of

protest. To her amazement, there was a
short silence. Then Don's voice said
calmly—almost, in fact, with relief—
"Okay, Hopee. We'll give it time."
He had been doing some thinking him-

78 self that night.

He had faced up to something he had
never mentioned to Hope, telling himself
that he hadn't wanted to worry her. Now,
after this long night of growing up, he
knew that he had been afraid to tell her,

afraid she wouldn't understand, afraid of

losing her.

He was going away—for a long, long
time. He was going overseas to work in

refugee camps, to spend the next two
years of his life trying to help the dis-

placed people of Europe build new lives,

learn to live again.

And he wanted to go. Even though it

meant leaving his career just when it was
off to a good start, even though it meant
leaving his home and his people whom he
loved, even though it meant leaving Hope
to grow up without him, to meet dozens
of boys, to maybe fall in love with some-
one else—still, he wanted to go. In a way,
indeed, it was because of her that he
knew he must.

Later, from Europe, he was to write to

her:

You know, when we met, I was
so confused, so mixed up, that I

was beginning to question the
values I lived by. It's hard to tell

you what it was like, really. But
it was something like a terrible

night that seems endless, and you
walk and. walk and finally you
come to the top of the mountain.
You look down, out of all this

dark—and there's a field of corn
below, full of sunlight—and good-
ness. That's how you were to me,
for all that you were so young—
shining and quiet and sweet and
good. You made me know I

wanted you—but more than that,

you made me know what I

wanted from myself.

So he went to Europe, and left Hope,
completely free and unattached. He wrote
to her often, long letters filled with affec-

tion and interest, telling her about his

strange new life, about the suffering peo-
ple, about how much he wanted to do for

them and how little he actually could.

Never any answers . . .

He got no replies.

Whether out of prudence, out of a need
to be alone, or whether just because Hope
was a bad correspondent, she didn't an-
swer his letters. Not once.
At first it hurt horribly. He would

haunt the nearest post office, pestering
them to "Look once more, will you?" Then
it became less painful. Maybe it was a
good thing, maybe it was smart. And any-
way, surely if she actually fell in love
with someone—surely then she'd write to

get him off the hook.
So for two and a half years, he wrote to

Hope, into a void.

His last letter told her the date of his
sailing from Europe, the date he would
be back. He didn't really hope at all.

But when the boat docked at last, there
on the pier was a slender girl, whose
blonde ponytail tossed ever so slightly in

the breeze.
It would be nice to say that the happy

ending began there on the pier, that they
rushed into each other's arms, vowing
eternal love. That five days later they
were married.
But it wouldn't be true.

It had been a wonderful two years for

Hope. In a way, she had had everything.
She was studying acting seriously, mak-
ing progress. She was free as a bird to

date, to have fun—and there were literally

scores of young men to take her dancing
or to the beach or to dinner. And back
of it all, there were Don's letters, assuring
her of love if she should ever want it, as-
suring her of the security of his affection.

She didn't fall into his arms on the pier.
She gave one shocked gasp at his altered
appearance—he had come down with
pneumonia in the damp, windy refugee
camp, and lost pounds; he was drawn,
tired, and he looked older by more than
two years—and then, suddenly, it was as
if he had never been away. He was still

her Don, wonderful, loving, talented

—

and she was still Hope, who didn't know
what to do with her love.

Years later, looking back on the next
months, she believes she was simply ter-
rible to Don. She went right on going out
with other boys. She went right on with
the thousand activities that kept her too
busy to see him often. She even had the
gall to sympathize with him for being in

love—unrequited

!

The business offices at The Enter-
tainer have one file jammed with
requests for interviews—58 re-

quests to date—but Olivier has
refused them all. The disap-
pointed press-agent for the show
has had to reply: "Mr. Olivier
believes that nobody ever won an
interview."

Leonard Lyons
in the Neiv York Post

He waited. But not passively, of course.

He took as many dates as Hope would
give him, and asked for more. He made
the most of her admiration for his greater
experience and wisdom—he encouraged
her to come to him when she had a ques-
tion or a problem, almost as if he were a

big brother. Almost—but not quite. And
when he got the lead in a show called

Hot Corner, he called his agent.

"Got anything in the show for a tal-

ented blonde kid?"
The talented blonde read for the pro-

ducer. When the reading was over, she
was understudying the lead.

Not to mention rehearsing with Don,
being coached by Don, grabbing a bite

during the breaks with Don, going on the
road for the out-of-town openings with
Don. And one glorious night when the
lead was sick—playing opposite Don.
Hope's sister flew down to see that. After
the show she rushed backstage. "The love
scenes," she rhapsodized. "They were
magnificent. Everyone in the audience
was positively dewy-eyed!"
And remembering them, Hope began to

feel somewhat dewy-eyed herself.

Always together

But being together so much gave them
more than a chance to know each other
really well. It gave them, one Christmas
morning, a chance to have something they
had never, ever, had before.

Their first fight.

Today, Hope can't even remember what
it was about. But what happened after it,

she can remember very clearly. They
just stopped talking.

They didn't smile; they didn't nod; they
didn't exchange so much as a Merry
Christmas that day. And though there
were hundreds of other people all around,
making the usual din, to Hope's aston-
ished ears, it was as if dead silence had
fallen on the world.
Because, after all, for four long years,

Don's voice had been talking constantly
to her, comforting her, explaining things
to her; it had spoken on every subject in

the world that interested her; it had gone
on speaking through his letters when he
was half a world away.
And all of a sudden, as simply as that,

she knew she didn't want it to stop. Not
that lonely, far-from-home Christmas
Day. Not ever. She went looking for him,
and found him backstage. "I was wrong,"
she said. "I'm sorry."

Don looked up. "You're absolutely



right," he said to Hope: "you're wrong!"
When the show folded, and they were,

for the first time, both out of work, they
announced their engagement.
And then they tested for Bus Stop.
When they knew they were both in the

picture, they made their plans. Shooting
was due to be over in April. "We'll come
home in May," they told their folks. "We'll
be married then."
But Don got sick, and the picture

slowed down. Marilyn Monroe got sick,

and it bogged down entirely. By March
they knew it would run until June. And
these two who had waited so long couldn't
wait any more. Not even to fly to St.

Louis, half-way across the country, to
meet their folks and be married there.

That meant planning and worrying, and
plans could change too rapidly when you
were making a movie.
So one day in the middle of the week

the studio gave them a long lunch hour,
and they ran out for blood tests and li-

cense applications.

And that week end, on April 16, 1956,

they were finally married.
And of course it was Hope, the too-

young, too-unsure little girl who held
everything together—because Don, the
calm, patient, older man, couldn't find a
suit that had all its buttons, didn't have a
clean white shirt to his name, drove half
way to the preacher without either ring
or license, and came so close to collapsing
during the ceremony that the preacher
had to repeat the pledge twice so he could

get hold of himself and say the words.
A shaky beginning to a very happy

marriage.
They live now in an English Tudor

house in Los Angeles—a big house they
had trouble affording because so much of
their earnings go to the refugees Don has
never forgotten. But they live there with
their son, Christopher, and one house-
maid, and if the rooms are bare except
for the nursery, it doesn't bother them at

all. They're furnishing them gradually
with second-hand chairs and sofas picked
up at auctions. The important things they
have—a kitchen big enough for Hope to

putter around in between movies. A bed
big enough for Chris to creep into morn-
ings to chortle at his father's singing and
his mother's funny faces. A life big
enough to include Don's career, which
comes first, and Hope's, which comes sec-
ond, and always will.

What are the things they want? More
babies, a permanent home in New York,
a schedule that lets them each do just one
movie a year, a trip to Europe, more
furniture and fewer bare walls. And most
of all they want a world in which Chris
can grow up unafraid. At peace. But those
things belong to the future, not to the
present—and the Murrays know how to

have patience.

All things come to those who wait. END

Hope is in 20th-Fox's The Young
Lions. Don's in 20th-Fox's From Hell To
Texas.

they called me "half-breed"

(Continued from page 39) drinking foun-
tain, knocked her books out of her arm.
Worst of all, they ostracized her.

"I never belonged to any kind of a club,"

says Carolyn. "Nobody would let me in."

Once, she found a nice, new girl who
was friendly. Carolyn thought she'd found
a best friend at last. But in a few days the
girl, a little ashamed, stammered, "I'm
sorry—but I can't be friends with you any
more. It's hurting my reputation."

"Oh," gasped Carolyn, feeling her heart
drop to her toes. "I understand." But she
was utterly crushed. From then on she
kept to herself and in her place—until the
day she saw red, grabbed a knife—and
won her first battle against life.

The incident started when she heard
the girl behind her whisper, "S-s-s-s-t!
Say—Half-breed!"
Carolyn, a skinny schoolgirl with big,

round eyes turned around. She knew
what to expect; something that would
hurt in one way or another. But this time
she got a ringing slap across her mouth,
and that was too much.

What an Indian can do
Anger leaped like a red flame to her

pinched cheeks and blazed in her eyes.
Trembling, she snatched up a pocket
knife from the boy's desk next to hers.
"You call me an Indian," she screamed.

"Well, I'll show you what Indians can do!"
Then she grabbed the mass of hair over
the startled face and began slashing. Only
when hands pinioned her arms did she
stop. Her small fists clutched clumps of
hair by then, and blood was already bead-
ing the cuts she'd made.
Everyone around Nixon Junior High in

Amarillo, Texas, nearly dropped dead
when quiet, shy Carolyn Sue Jones that
day suddenly went on the warpath. Caro-
lyn was pretty surprised herself. But she
learned something important that she's
never forgotten: "Turning the other cheek
is all right for a while. But, sooner or later,

the time comes when you have to make a

stand." She got in heavy trouble at school
for the blow-off and it didn't head her for
any popularity prize. But The Lord Helps
Those Who Help Themselves—and the
kids let her alone.

She'd won her first battle. . . .

Her second victory was against fear,

the kind of fear that comes from a word:
hospital. Just about as far back as she can
remember, Carolyn has been plagued by
illness and just keeping alive was a con-
stant battle for her. Thin and sickly, she
was cursed through childhood with a
strangling, acute asthma, which robbed
her frail body of oxygen, especially when
the weather turned bad. "I was always
indoors," Carolyn remembers. "I never
could go out and play like the rest of the
kids. If I did, I choked all night long."

Later, Carolyn was to spend two solid

years in a hospital—often sleeping in

oxygen tents.

Her only playmate was her sister Betty,
born just after their father died. From
the start, Carolyn and Betty were devoted
and inseparable. Carolyn still remembers
vividly the first time she saw the treasure,
couched in a wicker laundry basket bridg-
ing two dining room chairs.

"Well," her mother smiled, "what do
you think of her?"

Carolyn's little friend

"She'th mine," lisped Carolyn Sue.
"She'th my dolly. Only," she appraised
the red, wrinkled baby realistically, "she'th
got apricot ears!" Not long afterwards,
although she was not quite five, Carolyn
terrified her household by stealing Betty
from her crib and taking her around the
neighborhood to show her off. Before
Betty was a year old, Carolyn insisted
on sleeping with her at night. Betty was
all she had, and then Betty grew up a little

and Carolyn had no one. No friends to

play with.

So she had turned into herself, because
there was nowhere else to turn. She
couldn't even have pets because she was
allergic to fur and they just stirred up
her asthma. Briefly, she had a beloved
Rhode Island Red rooster named Rusty.

Rip Van Winkle
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She kept him in a pen out back by the
alley, but one night a raider stole him.
Then, for a long time, Carolyn had a pet

teddy-bear named Sailor. She decided he
was a magic teddy, because each week
she'd give his yellow hair a cutting and
then it would grow right back. And she'd

cut it off again and it grew right back
again! Not long ago Carolyn mentioned
this miracle to her mother.
"Of course it grew," her mother an-

swered. "I got you a new one each week."
The rejection and scorn of her own

age group made Carolyn almost welcome
the two years she spent in the hospital

when she was ten . . . except that she was
so frightened at being away from home. A
teacher came to her bed with lessons and
she could study without anyone picking
on her for something she could do noth-
ing about. It would have been fine, except
that little Carolyn kept thinking maybe
she'd never go home again. . . .

About this time she discovered two other
escapes—important ones, as things turned
out.

Her first expression

Her mother found an elocution teacher,

Miss Daisy Persons, a Southern belle of

better days who taught 'expression' in her
hotel room. Soon at school and all around
Amarillo, Carolyn Sue Jones was winning
every declamation trophy in sight. Al-
though she seemed about the last kid in

town to shine at public speaking, there

were reasons which Carolyn knew and
few others suspected.

"Recitals were my only chance to spill

out all the things I had to keep sealed

inside me," she explains. "Besides, when
I was up on the stand reciting, nobody
could hurt me."
The other place she felt safe was in the

dark world of a movie theatre. "I was
really only happy when I was watching
a movie," Carolyn confesses. "I loved
them. The theatre was my foxhole, my
magic mirror, my temple." Three times

a week she ducked down side streets to the

Paramount Theatre in Amarillo. Her al-

lowance paid for one admission; the other
two times she sneaked in. She was never
caught. For years her luck puzzled her.

Not too long ago, on a personal appear-
ance tour with House of Wax, Carolyn
bumped into the manager, a Mr. King,
who used to run the Paramount. "Remem-
ber me?" she asked.

"I'll say I remember you, Carolyn," he
grinned. "You used to sneak into my house
twice a week."
"How do you know that?" she gasped.

"I watched you," he said. "But I couldn't
bear to throw you out. You were the only
kid I ever saw who seemed to need
movies, like meat and milk. Besides,"
he chuckled, "I could count on at least

one paid admission for every bill."

Sunday School was shocking

Carolyn Jones liked to attend both
Sunday School and the Methodist Church.
But when she did she was shocked. Boys
in her class wrestled; girls combed their

hair, chewed gum and gossiped. The In-
dian stigma followed Carolyn right into

the house of God. All this profaned it in

Carolyn's eyes. She told her mother, "I

can't stand to go there any more," and
quit. She hasn't attended a church since,

although she is deeply religious and prays
regularly.

At Amarillo High School, another well-
meant, impulsive gesture she made had
even more shattering results. The Ama-
rillo A Cappella Choir was a big thing at

A.H.S. Under a gifted choir leader it be-
came a town pride, and it was as big an
honor to make it as to star on the football

it, singing—of all things—bass. Her big-

gest school-day glory arrived when she
was picked to tour Texas cities—Houston,
El Paso, Dallas and Fort Worth. About
the same time she starred for her school
in the Interstate and Tri-State declama-
tion contests. She was up for a big 'A'

letter in both activities.

Then a boy who had been nice to her
was called into the Army. He said, "Let's

spend my last day in town together." Kis
last day was a school day, but to affection-

starved Carolyn Jones what he asked was
the least she could do. So she cut classes.

They called her home, found she wasn't
there. Next day she faced the worst pun-
ishment the principal could have handed
out: both her choir and declamation letters

were denied her.

A special dream
She couldn't wait because Carolyn had

nursed a dream since she was nine years
old, when she saw a story about the
Pasadena CommunityPlayhouse in a maga-
zine. She wanted to go there, someday,
and the time was now. But she was almost
three years under admittance age. Dad
Baker was her step-grandfather, and the
only father she'd had since her own dad
had died when she was three—and Dad
Baker was all for ambition, although he
balked at a falsehood. But Carolyn was
desperate in her plea, "If you never do any-
thing else for me you've got to help me
now. You've got to tell a lie and say I'm
eighteen." He told the he and, although
his conscience troubled him, C. W. Baker
lived to be glad he did.

Because at the Playhouse—which has
fed Hollywood with stars for the past
quarter-century—Carolyn Jones spent"The
happiest days of my life." She started in

August 1948, graduated from the two-year
course and went back for a third year, too.

"For me, it was like being born again,"

she recalls. "For the first time in my life

I felt important to myself and to everyone
around me."
And then one day she knew she faced

death again.

That day, pulling off a sweater, Carolyn
felt a lump in her left breast. She saw a

doctor and got the bad news.
Cancer. . . .

Carolyn went home for the operation,

lost a month at the Playhouse and spent
another month acting in a plaster cast.

But she nipped the budding malignancy
and for keeps.

She nipped her mistaken first marriage
as boldly and decisively, although it took
a little longer.

Too young to be a bride

Carolyn met Don Donaldson at the Play-
house. He was an ex-wartime flier study-
ing on the GI bill, older than she, serious,

attractive, kind and well-mannered. They
drove to Las Vegas, were married, and
Mrs. Donaldson, seventeen, moved from
the dorm to an apartment in Glendale,
where Don had entered a radio-TV school.

Carolyn takes the blame for the break-up.
"I was too young," she says honestly. "I

didn't know what I was doing. I married
the first person who was nice to me. . .

."

When Don was re-activated in the Re-
serve and left for Korean duty, she was
left alone to face the truth that she didn't

want to be a wife to him or a mother—and
she didn't kid herself. While Don was in

Hawaii, they agreed on divorce. The mar-
riage had lasted a year and a half and
Carolyn was nineteen. She moved to Holly-
wood and got a job taking tickets at the
box-office of the experimental Player's

Ring. The first small part they let her try

was her ticket to a studio job.

Milt Lewis, Paramount's talent chief,

and invited her to do a test scene in the
studio's famous Fishbowl. That's practic-
ally routine for a likely looking lass with
anything on the ball around Hollywood's
little theatres. What made it pay off was a
chance visit to the test stage by producer
Irving Asher, prowling the lot for a girl

in his next picture. He handed a three-page
part to Carolyn, turned to chat briefly
with Lewis, and came back.

"Shall I do it now?" asked Carolyn.
"Oh no—take it home and learn it."

"I have," said Carolyn—and proceeded
to prove it.

The turning point

They signed her pronto, and gave her
the job. Her first picture was appropriate-
ly titled The Turning Point.

For Carolyn Jones it was a turning
point—in a sense—although the real one
came along much later. Actually, at Para-
mount she did measly bits on a stock con-
tract and was miserable most of the time,
even with $250 a week, '"Because I felt

I was steahng the money." After six
months, they dropped her.

After that, she had her ups, her downs,
her ins, her outs, her built-up hopes and
her rock-bottom disappointments. Even in

Hollywood most people tag Carolyn Jones
a newcomer—but she has eighteen pictures
behind her and twice that many tv shows.
Once she thought she was on her way

for sure. Max Arnow, Columbia's casting
director, who'd seen her on the studio's

tv stages, tapped her for a nice role in
From Here to Eternity. But the day her
test was scheduled she came down with
pneumonia, and that was that. As she
tottered out of the hospital, Dad Baker
had a stroke; he died the next day. Arnow
made it up when she was on her feet again
because, "I know you've been sick, had
trouble and need money." It was just a
girl in a bar for a flash-on. Still, the
contact proved to be a lucky break. The
same Max Arnow, moved to Hecht-Lan-
caster, turned out to be an important man
in her life. He brought her in for Bach-
elor Party, for which Carolyn just missed
her Oscar.

But before that an even more important
man looked in on Carolyn Jones' life. Or
rather, they both glared at each other.

She first heard about Aaron Spelling
from a girl she knew, and Carolyn didn't

like what she heard. This "wonderful man
from Texas" was giving the girl acting
lessons. Carolyn knew her friend had little

talent; she suspected a Hollywood racket.

"H-m-m-m-" she remarked, "I'd sure
like to meet that charming gentleman!"
Next day she did. Her chum pointed him
out on a corner as they chugged down Sun-
set Boulevard and Carolyn slammed on the
brakes. She walked over to a handsome,
perfectly-tailored, distinguished-looking
man, her tomahawk hand itching. "So

—

you're Mister Aaron Spelling," she began,
"well, let me tell you—

"

The matinee idol looked blank, but a tall,

nondescript guy standing near him spoke
up huffily, "I," he announced, "am Aaron
Spelling."

Well, just like a movie script, they
started hating each other and wound up in

love. Carolyn discovered that Aaron was
really trying to help her chum out of the

goodness of his heart—also a lot of other
things about him that she liked. Aaron
was a dedicated young dramatist from
Dallas. He'd been a big man at Southern
Methodist University, worked with the

Margo Jones group there as a writer,

reported for Stars and Stripes while in the

Army and studied at Paris' Sorbonne
University. He wanted to write, but was
earning his cakes with what jobs he could
get in tv. He was five years older than



only 125 pounds. And that's pretty skinny!

They were married at 8:30 p.m., April

2, 1953, purely on love and nerve. At 8:45,

when Aaron carried Carolyn over the

threshhold of the house they'd rented,

the phone rang. Aaron's father in Dallas

had suffered a heart attack. She borrowed
$25 from her mother—who had moved to

nearby Santa Ana, California—for gas.

They drove all day and all night to Dallas.

When they got back to Hollywood there
was just that $1.92 to start married life

—

and the rent on their house hadn't even
been paid.

That's when Carolyn begged a friend at

Revue TV Productions for a rescue job,

got it—and then spunkily turned down
another because they wouldn't raise her
price or her importance. Soon, when she
had a notch up on both, she read the riot

act to her husband: "Write—or I'm walking
out on you." She didn't really mean it, of

course; she wanted him to stop worrying
about making bread-and-butter money for

his wife and himself—and sit down to

writing the kind of things he wanted to

write. Her bluff worked and today Aaron
Spelling has a list of tv and screen credits

that would choke a cow—and nobody
worries about who's supporting whom.

The happiest marriage

As a result, Carolyn Jones believes she
has as secure a marriage as you'll find in

Hollywood. "We're not just husband and
wife," she points out. "We're also good
friends, partners, mutual critics and advis-
ors." All day long the Spellings use the
telephone like a walkie-talkie, thrashing
out whatever bugs either one of them has
at work, and their only project that seems
destined to flop is gaining weight. Both
Aaron and Carolyn hopefully load up on
fattening solids—she drinks cocktails of

gingerale and thick cream—but both stay
stringbeans.

What's life like for her these days?
Carolyn claims to 'vegetate' between

picture jobs, but actually she's constantly
skimming around. She reads a book a day
at one sitting, flipping the pages after a
quick but thorough look. She seldom
cracks a script until she hits a set because
of that memory of hers. She's still helpless

where athletics are concerned, getting ex-
ercise by chasing a spoiled dachshund
named Victoria von Schnitzelbank around
the house. She tinkers with her car—she's

a girl greaseball—keeps her blonde hair
dyed black, and works at changing records
for the Spelling Swingers. That's a bohem-
ian group including Mickey Rooney, the
Jackie Coopers, Nick Adams, Jimmy and
Cluny Komack and scads more who gather

of a Sunday afternoon to talk it up, spin

platters and swim. They even have their

own coat of arms.
Carolyn, or Poochie as Aaron calls her,

doesn't give a hoot for night life or Holly-
wood full-dress affairs. But she insists on
keeping her home a house of fun. She's not
a bit domestic, but the more the place

jumps with people the better she likes it.

It was never that way for her as a girl.

Right now the fun house is a striking,

modernistic, glass-loaded crate hitched to

a hill overlooking the whole San Fer-
nando Valley. The Spellings bought it one
afternoon when bulldozers, scooping out a
new freeway, came right up to the living

room window of their old place. The only
complaint Carolyn has is its size. "I'd like

one just like it—only three times as big,"

she sighs, "so three times as many people
could come see me." But as for Hollywood
—she never wants to leave.

This is the place

"Oh, travel, of course. I'd like to make
a dozen grand tours I can think of," says
Jonesie. "But after all, when a place has
given you freedom, acceptance, impor-
tance, self-justification and love—well,

that's where I'll take my stand."

Even so, every now and then something
comes up to revive the old specters that

haunted her childhood. Only recently,

making King Creole on Lake Pontchartrain,
she begged for and got two guards to walk
beside her at the water's edge because she
was panicked lest she'd fall in. That ter-

ror dates back to some of the little 'jokes'

the girls in school used to play on her.

On that same picture, back in Hollywood,
Aaron called her one day—a sort of special

call. What he had to say was something
beyond belief, "Poochie—hold everything
—you've just been nominated for an Acad-
emy Award!"
Poochie shattered a take with a mighty

scream, and a shaggy-haired guy bounced
anxiously up to her side.

"What's the matter? What's the matter?"
Elvis Presley wanted to know.
"Honey," cried Carolyn, who loved

everyone at that moment, "Nothing's the
matter. In fact, everything's great—just

great! Haven't you ever heard a Comanche
war whoop!"

That's what it was, all right. Only, this

time Carolyn Jones wasn't whooping with
anger, frustration or alarm. She was
whooping for joy.

She had won her battles—all of them

—

gloriously. ... END

See Carolyn in Warners' Marjorie
MORNINGSTAR.

I can't understand why you want to hurt me

(Continued from page 65)

BECAUSE MY WHOLE LIFE, MY PER-
SONALITY AND I GUESS MY WHOLE
OUTLOOK HAS BEEN AFFECTED BY IT.

EVEN BEFORE MY PARENTS WERE
DIVORCED, MY LIFE WAS AFFECTED

—

I GUESS BECAUSE AN UNHAPPY MAR-
RIAGE DOESN'T GIVE PARENTS MUCH
TIME TO WORRY ABOUT THEIR CHIL-
DREN.

Venetia, I am looking at the headlines
and pictures on the front page of the
London Daily Mirror on March 1, 1938.

The extraordinary publicity attending your
birth was second only to the Royal Fami-
ly's. It reads:

FILM STAR PLANS A FAMILY
Beautiful film star Anna Lee,

who several months ago bade a
year's farewell to the screen, ex-

pects a baby today, St. David's
Day—plans to name it, if a boy,
David, if a girl, Venetia.
Anna and her film director hus-

band Robert Stevenson, hope to
have children at three-year in-
TERVALS. And "five would be an
IDEAL FAMILY." ANNA DECIDED THAT
PARENTHOOD WAS MORE IMPORTANT
THAN A CAREER, AND THEY BOUGHT A
HOUSE AND A FARM IN THE COUNTRY.
SHE AND HER HUSBAND ARE FIND-

ING THEIR YEAR AWAY FROM WORK
COSTLY.

Does that sound like we didn't have
much time to worry about you, Venetia?
And you know, there are dozens of such
clippings; in fact, a whole scrap book
full, which I gave to you. . . .

You say your "parents were unhappy."
You were only four years old, Venetia,

f OPPORTUNITIES *

FOR YOU
For rates,

write COMBINED CLASSIFIED
529 W. Madison, Chicago 6

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN (CW-July 8)

$10.00 GUARANTEED PER 1000 pieces prepared and mailed
—Free mailing pieces, names & stamps given also. Send 50c—
postage & handling. National Mailer, COM—1627 E. 33rd St.,
Lorain, Ohio.

MAKE$25-$50 Week, clipping newspaper itemsfor publishers.
Some clippings worth $5.00 each. Particulars free. National,
81-C, Knickerbocker Station, New York.

$60.00 WEEKLY POSSIBLE preparing, mailing, advertising
postcards. Instructions $1.00 (refundable). William, Box
1 1 365-C, Los Angeles 1 1 , California.

HOMEWORKERS: ASSEMBLE HANDLACED precut moc-
casins and bags. Good earnings. California Handicrafts, Los
Angeles 46-A, California.

DRESSES 24c; SHOES 39c; Men's Suits $4.95; Trousers
$1.20. Better used clothing. Free Catalog. Transworld, 164F
Christopher, Brooklyn 12, N.Y.

$200. MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewing Babywearl No house
selling I Send stamped, addressed envelope. "Cuties,"
Warsaw 2, Indiana.

$200. MONTHLY REPORTED, preparing envelopes! Reveal-
ing method, 25c! Economy, Box 2580-C, Greensboro, N.C.
MAKE $25 to $35 weekly mailing envelopes. Our instructions
reveal how. Glenway, Box 6568, Cleveland 1, Ohio.
MAKE MONEY CLIPPING Newspaper Items For Publishersl
Newscraft, CW-983-E. Main, Columbus 5, Ohio.
$75.00 WEEKLY POSSIBLE preparing mail, (details 10c).
Novelty, Box 78247-C, Los Angeles 16, California.

SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time. Easy
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 2, Ark.

EARN SEWING PRE-CUT Ties. Write Jud San, Box 2107.
Cleveland 8, Ohio, Dept. CWC-7.

[

DRESSES 20c (USED), Blouses 39c, Men's Shirts 99c. Free
Catalogue. Ace, 196-CW7 DeGraw, Brooklyn 31, New York.
MONEY SPARE TIME. Send name, social security number
$1.00. Enterprise, PO Box 137, Westfield, Mass.

[

EXTRA CASH PREPARING, mailing postcards. Edward, Box
3427-C, Los Angeles 54, California.

DO MAILING FOR Advertisersl Instruction Manual $1. Free
Lists. Sterlinge, Corona 68, New York.

BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES
GROW A LIVING Miniature Forest or orchard (only inches
high), that bears tasty tiny fruit at home. Learn amazing
Dwarfing secrets I Fascinating hobby. Profitable Home-busi-
ness Opportunity. Free Seeds and Plan. (State your age).
Miniature Nurseries, Dept. JY, Gardena, California.

$30-$60 WEEKLY sparetime preparing, mailing envelopes.
Instructions $1, refundable. Reiss, 210-C Fifth Ave., New
York 10. _____
EARN EXTRA CASH I Prepare Advertising Postcards. Lang-
dons, Box 41107C, Los Angeles 41, California.

$35.00 UP, REPORTED I Prepare envelopes for advertisersl
Cove, Box 2580-A, Greensboro, N.C.

EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES
COMPLETE HIGH SCHOOL at home in spare time with 61-
year-old school; texts furnished; diploma, no classes; booklet
free. Write American School, Dept. XB97, Drexel at 58th,
Chicago 37, Illinois.

FOREIGN & U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS
HIGH PAYING JOBS, Opportunities, foreign, USA. All trades.
Companies pay fare. For information write Dept. 57T National
Employment Information, 1020 Broad, Newark, New Jersey.

MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS
POEMS WANTED FOR New Songs and Recording. Imme-
diate Consideration. Send Poems. Songcrafters, Box 6145,
Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn.

HELP WANTED
PIECE-LIKE STAY-at-homeworkl No doorbell ringing I

Securall, Box 1450, Pasadena, Calif.

Kill THE HAIR ROOT
;|-/ Destroy unwa
tNeniently at I

ted hair PERMANENTLY. Use

sme. When you hove read ou
book carefully and learned to use

Mahler Epilator safely and efficiently,

can remove unwanted hair FOREVER.
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE (Our 76th Year).

MAHLER'S. INC.. Dept. 368-H PROVIDENCE 15. R

Shrinks Hemorrhoids

New Way Without Surgery
Science Find* Healing Substance That
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids

For the first time science has found a
new healing substance with the astonishing
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve
pain — without surgery.

In case after case, while gently relieving
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took
place.
Most amazing of all — results were so

thorough that sufferers made astonishing
statements like "Piles have ceased to be a
problem!"
The secret is a new healing substance

(Bio-Dyne*) — discovery of a world-famous
research institute.

This substance is now available in sup-
pository or ointment form under the name
Preparation H* Ask for it at all drug count-



when our marriage broke up! When you're

that small, your memory isn't clear—nor
is your judgment.

I WAS THAT POOR LITTLE RICH GIRL.

I LIVED IN A NURSERY IN A SEPARATE
WING OF THE LARGE HOME MY DI-

RECTOR FATHER AND ACTRESS MOTHER
HAD. I WAS RAISED BY MY GOVERNESS.

All I can say about that is: you've built

a fairy tale around yourself as a poor
little rich girl, which is not true!

Your dad idolized you; when he let you
live on your own at fifteen, I didn't ap-
prove and I didn't hesitate to say so! But
when I advise you—because I want to

protect you—you call it interference and
criticism. What kind of a mother would I

be if I didn't try to advise you!
You seem to remember only the un-

pleasant things about me, Venetia—and I

have such happy memories! Like the time
when I was expecting the birth of my
first child—you, Venetia. It was spring,

and I decorated your basinette with lilies

of the valley, my favorite flower. You'll

remember, Venetia, the hand-embroidered
handkerchief of lilies of the valley I gave
you the day you married Russ. You wore
it in your wedding bouquet.

I made almost every stitch of your lay-

ette by hand. It was of such fine wool that

it wasn't practical, but it gave great joy

to me. I also like to remind you that at the

time it was an unusual thing for a film

star to take time off to have a baby. And
it was a year before I made another pic-

ture. I was only too happy to sacrifice the

pictures; as you well know, I have always
put my children before my career.

You had a wonderful English Nanny
who was with you from the time you were
a month old. It is perfectly true that you
were under her care for a great deal of

the time. This was only because this was
how I had been raised. And mine was an
exceptionally happy childhood.

Periodically my mother would
receive me in her bedroom. she
was Anna Lee, a successful ac-
tress. Her room was all mirrors
and white satin. That's all I

REALLY CAN REMEMBER OF MY EARLY
MOTHER-AND-DAUGHTER RELATION-
SHIP.

Here again, Venetia, is the distortion of

a child's memory. I am looking at a pic-

ture of that bedroom. True, it had a white

rug and white satin drapes, but there were
no mirrored walls. The headboard of the

bed was white satin trimmed with blue.

And you admired it so much that I had a

miniature made for you "To match Mom-
my's." You slept in it for many, many
years.
You were always free to run in and out

of my room as you chose.

There are other things you should re-

member, though ... I created your nurs-

ery with my own hands—and my love. I

made some of your dresses by hand.

Periodically my parents would
ask their friends to bring their
children to our house. they came,

i didn't know them.

Venetia, we used to have wonderful
children's parties at the house on Palm
Drive. You had so many little friends.

And I do not remember this reluctance to

play with them. You had such good times.

I HAD BEEN ALONE IN MY NURSERY
TOO MUCH TO UNDERSTAND THE GIVE

AND TAKE OF PLAY WITH STRANGE
CHILDREN.

From the time you were three-and-a-
half years old, Venetia, you had the com-
panionship of your baby sister, Caroline,

i realize it is not unusual for a child not

82 quite four to be jealous of a new baby.

But I believe we did everything to make
you feel the much-loved first-born.

I remember so well the hours before

Caroline was born. You were running a

fever and didn't want to let me out of your
sight. I sat and held your hand all that

day and read you stories up to the last

moment . . . with the result that Caroline

was almost born in the elevator of St.

Vincent's Hospital!

They forgot to tell me when
my father and my mother got
divorced.

When a child is four years old, what
can you tell her about divorce, Venetia? I

was given custody of my two little girls.

ONE DAY WHEN I WAS SEVEN
YEARS OLD I HEARD FROM MY NURSERY
THE SOUNDS OF A LARGE CROWD
GATHERING DOWNSTAIRS. LEANING
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I These are the facts! I

| Here's the who — all of it —
|

| gathered by MODERN SCREEN I

| that has been used for years 1

§ throughout the movie industry I

i whenever the real facts have |

| been needed. |

I As a service to all fans MODERN
|

| SCREEN'S OFFICIAL SUPER |

| STAR CHART is now available
|

1 for twenty-five cents. 1

| Send for your copy now! |

f" 1

Box 515

I Super Star Information Chart

I Times Square P. O.

New York 36, N. Y.

j Enclosed please find 25 cents in
j

coin. Please rush me my copy of

MODERN SCREEN'S
SUPER STAR INFORMATION

CHART

Name

Address

|
City Zone State

j

OVER THE TOP-FLOOR BANNISTER, I

SAW MY MOTHER BEING MARRIED TO
THE MAN I NOW KNOW AS MY STEP-

FATHER. Divorce. I'd never heard
of n, then. But for the rest of

MY LIFE I WAS TO FEEL THE REPER-

CUSSIONS.

Venetia, we were not married in the

house, but very quietly in a small church

in Beverly Hills. A small reception with

a few friends was held at home. I did not

consider it good taste for you and Caro-

line to be present when champagne was
being poured to toast the bride and groom.

I WENT TO COURT AND TOLD THE
JUDGE I'd rather be in my father's

CUSTODY THAN MY MOTHER'S.

My dear Venetia. Two years after the

divorce—and you had been living with

me all of the while—you decided you
wanted to live with your father. It isn't

self pity, but I will not stress the anguish

I went through when you made that de-

cision. Even at that age, you realized that

your father could give you more than I

could. I had sold the Palm Drive house.

We had moved into a nice, but small and
more modest, home and picture roles for

me, like it happens, became fewer.

Your father and I decided then that in

the interests of the family as a whole
you should be raised by him and Caro-

line by me. In this way there would be

no divided loyalties. But you always re-

turned to me for the summers—the full

three months. That is, until that one in

1955 when your father took you to Europe.

I went to New York to break
into modeling.

I remember that summer well, Venetia.

This was when we began to have a dif-

ference of opinion. I felt that fourteen or

fifteen was too young to start out on your
own. This was the first time you began
to resent my authority as a mother.

As I CAME DOWN THE AISLE IN MY
BRIDAL GOWN, I GLANCED AT THE
FRONT PEW, AND SAW AN ATTRACTIVE

WOMAN IN HER EARLY FORTIES WHO
TURNED AND SMILED AT ME. My
mother had come to my wedding.

It was the first time in five long
years i had seen her.

Venetia, how could you? I was hurt
when you didn't send me an invitation to

your wedding. Like most other things hap-
pening to you at that time, I had to read
about it in the papers. But when I called

you, you seemed so happy that I was flying

down to attend your wedding!
Two months before Tim was born I left

the ranch in Montana and returned to

California to have my baby. Your two
little brothers—John was seven and Steven
was six—were with me.

I called you immediately. You came
over the next day, and a sweeter daughter
couldn't be had. You brought Russ
(Tamblyn) and I liked him. You both
visited me often.

Tim was born and you and Caroline

were there at the hospital when I woke
up. I thought happily how blessed I was
to have two such beautiful daughters.

Did she feel anything of sadness
seeing her only daughter marry?

Venetia, why are you doing this only-
child routine? Is it because the picture

you are evidently trying to paint of me
is that of a selfish career mother who does

not wish to have children? You know me
well enough to know I'm far more proud
of being the mother of five children than
any success I've known as an actress. I

have put aside my career for each one of

you. And so willingly, Venetia. And your
sister Caroline idolizes you! She was
with me at your wedding. And how proud
we both were of such a beautiful bride.

I wondered what she (my moth-
er) was thinking. Did she feel a
twinge of sadness? i had never
had a single intimate talk with
HER.

Venetia, I can hardly believe you said

this. After all of the talks we have had
together, all through the years. . . .

You are a beautiful girl, Venetia. And
your mother knows you have an inner

beauty, too. Why not let that inner beauty,

which is the lasting one, shine through
and win you love, respect, and loyalty. . . .

As always-with love, Mother

Venetia is in Violent Road for Warners
and will appear in Warners' Island Of
Lost Women. Anna Lee is in Columbia's
Gideon Of Scotland Yard and will appear
in Columbia's The Last Hurrah.



BOBBL.

3 kinds ofcurlers

for trie 3 critical waving areas

in soft modern hairstyles

!

Only new Bobbi gives you all 3:

16 large sponge rollers give extra body
where your hairstyle needs most sup-
port—add style flare at the sides, give

a lift over the brow, curve a perky

pony-tail.

40 casual pin-curlers for easy-to-make
pin-curls that give overall softness
throughout most of your hairstyle.

6 midget rods for curling the wispy
neckline stragglers.

2

3

The new modern hairstyles need
different kinds of curls in differ-

ent areas—and only new Bobbi
gives them to you. Three differ-

ent kinds of curlers come right in

the Bobbi package—nothing
more to buy! And only new Bobbi

No resetting . . . you brush out

waves that are soft and natural

looking from the first, yet really

last. New Bobbi instructions for

a variety of modern hairstyles

show where each curler goes to

give a style while you wave. Try
-I

ONLY *2°°

the easy way to lasting waves— the Bobbi way



A Fabulous Introductory

Offer to New Members of

America's Biggest Book Club

ANY3bOOKSfor99*
when you join the Dollar Book Club and agree to take as few as 6 best-selling novels out of 24 to be offered within a year

MAIL THIS CERTIFICATE • WORTH $11.40 TO $22.95
(value of Publishers' Editions)

to IEXDHJIBILIBIIDiaKJr (©RfDB IEXDILIIifiVIR, HBdMDIK. (CUaTLHR

Dept. 8-DM-7 (8atden Vety, Jfew .'UtA

Send me at once the 3 books checked below and
bill me only 994 FOR ALL 3, plus a small
shipping charge. Also enroll me as a Dollar
Book Club member.

Include my first issue of The Bulletin, de-
scribing the new forthcoming one-dollar selec-

tions and other bargains for members. I may

notify you in advance if I do not wish the fol-

lowing month's selections. I do not have to

accept a book every month — only six a year.

I pay nothing except $1 for each selection I

accept (plus a small shipping charge) unless I

choose an extra-value selection at a somewhat
higher price.

NO-RISK
GUARANTEE:

// not delighted,
return all books
in 7 days, and
membership will

be cancelled.

8-DM-7

Mr - Please
Mrs Print
Miss

Address :

City &
Zone State

TO RESIDENTS OP CANADA: Selection Price $1.10. plus shipping. Address Doubleday
Book Club (Canada), 105 Bond Street. Toronto 2. offer good in USA and Canada only.

CHECK ANY 3 OF THESE BEST- SELLERS:
AROUND THE
WORLD IN 1.000

PICTURES. Visit Rome,
Paris, Bali, Hong Kong,
Africa, Egypt, Mexico —
enjoy all the wonders of

83 fabulous lands in vivid
photos with textl (1)

Ladies' Home Journal
BOOK OF INTERIOR

DECORATION. Lavish
10%" by 14" book with
hundreds of pictures, many
In color. Exciting now
Ideas and plans for every
room In the house! Guides
to color, fabrics/lighting,
furniture, etc. (7)

FAVORITE STORIES
OLD AND NEW.

Fabulous -treasury of top
children's stories in one
giant 512 -page volume!
121 never-to-be-forgotten
fairy tales, Bible stories,

animal stories, etc. (13)

I—ITHE USA IN COLOR
I I The Editors of "Holi-
day" take you on a fabu-
lous "picture-tour" of
America's scenic wonders
and vacationlands in nearly
200 color photos with in-
teresting reading! Big 8"

by 10" book. (14)
1—1 COLUMBIA- VIKING
I I DESK ENCYCLO-
PEDIA. New 2 -volume
edition has over 1.250,000
words. 1,440 pages, 31,000
articles. Up-to-date facts ,

in every field of knowl-
edge! Illustrated. (01)i OUTLINE OF HIS-

TORY—H. G. Wells.
2- volume edition — 1,024
pages, 200 maps, pictures.
Whole dramatic story of

mankind from earliest
times to now. One of the
great works of the twenti-
eth century! (62)

Hammond - Doubleday
WORLD ATLAS. New

edition! Big 9%" by
1214" book. 143 maps and
insets — 88 in full color!
155 photos. Full of useful
information on world's
peoples, resources, etc. (63)TREASURY OF

GREAT MYSTERIES
New! 2 giant volumes of

top suspense stories by
Agatha Christie, Ray-
mond Chandler. Ellery
Queen, Daphne du Maiir-
ler, and 15 others. 1.152
pages — includes 4 com-
plete novels! (76)

MARJORIE MORN-
INGSTAR — Herman

Wouk tops "The Calne
Mutiny" with this best-
selling story of a "nice
girl" who mixes her
dreams of fame with a
blazing love affair! (83)

ATLAS SHRUGGED
Ayn Rand. Tremendous

new hit by the author of
"The Fountainhead".
1.168 pages of passion,
violence, suspense. Story
of a playboy-genius, a steel
tycoon, and a woman in
love. (145)

NORTH FROM ROME
Helen Maclnnes' best-

seller! An American dates
the prettiest girl in Rome
—and steps into a tempest
of violence and intrigue!
"Filled with suspense . . .

breathless interest 1" '—
N. Y. Herald Trib. (147)BELOW THE SALT

Thomas B. Costain's
newest and most exciting
historical romance — the
story of a lost princess,
amidst the stirring, vio-
lent, colorful days of the
Magna Charta. (148)

TAKE advantage of this special

offer—receive the most exciting

"get acquainted" package of books
ever offered to new members of the

Dollar Book Club. Choose any 3

of the full-size, hard-bound vol-

umes on this page for only 994.

Think of it - a total value of $ 1 1 .40

to $22.95 in publishers' editions —
yours for just 994. Send no money—
simply cut out and mail the value

certificate on this page to get you;

books at once.

As a Member, You Save Up to

75% on the New Best-Sellers!

Imagine—the same new books cost-

ing up to $3.95 in publishers' edi-

tions come to Club members for

only $1 each! Over the years the

biggest hits by top authors like

Ernest Hemingway, W. Somerset
Maugham, Thomas B. Costain,

Daphne du Maurier, Frank Yerby
and others, have come to members
at this low $1 price. Occasional
extra-big books also are offered at

prices slightly above $1. All are

new, full-size, hard-bound volumes.
An exciting new bonus plan offers

other big savings too. But you buy
only the books you want, and you
don't have to take one every month.
You may take as few as six $1
selections a year!

Send No Money — Simply Mall the

Value Certificate on this Page

Receive any 3 books on this page
for only 994, plus a small shipping
charge. Two books are your gift

for joining, and one is your first

selection. Thereafter, you will re-

ceive the Club's Bulletin, describ-

ing forthcoming selections.

No-Risk Guarantee: If not de-

lighted, return all 3 books and your
membership will be cancelled. Mail
certificate now!

DOUBLEDAY DOLLAR BOOK CLUB,

GARDEN CITY, N. Y.
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IU8T RELEASED ! Greatest scientific advance... 2 years ahead

. . .the first

hair spray ^

to leave your

hair clean !

Guaranteed . . . the only hair spray that leaves no ugly film

... no stickiness. . . no matter how often you use it!

use it. No stickiness, no pile up of spray, no ugly film

!

And an anti-static ingredient makes your curl behave

no matter how hard you brush! Use Living Curl to set

or hold . . . then touch. Those curls feel feminine again!

( Long time since that happened?) 250 plus tax

Now—enjoy all the blessings of a hair spray—and for-

get the problems! Revlon hair scientists have found the

beauty secret of natural curls . . . and developed Living'

Curl to create clean, beautiful, real curls. So you never

see or feel spray on your hair—no matter how often you

i bu Sedtui Now ! Keens the curl . . . keens it clean . . . kp^ns it full of Ufa f
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They

met...

They

knew

they

shouldn't

have . .

.

They

couldn't

stop.

TECHNICOLOR From WARNER BROS. Screenplay by NORMAN KRASNA Produced and Directed by STANLEY DONEN
A GRANDON PRODUCTION
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TIPS FOR
TRAVELERS
1 . Taking more than one suitcase? Pack

one with things you need immedi-

ately, and most often.

2. Choose lightweight luggage. You'll be

glad you did when porters are no-

where to be seen.

3. Pack away some wash-and-wears . . .

shorts and shirts and sunbacks that

drip dry overnight.

4. Don't forget to place tissue paper

alongthe folds of your garments. Less

wrinkles that way.

5. Use plastic containers for toiletries.

No breakage . . . less baggage weight.

6. Tuck away a package of Tampax in

the side pocket of your grip. A bless-

ing when the calendar plays tricks.

If you've never tried Tampax before

—

now's the time to do it. For Tampax®
internal sanitary protection helps you
travel light! Does away with cumber-

some pads and belts. Frees you of telltale

lines and odor worries. Is dainty to

change and dispose of. Tampax is the

last word in comfort and convenience

— vacadontime, anytime. That's why
millions use it. How about you? Available

wherever drug products are sold, in

Regular, Super, Junior absorbencies.

Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass.
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he wonderful story of a Sergeant who "promoted" himself

to General ... in the wildest SNAFU the Army ever knew

!

Red's First

Since His

Academy

Award I

Co-Starring

Red Buttons • Taina Elg

withWU11 Screen Play by

Dean Jones- william bowers

Directed by Produced by

wmmmJ^h - cinemascope • GEORGE MARSHALL • WILLIAM HAWKS- An m-g-m Picture
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THE
INSIDE STORY

Want the real truth? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen,

Box 515, Times Square P.O., N. Y. 36, N. Y. The most interesting

letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies.

Q Is Lt. General Rafael Trujillo, Jr.,

really serious about Kim Novak?
—T.M., N.Y.C.

A He's given her a Mercedes-Benz, but

no diamond ring, no cedar chest—at

least not yet.

9 What was the relationship of May
Britt and Carlo Ponti in Italy before

May came to Hollywood?
—L.T., N.Y.C.

A Film producer Ponti employed May
Britt as an actress.

9 How come we see pictures of Joyne
Mansfield's little daughter but never
any pictures of Mickey Hargitay's little

daughter? —J.T., Akron, Ohio
A Mickey's daughter is being raised in

Indiana.

9 Can Tab Hunter really act?

—K.T., Memphis, Tenn.
A Hunter is developing into a good
actor.

9 Does Joanne Woodward make her

own clothes, or is that just a publicity

gimmick? —N.T., Thomasville, Ga.
A Joanne makes many of her clothes.

9 Would you say that Mario Lanza is

finished as a movie star ?

—D.Y., Denver, Col.
A That's the feeling in Hollywood at

this writing.

9 Will Liz Taylor set married again?

—V.Y., Ojai, Calif.

A Undoubtedly.

9 How many times has Mickey Rooney
been married? —A.W., Seattle, Wash.
A Four.

9 Is the Inger Stevens-Anthony
9uinn friendship serious? Or is it more
than a friendship?

—L.T., Phoenix, Ariz.

A Quinn is happily married.

9 How come Tyrone Power married
Deborah Minardos when he was going

steady with the Swedish actress Mai
Zetterling? —L.U., London, Eng.
A When Miss Zetterling married a

writer, Power decided to marry Mrs.
Minardos.

9 Are Don Murray and Hope Lange
expecting another babv ?

—C.E., Dallas, Tex.
A Yes.

9 Whv was Frank Sinatra's TV show
cancelled? —V.T., N.Y.C.
A Low ratings.

9 Whatever happened to Bette Davis?
—V.T., Boston, Mass.

A She is playing Catherine the Great in

John Paul Jones.

9 Which actors have married women
older than they are?

—S.T., Provo, Utah
A Richard Ney, Jack Briggs, Jacques
Bergerac, Glenn Ford, Jerry Lewis,
Buddy Rogers.

9 Is it true that Jimmy Stewart has

the first nickel he ever earned?
—H.T., Philadelphia, Pa.

A Stewart is neither tightwad nor spend-

thrift.

9 I knew a boy in Brooklyn named Ira

Grossel. I hear he went to Hollywood.
He used to be awkward, overgrown, and
bumbling. Can you identify him?

—C.T., Brooklyn, N.Y.
A Jeff Chandler.

9 Why is Kirk Douglas disliked in

Hollywood? —D.R., Denver, Col.

A In many quarters he is considered ex-

cessively ambitious.

9 I've heard that Nick Adams who
used to start publicity stories about
himself has now gone Hollywood? Is

this true? —M.T., Los Angeles, Calif.

A Partially.

9 Is it on the level that Natalie Wood
and Robert Wagner employ a butler

in their home?—R.B., Ft. Worth, Tex.

A Yes.

9 Does Marilyn Monroe's name mean
anything at the box office ?

—N.I., Canton, Ohio.

A Not as much as formerly.

9 How come Charlton Heston has

never really developed into a big movie
star? —E.T., Winnetka, III.

A Heston seems to lack that indefinable

magic.

9 Is it true that Roberto Rossellini has

written a novel about his experiences in

India? —L.T., Miami, Fla.

A Yes, it is being published in France.

9 How come Bill Holden is fascinated

by Hong Kong?
—C.Y., Burbank, Calif.

A Holden owns a radio-TV station there.

9 Is Natalie Wood getting more now
than the $750 a week she used to get

from Warners? —A.L., Reno, New
A Natalie has a better contract noiv.



He wanted

money! He

wanted power!

And he knew

only one law—

to take what

he wanted!

A great

performer,

Elvis Presley,

delivers a

great dramatic

performance

in a story

based on that

sensational

best-seller—

"A Stone for

Danny

Fisher'.'

A STORY PULSING

WITH THE HEARTBEAT

OF TODAY'S YOUTH!

... AND THESE

SONGS!

~
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PARAMOUNT PRESENTS

As Long As I Have You

Don't Ask Me Why

Hard Headed Woman

ELVIS PRESLEY

HAL WALLIS
Co-starring

CAROLYN WALTER DOLORES DEAN VIC
with

LIUANE PAUL

* MONTEVECCHI • STEWART

Directed by Screenplay by

Michael CurtizHerbert Baker a nd Michael Vincente Gazzo
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NEW MOVIES

FOR THRILLS
Vertigo

FOR ACTION
Bad Man's Country
Gunman's Walk

FOR DRAMA
Twilight For The Gods
Voice In The Mirror

FOR COMEDY
Rooney
The Matchmaker

FOR ADVENTURE
Windjammer
The Vikings

Shirley Booth's a merry ividoiv with a great big heart.
Site makes some interesting things happen for Tony Perkins.

THE MATCHMAKER
old-fashioned comedy

Shirley Booth
Anthony Perkins
Shirley Mac Lai ne

Paul Ford
Paul Morse

In 19th Century Yonkers a prosperous, ag-

ing, miserly shopkeeper (Paul Ford) decides

that since he's worth a quarter-of-a-million

dollars he can afford to get married again

—

even though he can't afford to give a raise to

his chief clerk (Anthony Perkins). And there's a

widow (Shirley Booth) who's full of the joy of

life and plans to honeymoon with Ford. What
a schemer ! She takes him all the way down to

New York to introduce him to Shirley Mac-
Laine, who runs a millinery shop. He's all

ready to propose to her when Miss Booth
stuns him with a photograph of a less respect-

able, more available, non-existent charmer
named Ernestine. While Ford is thus engaged

in New York, Tony Perkins has rebelled. With
his sidekick (Paul Morse), Tony comes to the

big city for adventure. While Ford is in the

millinery shop courting Shirley MacLaine,
Tony's hiding in the closet. While Ford's in a

swank restaurant waiting for Ernestine, Tony's
in the private dining room next to him buying

a thirty-dollar dinner for Shirley MacLaine

—

only he doesn't have a dime to pay for it. All

of this mix-up has been engineered by Shirley

Booth—her theory being that life's not quite

interesting enough unless she makes things

happen. And she makes them happen her

way !

—

Paramount.

VERTIGO

it's murder!

James Stewart
Kim Novak

Barbara Bel Geddes
Tom Helmore
Henry Jones

When you got vertigo you got to be careful

of high places. One day detective James Stew-
art found himself dangling from a rooftop.

When he looked down—vertigo ! He was lit-

erally paralyzed with fear. That's why a police-

man, who was bending over to give him a help-

ing hand, lost his grip and fell. That's why
Stewart quit the force. But an old acquaint-

ance (Tom Helmore) asks him to do a special

favor. Please, he says, follow my wife (Kim
Novak). Kim seems to be possessed by the

spirit of a dead ancestor who committed sui-

cide when she was Kim's age. Stewart takes

one look at Novak and agrees to play detective

one more time. He follows her everywhere.

One day he follows her right into San Francisco

Bay. First she tossed in a bouquet of flowers

then she jumped in. Recovering by the fire in

Stewart's bachelor apartment—Barbara Bel

Geddes wants him but she can't get him—Kim
doesn't even remember the incident. That's

how she is. She'll be going along fine and all

of a sudden she thinks her name is Carlotta

Valdes, and you can't get through to her. This

bothers Stewart a lot because he loves her.

She loves him, too. What has vertigo got to

do with them ? Plenty ! But let director Al-

fred Hitchcock take it from there. He's full of

surprises !

—

Technicolor, Paramount.
ucd ou page 8)
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MARILYN MAXWELL' REGINALD GARDINER • BACCALONI • CONNIE STEVENS
Produced by JERRY LEWIS • Directed by FRANK TASHLIN Screen Story and Screen Play by FRANK TASHLIN • Based on a Story by PRESTON STURGES j|

Associate Producer- Ernest 0. Gtucksman • Musical Numbers Staged by Nick Castle • Songs by HARRY WARREN and SAMMY CAHN



For the mother-to-be

51gauge
ALL-ElASTICSTOCKINGS

by Bauer & Black

Guard against varicose veins

this fashion-right way

Pregnancy frequently increases

the possibility of swollen legs and
varicose veins. Don't take a
chance— see your doctor.
Chances are he'll recommend the
sheer, new 51 gauge elastic stock-

ings by Bauer & Black.

Sheer yet all elastic

These are the only full-fashioned,

full-foot hose that employ the
famous Bauer & Black principle

of all-elastic support (with rubber
in every supporting thread).

You get the support part-elas-

tic stockings fail to give, and you
get the sheer look of regular
nylons, too. Ask for Bauer &
Black stockings at drug, depart-
ment, surgical stores.

Bauer & Black
Division of The Kendoll Company

-- MAIL COUPON FOR COMPLETE INFORMATION --

Bauer & Black, Dept. DM-8, 309 W. Jackson Blvd.,

Chicago 6, III.

Send free booklet on the complete wardrobe of

Bauer & Black all-elastic stockings for new leg beauty

and comfort (from $6.90 to $16.95).

Address

City Zone_

I16W mOVIBS (Continued from page 6)

THE VIKINGS

bloodthirsty spectacle

Kirk Douglas
Tony Curtis

Ernest Borgnine
Janet Leigh

James Donald

In the 8th and 9th centuries when the world

was flat and men were fierce, there were no

men fiercer than Ernest Borgnine, king of the

Vikings, and his fair-haired son, Kirk Douglas.

The Vikings lived and died for Odin, god of

war. That is, they lived and other men died,

one of them being the king of England. The

dead king's wife is attacked by the Viking

king and has a son—who grows up to be Tony
Curtis. Baby Tony can claim the throne one

day which is why he's shipped out of England

fast—if he stayed home, the new king, his

cousin, would kill him. Tony's captured and

becomes a Viking slave. He and Kirk hate

each other. Tony's pet falcon claws out Kirk's

left eye. Kirk has Tony thrown into a slop

pool—if the rising tide doesn't drown him he's

free to go. Meanwhile, there are plans afoot

to kidnap Welch princess Janet Leigh at sea.

Kirk does same, and falls for her. She'd rather

die than marry him! Tony's her boy. Having

survived the slop pool he's now escaping to

England with her. Everything reaches a grand

climax when Kirk and Tony—he came back

—

lead the Vikings against the English again. The
war scenes are just terrific. In fact, all of the

costumes and settings—plus the Viking ships at

sea—manage to recreate the atmosphere of a

savagely beautiful and gory time.

—

Techni-

color, United Artists.

GUNMAN'S WALK
trigger-happy

Van Heflin
Tab Hunter

Kathryn Grant
James Darren

Mickey Shaughnessy

Everybody knows and respects Van Heflin,

the biggest rancher in Wyoming. He has two
sons (Tab Hunter and James Darren). Tab's a

chip off the old block; he's tough and reckless.

Darren's nice. He talks to half-breeds—like

Kathryn Grant and her brother—as if they

were people. That Darren's a real problem to

his father. But Tab—he can shoot it up and

drink it up and nobody tells him what to do.

So what he does is push Kathryn's brother off

a cliff. Pop's ready to believe it was an acci-

dent. Then Tab shoots a pure white man, the

very man who defended him—with lies—at

the hearing. Then Tab shoots—and kills—his

way out of jail—ten minutes before freedom.

Pop thinks maybe something's wrong with the

boy. Hcflin's rude awakening is genuinely

moving.

—

Columbia.

TWILIGHT FOR THE GODS
Rock Hudson
Cyd Charisse

Rock's at sea! J*
rth

.

ur *en"edy
Charles McGraw

Wallace Ford

When Rock Hudson's leaky old sailing ship

takes on passengers from a South Pacific

island, little do those passengers know they may
not make it to Mexico. That little old ship has

holes in the bottom—and could use fresh paint

and new wood on top. But Rock's proud of

her and worries about her and keeps moodily

to himself. Among all those passengers one of

them (Cyd Charisse) had better make it to

Mexico. If they stop off at Honolulu for re-

pairs—as first mate Arthur Kennedy thinks

they should—Cyd will be tossed into the jug.

Seems she was a professional escort in Hono-
lulu and one of her paying dates was murdered.

Naturally, she doesn't tell this to Rock; she

falls in love with him. Rock doesn't tell her

till much later that once he lost his captain's

license because he "made a mistake and

drowned thirty-seven people;" he's fallen in

love with her. It's that jealous heel Arthur

Kennedy who breaks up the romance. Other

lonely people on the sinking ship include Leif

Erickson, Ernest Truex, Richard Haydn, and

Celia Lovsky.

—

CinemaScope, U-I.

VOICE IN THE MIRROR

an alcoholic reforms

Richard Egan
Julie London

Arthur O'Connell
Walter Matthau
Troy Donahue

Doctor Walter Matthau warns Richard Egan
that if he doesn't quit drinking he'll wind up

in an insane asylum. This scares him enough

to get a job as an artist in an ad agency. The
job scares him enough to go out on a binge.

The binge scares his long-suffering wife (Julie

London) enough to try and commit him to

an institution. Egan runs for what he con-

siders his life, and winds up in a bar next to

Arthur O'Connell, ex-schoolteacher. For twenty

years O'ConnelPs been wanting to quit drink-

ing, but can't. It comes over Egan that the

way to stop is for one drunk to help another,

and right then he decides he will help O'Con-

nell. It isn't easy. And nobody but Egan

thinks it can work. Although never actually

stated, this seems to be the history of Alco-

holics Anonymous. At any rate it's an inspir-

ing story of a man who not only gets a firm

grip on himself but, in ten years, can look out

with pride on a meeting hall full of people he

has helped.—U-I.

(Continued on page 24)



. .with this key.*, I thee wed . .
!'

The door opened

into a haven from hell

— and the girl

came with the key.

COLUMBIA PICTURES
presents

A CARL FOREMAN Picture

WILLIAM HOLDEN
SOPHIA IPREN

TREVOR HOWARD
CAROL REED'S Production

"Tfcs.K&f
CinemaScope

KIERON MOORE • BERNARD LEE • BRYAN FORBES

BEATRIX LEHMANN • NOEL PURCELl

OSCAR HOMOLKA

Based on the novel "Stella" by JAN DE HARTOG • Written for the screen and Produced by CARL FOREMAN • Directed by CAROL REED • Associate Producer AUBREY BARING • a highroad presentation



Tn memory of Richard Skelton

who died of leukemia on May 11, 1958

The
LIGHT
In The

Empty Room
The doctor asked comedian Red Skelton to step

into his office. He made it very clear. The hop-

ing was over. The end was near. Red's nine-

year-old son, Richard, sick with leukemia for the

past sixteen months, was going to die in a little

while.

The comedian smiled when he walked out of

the office. He smiled because he knew that Georgia,

his wife, and Valentina, their eleven-year-old

daughter, would be there now. He'd left them a

little while earlier so that Valentina could run

over to the hospital's gift shop and buy a present

for Richard. He knew they'd be back now. He
knew he must not worry them—not right now, not

before they went up to see Richard.

"Okay," he said, taking Georgia's arm and Val-

entina's hand. He rushed them over to the elevator.

"Third floor," he said to the elevator boy. And
then he whispered something to Georgia on the

way up about Richard's having had an uncomforta-

ble night, but not to think anything if he looked

a little sleepy. And all the time he smiled as if

this were just another day, another visit, as if

nothing were wrong. . . .

Valentina was the first one in Richard's room.

She raced over to the bed where Richard lay with

his eyes closed. She kissed him on the cheek.

When he opened his eyes she was not surprised:

she thought he'd been awake all the time—that he

knew as usual, that they would all be there to see

him at exactly 11:00 a.m., just like every other day,

and that now he was playing a fine game of tease.

"Hi," she said, loudly, right into his ear.

"Hi," the little boy said, a little startled.

"Look what I got you." Valentina said, holding

up a box.

Richard tried to ask what? But something got

caught in his throat, and instead lie just nodded.

"It's a present," Valentina said.

The little boy stared at the box. "Is today • • •

is today my birthday?" he asked, very softly.

Valentina laughed. "Of course not, silly," she

said. "Today's May 10. Your birthday's a week and

a half off. This is an allowance present. I saved for

four weeks from my allowance just to get it

for you."

The little boy lifted an arm and tried to reach

for the package.

Valentina, noticing the arm shake a little, beat

him to it. "Here," she {Continued on page 12)
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shave, lady?... don't do it!

Don't risk "razor shadow' on legs and underarms. It's so easy to avoid

"razor shadow", that faint stubble of hair left on razor-shaved legs and arms,

when you cream hair away the beautiful way with neet. New baby-pink neet goes

down deep where no razor can reach . . . leaves your skin feeling oh, so soft.

And there's never a hint of "razor shadow" because when the hair finally does grow

in again it feels softer, silkier, no stubble at all! Next time try baby-

pink, sweet-smelling neet: either lotion or cream—you'll never want to shave again!

cream hair away the beautiful way
11
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Directed by JOSEPH PEVNEY • Written by ERNEST K. GANN • Produced by GORDON KAY

the light in the empty room

(Continued from page 10) said, unwrap-
ping it. "Let me do it."

Having done it, she held the present up.
It was a music box. "You wind it like this,"

Valentina said, showing him how, "and
then it plays like this." They listened to
the clear, sweet, bell-like music for a
moment. "You know what song that is,

Rich?" she asked.
The little boy shook his head.
"It's called Home Sweet Home," she said.

"It means that that's where you'll be again
if you listen to it enough, if you play it

over and over and say a prayer to God to
make your wish come true."
The little boy listened for another mo-

ment. Then he asked, "Is it for my birth-
day, Valentina?"
Again, the girl laughed. "I told you be-

fore, silly—no!" she said. "But don't worry.
I've got enough money saved to get you a
present for that, too, when the time comes."
"When's my birthday?" the little boy

asked.
"I told you—" Valentina started to say.

And then the smile that had been on her
face all this while disappeared. She looked
at Richard. Then she looked over at hei
parents. She said nothing. But it was as

if she wanted to say What's wrong with my
brother today? He always knew when his

birthday was. He still does—doesn't he?
He's only teasing me again—isn't he?
She looked back at Richard. "Your

birthday's May 20," she said simply. She
waited for him to give her that wonderful
puckered-up look of his now, to start to

laugh suddenly so that all the freckles on
his face would seem to multiply by two,
so that his blue eyes would sparkle again
like they always used to, so that he would
tell her by his laugh that he was only
kidding her, that of course he knew when
his birthday was.

Richard remembers
But Richard just lay there.
Valentina stepped away from the bed,

confused.
For a moment it looked as if Richard

would fall asleep again. But when he saw
Red, he smiled. He tried to make one of

those funny faces he and his dad always
exchanged when they saw one another
It wasn't a very good try.

"Hello, Daddy," he said.

Then his eyes shifted and he saw Geor-
gia. "Mom—" he started to say. Suddenly,
there was a flash of the old Richard in his

eyes. He nodded. "Oh I remember, I re-
member," he said.

"You remember what, Richard?" Red
asked.

The little boy grinned. "Daddy," he said,

"can I talk to you about a secret?"

"Sure," Red said as Georgia stepped
back and away from the bed.
"Daddy," the little boy whispered, "I

just remembered that tomorrow is Moth-
er's Day. Did you buy the red blanket
for Mom?"

"I did," Red said. "Tomorrow . . . to-
morrow I'm going to bring it over and
we'll all open the box and show her to-
gether."

"I'm sorry," the little boy said, still

whispering. "I didn't want you to have to

go out and get it. But with this cut on
my leg, I don't think they would have let

me out to get it."

Red's eyes traveled down to the outline
of the little boy's thin legs under the white
blanket and to the outline of the thin
tube there. Richard's veins had been punc-
tured so much with a long series of daily
transfusions over the past couple of weeks
that an incision had been necessary on his
left leg. He was getting a transfusion now
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and the tube was connected to the incision.

Quickly, Red looked back up at the

little boy's face. He saw that Richard had
leaned his head over on the pillow now
so that he could look over at Georgia,

that he was winking at her—very proud
of his secret between himself and his dad;
suddenly he stopped winking and groaned
with momentary pain and then, very sud-
denly, he seemed to fall asleep again. . . .

It was six o'clock that night when Red
and Georgia arrived back home. They'd
sent Valentina home early and they'd sat

with Richard the whole afternoon, watch-
ing him sleep most of the time, talk-

ing to him when he awoke, playing the

new music box for him, listening to him
try to hum along with it at one point and,

at another, watching him as he followed
Valentina's advice and said a prayer to

God to please make the song come true

and to let him be able to go home, soon.

Home with heavy hearts

And now the long afternoon was over
for Red and Georgia and they'd come back
home to have their dinner. They were
about to eat when the phone rang.

Red answered it.

He listened for a long time. Then he
mumbled something and hung up.

When he looked around, he saw Georgia
standing there.

Instinctively, he tried to smile.

It didn't work this time.
"What's wrong?" Georgia asked.
"It was the doctor," Red said, his face

turning pale and his voice suddenly heavy.
"He told me Richard has just gone into a

coma—

"

Georgia gasped. Red took her hand.
"—He said he doesn't know how much

longer it will be," he went on, squeezing
the trembling hand with every bit of

compassion and sorrow and love in his

soul. . . .

They wanted Richard to live. They would
have given their own lives for him to live.

They would have given every cent they
had. They would have given everything
and anything. But you don't bargain with
Death. You only pray that when it is cer-
tain to come—as it was certain to come to

Richard now—it will come easily and
without hurt.
And so Red and Georgia prayed. . . .

The hospital room where they sat now
was silent except for their little son's

heavy breathing and their prayers. They
sat only a few feet away from the bed.
They watched the boy, hard in the depths
of his heavy sleep, as he moaned every
once in a while, then as he reached down
with his hand as if to slap the painful tube
away from his leg, then as he brought his

hand back up and moaned again.
On and on it went, for over an hour

—

the moaning, the praying, the reaching
down for the tube, the moaning, the pray-
ing—and always the awful moaning.
And then it began to happen.
It happened as the little boy's parents

had been praying it would, easily and
without any more pain.

For suddenly Richard stopped moaning
and stopped slapping at the tube, and he
opened his eyes and smiled.

"Daddy," he said, looking straight up at

the big white ceiling overhead, "did you
get the red blanket for Mother's Day?"

"I did, Richie," Red whispered. "I did
... I did."

"That's good," the little boy said.

"Thank you, Daddy."
Then he asked for Georgia.
"Mommy," he said, still looking straight

up, "would you do me a favor? Would you
kiss me? You'd better hurry up, Mommy.
You'd better hurry up."

Georgia leaned over and kissed him,
gently and long, on the forehead.
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"I love you, Mommy," he murmured.
Georgia tried to say something back.

But the words wouldn't come.
Slowly, the smile began to leave Rich-

ard's face. He reached out for Red's hand.
"Daddy," the little boy said now, "—

I

can't see very well. It's like a blur. . .
."

"It'll be all right," Red said.

The little boy nodded.
And then he closed his eyes.
And the white blanket that lay over his

thin body did not move with his breath-
ing any more.
Georgia screamed an anguished scream.

And then she began to cry. For her, the
time had come when she could cry, finally

cry. For sixteen long months she had held
back the tears. Now her little boy wa3
dead and there was no holding them back.
For Red, too, the sixteen long months

were over. For Red, too—the brave father
who had known his son was going to die;

the brave comedian who'd gone on with
his job and made millions of people laugh
every week, the brave man who'd smiled
so hard for the past year and a half that
his lips ached almost as much as his heart
—for Red, too, it was time to cry. And he
cried the saddest tears a man can cry. . . .

Their maid met them at the door when
they got home later that night.

"She's asleep, at last," the weeping wom-
an said, referring to Valentina, their
daughter. "But it was terrible. It was
terrible. When the poor little thing saw
you weren't home at nine o'clock she got
worried and she telephoned the hospital.

Somebody there told her Richard had
died. And Valentina said—I heard her say—'No, he's not dead. Richie can't be dead.'
And then she hung up and she ran out
of the house. I followed her as she ran
into the woods. I told her to stop. But she
said, 'No, I'm going to find Richie. He
escaped from the hospital and he's on his

way home and I've got to find him.' I

don't remember how long we ran or how
far, Valentina running and me chasing her.

But finally she fell and it was as if she
blacked out and I picked her up and
carried her upstairs. She woke up a few
times, mumbling. I sat with her, though,
and then I gave her a little warm milk
and she's asleep now, at last." ,

Red and Georgia nodded wearily and
thanked her.

Then they walked toward the big stair-

case at the far end of the foyer and up the
stairs. They stopped for a moment at the
top of the stairs. Then they began to
walk again, down the long corridor.

When they came to the last room

—

Richard's room—they stopped again for a
moment, almost as if they were listening
for a familiar little voice to shout out hap-
pily, as it had shouted out so many times
before: "Daddy, Mommy, come in, I'm
not asleep—I waited special to see you!"
But there was no little voice now.
Red opened the door, snapped on the

light and they walked in.

It was a wonderful room, a boy's room,
all fixed up with cowboy pictures on the
walls, old toys in a box in one corner,
the desk with the Christmas microscope
on it in another corner, the bed facing the
window with the teddy-bear Richard had
loved since he was a baby and had slept

with through the years. The bear now
lay wide-awake and wondering in the
middle of the pillow.

Red and Georgia stood and stared.
But, finally, it became too long, much

too long for them to stand it.

They turned and began to leave.
They looked over at the light switch as

they got to the door.
Neither of them would turn it off.

It was as if, by silent agreement, they
both refused to let the memory of their
little boy lie in darkness that night. END



modern screen's 8 page gossip extra!

LOUELLA PARSONS
in Hollywood

it Boomtown Party booms!

IN THIS ISSUE: * Romance Blooms . . .

New Daddies pace rooms!

Louella stops to chat with Gary Cooper and his wife.



LOUELLA PARSONS
in Hollywood

louella parsons'

GOOD NEWS
Hollywood's got the biggest crop of proud poppas this year

and the greatest, gayest, most whopping big parties ever '!

16

Congratulations, Marlon Brando
Marlon Brando behaved like any ortho-

dox, normal, un-mixed-up father pacing the

hospital maternity corridor, looking endlessly

at his watch, even to slipping out for a cup
of coffee at a nearby lunch counter after

being told it would be hours—awaiting the

birth of his son to Anna Kashfi.
Finally informed that it was a boy, he said

to the startled nurse, "Ha! I told you so!"

—and dashed down the hall to the pay tele-

phone to inform his father of the stupendous

event.

Later, the nurse remarked to "Stork," Doctor

Leon Krohn, "This guy's supposed to be
different?"

His excitement and sincere happiness de-

lighted Anna's friends, and I'm sure, Anna.
She had a very easy time for the birth of

a first child despite her delicate general

health.

The baby is very fair and resembles Mar-

lon—as much as an infant can resemble

anything.

While the house they are renting is strictly

Oriental, the baby's cradle is good old-fash-

ioned American style. As this is written—

-

two weeks after the birth—the infant has
everything a baby should have . . . but a
name! Marlon has never liked the "Jr." tag;

in this case, however, it would have to be
Marlon Brando, III. The new parents are toy-

ing with the Christian name of Christian, but

it's not set.

Amusingly enough, Marlon Brando, Sr. be-

came a grandfather just about the time he's

planning to become a bridegroom. His mar-

riage to Mrs. Anna Parromore is expected

any time.

And Ronald's Happy About His Son
Practically the same call came ten days

later from Ronald Reagan, my old friend,

who called me from the hospital to say how
delighted he and Nancy are over a boy born

just an hour previous! The Reagans have a
little girl and of course, this time, they wanted
a son. He'll be called Ronald Reagan, II—"But not junior." Ronnie enthused. "We've
given him a middle name which we'll use,

but I'm so excited I'll be darned if I can

remember it now!" Ronnie sighed breathlessly.

Looks like everyone is getting what they

want in the baby department. The papers

say births nationally are falling off due to

the recession—but not in movietown.

Gregg's Happy About His Daughter
It was Gregory Peck, a happy man

if I ever heard one. "She's a gift from

heaven," went on the proud father, "Ver-

onique and I are so happy. We wanted a
little girl so much."

The brand new Miss Cecilia Peck—name
all picked out well in advance—weighed
six pounds, eight ounces on delivery and
according to her biased father is already a
rarin' tearin' beauty. With four brothers in

the family, can you imagine how spoiled Miss

Cecilia will be. "Of course," Greg agreed

cheerfully.



Kim, Don't Go Crazy
Kim Novak is rapidly becoming the fem-

me tatale of Hollywood!

With the admission from high-living, gift-

giving, wealthy General Rafael Trujillo Jr.

that he wants to marry Kim ".
. . if she'll

have me. She's the most charming woman
I have ever met," the blonde, lavender-eyed

Kim takes top spot among Hollywood sirens.

Someone said, "There are more men secretly

—or openly—in love with Kim than any
woman in this country." Them's tall words.

But at least this past year she's been the

central figure of more romantic rumors than

any other glamor girl since Rita Hayworth.
Her romance with the twenty-nine-year-old

Trujillo Jr., son of the dictator of the Domini-

can Republic, hit the headlines when it was
revealed that he had given Kim over $13,700

in 'baubles' including an $8700 Mercedes-Benz

automobile, a $3500 diamond-and-black pearl

ring and a $1500 set of diamond earrings.

It turned out that the General was so grate-

ful to Zsa Zsa Gabor for introducing him

to Kim that he gifted Zsa Zsa with a $5300

Mercedes plus a Chinchilla coat!

Before the General ever met Miss Novak,

he met Joan Collins last year in Palm
Beach, Florida, and remembered her with

a $10,000 diamond bracelet which can also be
worn as a necklace.

As though all this weren't enough excite-

ment for the headlines, it turns out that the

free-wheeling young Dominican is a married

man wih six children who—until the diamonds
started flying—was in this country primarily

to undergo military studies at Fort Leaven-

worth.

Before you could say "Mercedes-Benz"

the Congress of the United States was in it

with both feet investigating whether Trujillo

was spending any part of the $1,200,000 we
have earmarked for a loan to his country.

Representative Hayes called Zsa Zsa "the

most expensive courtesan since Madame
Pompadour." (She threatened to sue.)

Meanwhile, the center of most of the ex-

citement, Kim, was in San Francisco for the

preview of her Alfred Hitchcock thriller.

Vertigo.

Her first reaction was, "I didn't know the

Mercedes-Benz was a gift. I was just park-

ing it in my garage. I shall return it."

Next quote was, "I'm completely amazed
to learn that the General is married. He must
be separated from his wife or why would
he date me in public as openly as he has?"

Turns out she was right about that. Seems
the General Jr. had quietly filed for a divorce

from his wife in Mexico a month previous to

all the Hollywood whoopla.

During all this firing, there was no com-
ment out of the General who was in the hos-

pital having a sinus operation. When he
finally could talk he came up with that

startler: "I want to marry Miss Novak!"
All I can say is—it's been the craziest year

in Hollywood!

Kim claims she didn't know Trujillo's gift was
for keeps—but Zsa Zsa (below) knew hers was.
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PARTY OF THE MONTH
Each year those whopping big parties given

by SHARE, Inc. (for the care of mentally re-

tarded children) is a highlight of the social

season because they're just wonderful and
so much fun!

At this year's affair at the Cocoanut Grove

$200,000 was raised—at least $100,000 of it

from the craziest "auction" you ever saw.

Everybody was done up in Western garb

which caused Gary Cooper to crack, "I feel

like I'm working!"

Stars? I've never seen so many at one

event. To give you an idea, can you imagine

a chorus of Gene Kelly, Harry Bela-
fonte, Paul Newman, Gordon MacRae,
Eddie Fisher, Tony Curtis, Sammy
Davis, Jr., James Garner, Robert
Mitchum, Guy Madison, Peter Law-
ford, Eddie O'Brien and John For-
sythe lifting their voices—more or less to-

gether—in The Lady Ij A Tramp? That should

give you an idea!

But the best was yet to come when Gypsy
Rose Lee did a strip—really so modest

your aged grandmother could have watched

without a blush—with auctioneer Dean
Martin selling the clothes right off her

chassis. Dean, just a few hours previous,

had flown in from Arizona where he's mak-

ing Rio Bravo, to be master of ceremonies

for the entire show.

"If I hadn't made it Jeanne would never

have forgiven me," Dean told me. His pretty

Jeanne, along with Mrs. John Meredyth Lucas,

Mrs. Jeff Chandler, Mrs. Gordon Mac-
Rae, Janet Leigh and other charity minded
ladies, is a guiding light of SHARE activities.

But back to the hilarious auction—Dean
pretended he was fainting when Jeanne bid

$2500 for Gypsy's fur stole. "Honey," he

yelled, "it's second hand. She's wearing it!"

But he wrote out the check for his wife, you

can bet!

Jack Lemmon paid $250 for Gypsy's

gloves, Jack Warner got her dress for $1500

and Sammy Davis, Jr. paid $700 for her

bathing suit—delivered after the auction.

Then "Uncle" Milton Berle took over the

auctioneer spot—and to his supposed utter

horror, his wife bid $2600 for an outboard

motor. "But we haven't got a boat, honey

—

we haven't got a boat," Milty wailed as he

paid off. The donor. Bob McCullough, then

bought it again for $5000.

All the while this was going on, Debbie
Reynolds was prancing around the place

having the time of her life. That is until she

went on, completely disguised with big Mexi-

can hat, serape to do her cute hot number,

Tequila.

Let me interrupt here to say that the next

day, Debbie wore this same hilarious outfit

out to MGM on the set of Cat On A Hot Tin

Root and gave her friend, Elizabeth Tay-
lor, the first real laugh since her tragedy.

Liz almost semed like her old self in her

amusement over Debbie's get-up.

Debbie didn't bat an eyelash when Eddie
Fisher bid $9000 for a lot in Palm Springs.

"I'll just make another Tammy record and

build him a house on it," she laughed.

Sammy Davis Jr. and Dean Martin didn't have to stage

a hold-up for a king-size contribution from Gene Kelly

It was such a great show, I hardly know
how to get it all in. Jo Stafford did three

great songs. Then she appeared again with

the SHARE girls, Janet Leigh, Anne Jef-
freys and June Hutton, who did a whale
of a dance all done up in sequin tights and
pink tulle stoles. Miriam Nelson (Gene's ex)

staged this number.

The only thing that might have marred a

perfect evening—it all came out bright and
happy later—was when Desi Arnaz offered

a check for $30,000 to SHARE if Robert
Mitchum would star in a Desilu tv picture

working for scale wage, which is about $200

per week. Some people didn't think that was
quite fair and that Mitchum had been put

on a spot although he was a good scout

about it.

But Desi, a few days later, sent the $30,000

anyway—"whether Mitchum makes the pic-

ture for us, or not." Nice going, Desi.

Another Wonderful Party

We all got done up in our very best glam-

or clothes to attend the garden-cocktail party

given by the Charles LeMaires—he's 20th's

top clothes designer—honoring Paris' famed
couturier, Pierre Balmain. I privately won-

dered how many would turn out in sacks

—

which I hate.

So it was a chuckle all to myself when I

heard my neighbor on Maple Drive, Hope
Lange, looking like a dream walking in

a non-sack summer dress, ask the great

Balmain what he thought of the sack dress.

He said, "Sack dress? What's that?" Did my
heart good.

Hope turned out to be a very good re-

porter. She next asked the French fashion

expert if he thought the Dior dress she was
wearing was too short. He replied, "No dress

should be shorter than sixteen inches off

the ground."

Of course, all the famed Hollywood de-

signers turned out to honor the visiting

Frenchman and have a cocktail setting in

the beautiful garden abloom with gay flowers.

Loretta Young defied the non-sackers

by wearing a very short chemise but then

she's so thin she can get away with the

unfitted look.

Redheaded Gita Hall, a former Balmain

model, didn't let go of the arm of Barry
Sullivan whom she'll marry when he's free.

You'll also get a look at her as his leading

lady in his new picture.

Eva Gabor upheld the Gabor standard

of glamor and chic escorted by Stewart Bar-

thelmess, son of the former great silent-day

idol, Richard Barthelmess. Eva's the girl who
only got flowers after she dated gift-giving

General Trujillo!



Imagine how Gypsy Rose Lee felt with

all her clothes auctioned off . . .

Harry Belafonte and his wife

(above) take a turn on the floor

while Janet Leigh (above left)

discovers husband Tony who
thinks he's really a horse. Jo-

anne Woodward and Paul New-
man (left) look veddy British.

Ex model Gita Hall will be the

next Mrs. Barry Sullivan.

Debbie Reynolds and Alex Romero—MGM dance

director—did a hot Mexican number—the Tequilla.
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IN MY OPINION...
Rossano Brazzi and Dick Powell

both proved themselves gentlemen by their

conduct following that untrue—according to

Brazzi—interview in a London newspaper in

which Rossano was quoted as saying, "June
Allyson? She's impossible. I don't know
how Dick Powell stands her." When the men
met in the 20th commissary, Brazzi heatedly

denied saying it, and shaking hands with

him, Dick said, "I never believed it in the

first place. . .
."

With another so-welcome baby on the way,
look for Janet Leigh to give up her career

in the next year or so. Janet adores her

home, she isn't overly strong physically, and
she and Tony Curtis are happier these

days than they've ever been. ...
Sophia Loren and Carlo Ponti can re-

turn to their native Italy if they'll refute their

Mexican proxy marriage and not live to-

gether as man and wife. She'll never comply.

She's crazy about the man. . . .

Ingrid Bergman gives a delightful light

comedy performance in Indiscreet but she's

much too beautiful and talented to permit

herself to look so matronly in all those lovely

clothes. . . .

I'm not getting in William Holden's
contract row with Paramount. But Bill's tak-

ing off for foreign shores too often and stay-

ing away too long for the good of his

career. . . .

Got a kick out of Eddie Fisher, who's

not too big, taking on singlehanded about

25,000 fans who were heckling him for root-

ing for the Philadelphia baseball team during

a game in Los Angeles with the Dodgers.

Tired of being booed and yelled at, Eddie

jumped to his feet and, taking on the whole
crowd, yelled at his tormentors, "Since when
is it against the law to root for your home
town team?" And after that, they let him
holler as much as he liked! . . .

Ty's Found Happiness At Last
A surprise of another nature was Tyrone

Power's marriage to Debbie Smith Min-

ardos in the out-of-the-way spot of Tunica,

Mississippi, her home town. Not that these

two haven't acted very much in love in

the eight months they've known each other.

But Ty has paid out so much in alimony
to ex-wives Annabella and Linda Chris-
tian, no one thought he really had the heart

for another try.

However, he doesn't expect to pay alimony
this time, his first union with a non-profes-

sional. "Debbie has nothing but me to think

about," he laughingly told me over the

phone the morning of their arrival in Holly-

wood.

The new Mrs. Power, a brunette Southern

belle, was formerly married to Nico Min-

ardos, a young Hollywood actor, and she
has lived here before.

In fact, they met in Hollywood, introduced

to each other by mutual friends, Mary Anita

and Dick Sale. It wasn't a case of love at

first sight because at the time, Ty was deeply
interested in foreign star Mai Zeiterling.

Film contracts took Mai back to Europe
and a new play. Back To Methuselah took

Ty on the road.

In the East, he met Debbie again—and

this was it—their love blossomed.

Always the gentleman, Tyrone made a fly-

ing trip to London to tell Mai that he had
fallen very much in love with another girl.

He didn't want her to hear it from anyone
else.

She seems to have borne up all right.

Mai herself is a recent bride.

Liz Carries On
Elizabeth Taylor finished Cat On A

Hot Tin Roof, heaven knows how, before

collapsing in bed for a week's complete rest.

A friend told me, "She doesn't cry anymore.

She's out of tears. Nor do books or tv pro-

grams interest her. The other day I asked

her, 'Are you thinking of your future, Eliza-

beth?'

"She replied, 'Just enough to get me past

one day at a time, one day at a time'."

One of the saddest things she has had to

do was returning to the house in Palm Springs

where she and Mike had had so much
fun together and pack up his clothes and
belongings as well as her own and the chil-

dren's. She refused to let anyone else do it

for her.

Don't Throw Away Your Marriage

The Ernest Borgnine separation

shouldn't have happened—and I know in

my heart Rhoda didn't want it. Although

she has stayed in the background of Ernie's

career ever since he crashed to fame win-

Sophia Loren (above)

won't give up marriage to

producer Carlo Ponti.

Ingrid (right) gives such a

delightful and charming

performance in her latest
\

film success, Indiscreet

ning an Oscar for Marty and had no time

for Hollywood social life, she's been a won-
derful wife and mother to their seven-year-old

daughter.

Almost everyone in Hollywood would have
sworn this marriage was as solid as the

Rock of Gibraltar—until just recently, very
recently.

Ernie's explanation of the parting is "Pro-

gressive incompatibility." That's a new name
for an old ailment—male restlessness.

After a short trip East to spend her initial

unhappiness with her family, Rhoda and the

little girl are back in the family home.
I may be wrong, but nothing would sur-

prise me less than Ernie's being back there

himself before you can say "progressive in-

compatibility!"

Love Triumph For Pier and Vic
I wasn't surprised that Pier Angeli and

Vic Damone kissed and made up follow-

ing a knockdown battle after which Pier

had talked to her attorney. You see, I hap-

pened to be in Ruser's Jewelry Store in Bev-

erly Hills the afternoon after news of the

row broke, and Vic—behind dark glasses

—

was picking out a beautiful gift for Pier.

After the reconciliation. Pier said, "It was
just one of those things. We love each other

and we're back together."

I understand, however, that before she

would listen to her husband's pleas. Pier

made him promise no more heavy gambling
when he plays Las Vegas and no more un-

flattering comments, published or private,

about her mother.

Rock Wins Out
Once again there's a smile on Rock

Hudson's face after months of moping.

He's going back to work! At long last his

contract stalemate with Universal-International

has resolved itself, and the re-activated studio

—thank heavens it didn't close down—is co-

starring Rock with Kirk Douglas in Viva
Gringo under the terms of a deal made with

Kirk's independent Bryna Company.
There's no re-activation in his marriage,

however. That's cold and over and should

reach the divorce court as soon as the prop-

erty settlement is made—without fireworks,

I hope.
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OPEN LETTER to Suzy Parker:

When you first came here, the hoity-toity

$100,000-a-year model from New York and,

without a dime's worth of movie experience,

proceeded to look down your patrician nose

at Hollywood, my immediate thought was:

We can get along withouf you, baby.

More in irritation than anger I casually

read your pronouncements such as "Holly-

wood is filled with the most beautiful people

interested only in the dullest subject—them-

selves," and "It's hard to tell where the

movies end and the real living begins," I

considered you extremely insolent about a

serious industry.

When you fell flat on your lovely face

in your debut opposite that sweet Cary
Grant in Kiss Them For Me, and the critics

panned you unmercifully, it was a pleasure

to me—and others.

But now, Suzy, I take it all back. I think

you are excellent as the young girl who
falls in love with the older man, Gary
Cooper, in 10 North Frederick. Your sensi-

tive, well-shaded portrayal of a girl caught

up in an unfortunate affair is a delight to

behold.

But I felt even more pleased when I was
told what you had been doing with your

time. They tell me at 20th that after your

failure you went in all humility to produc-

tion chief Buddy Adler and begged for a

leave of absence for time to study and im-

prove yourself.

You didn't draw a dime of salary all the

time you were in New York leading the

life of a recluse while you underwent dra-

matic training and coaching. When Buddy
summoned you back for this very important

role with Gary you said over the long dis-

tance phone, "Do you really have that

much confidence in me? I'm deeply grateful."

He did—and you delivered like a trouper.

And, no wisecracks about Hollywood out

of you this time. Yes, Suzy—we can use

your beautiful face and talent from here
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LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

THE LETTER BOX:
"Kim Novak appears to be doing most

of her emoting off screen according to currenf

headlines about gifts of imported motor cars

and diamonds trom a visiting Latin General,"

snaps Mrs. L. B. Beatson, Salem. "Her act-

ing has been very wooden in recent films."

Not in Verfigo, Mrs. . . .

TWYLA FOUCHE, SHREVEPORT, LOUISIANA,

writes a charming letter about Earl Holli-

man: "His mother and my mother are dear-

est of friends and we make our home with

Mrs. Holliman. Earl is the best son in the

world to her and is always planning sweet

surprises for all of us, including a trip to

New Orleans to meet him for the preview
of Hot Spell. Mrs. Holliman reads Modern
Screen every month and I know she'd get

a kick out of seeing this letter in The Letter

Box." I get a kick out of hearing Earl is such

a fine son, Twyla. . . .

Lonnie and Barbara (no address) think,

"Debbie Reynolds, with two beautiful chiJ-

children, should now retire and be just Mrs.

Eddie Fisher. We think his tv show is

the best on the air and his career is bigger

than hers." Eddie is very proud of Debbie's

career—and how about her record Tammy
being the biggest seller of last year???? . . .

"I want to marry Hugh O'Brian," is the

honest admission of Lily Vogel, New York.

You and a lot of other gals, Lily. . . .

Vivian McMasters, Duluth, writes: "As far

as I'm concerned, Ava Gardner is retired.

She doesn't make enough pictures." If Ava
ever okays the script, she'll start Goya in

Italy with Tony Franciosa. . . .

Bonnie Livingston, Palm Beach, thinks

Shelley Winters should be decorated by
overly plump girls. "I've been fat all my life

—I'm nineteen—and all the weight Shelley

put on and took off for Diary Of Anne Frank
has been an inspiration to me. If a glamorous

movie star can sweat it out, so can I. I've

lost twenty-two awful pounds!" Good for you,

Bonnie. ...
"With all the raving about Marlon Bran-

do, Montgomery Clift and others of

the new school of acting, the fans seem to

have forgotten the finest actor of all time,

John Garfield," says Mary Cuehner, Clos-

ter, N. J. . . .

Bob Beers, Milwaukee—is that a made up
name, my friend?—wants to know "Where
in fhe world is Kathryn Grayson? Why
is she hiding that beautiful face and beau-

tiful voice? If she is no longer interested in

movies, she could become a great TV star."

Kathryn was very much the recluse for a
long time, maybe because of an unhappy ro-

mance. But I've seen her out several times

lately with Bob Evans, which may or may
not be serious. He, too, is encouraging her

to resume her career. . . .

"Did Gary Cooper have his face lifted?"

queries Joe Sanders, San Diego. Gary says

"No," Joe—and I believe him.

That's all for now. See you next month.
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{Advertisement)

by Mary Morgan

Women of all ages have faced the same problem, but, thanks to a Boston

doctor, today's daughters have a modern solution their mothers never knew.

Few people in the twenties would
have called the girls who danced the

Charleston "old-fashioned." Nor, for that

matter, the women who dared wear the

first form-fitting swim suits. They were
the models of their "modern" age—and
now are the mothers and grandmothers
of girls today.
But as up-to-date as these women may

have been then, they were (through no
choice of their own) old-fashioned, in one

particular way. The way in which they
coped with that age-old problem of

monthly sanitary protection. And why?
Because, until now, few advances have
been made in this particular field of

feminine hygiene.

Of course, there was the introduction

of the first commercial sanitary napkins
after World War I. But aside from the

advantage of being disposable, these actu-

ally were only a slight improvement over

the homemade pads that women had used
for generations. The problems of twisting,

binding and slipping, along with chafing

and odor, were ever present.

And as for tampons (which came along

a decade later)—these had so many ap-

parent shortcomings, like bulky card-

board applicators, that the majority of

women were reluctant to use them.
Pondering this problem some years ago,

the late Arthur B. Donovan, a prominent
Boston doctor and obstetrician, decided
it was time to do something about it. He
saw the obvious need for a better, more
comfortable method of sanitary pro-

tection.

Like many physicians, Dr. Donovan
had, for years, employed "tamponage" in

his practice. This medical principle of

internal absorption, he knew, was sound.
Here, it seemed, was the best starting

point.

Internal absorption, he reasoned, would
eliminate odor—do away with chafing and
irritation. It would be completely invisi-

ble, eliminating ridges and bulges beneath
clothing. What's more, it would be a

cleaner and, above all, far more comfort-

able method of protection. In other words,

it would offer the ultimate answer to all

women—provided, of course, the ideal

tampon could be designed : one that would
be small, compact and easy to use—one
that would assure women of napkin ab-

sorbency. But this, as Dr. Donovan knew,
was not as simple as it sounded.

In the years of research and experiment
that followed, Dr. Donovan, a stern per-

fectionist, resolved not to "give up" or

consider his work completed until he had
answered every objection there had been
to other types of internal sanitary pro-

tection.

One of the biggest problems was that

of insertion. Other tampons the doctor

knew, were encased in those bulky card-

board applicators in an attempt to solve

this particular problem. But this, accord-

ing to reports from women, made the tam-
pons awkward and uncomfortable to use.

What's more, women complained that

there was always the problem of disposing

of the applicator—especially difficult

when away from home. Dr. Donovan re-

jected this approach. He was determined
to find a better solution.

One day, while analyzing the problem
for the millionth time, simple logic sud-
denly gave him the answer. If forcing the

insertion of a blunt-end tampon of dry
cotton caused discomfort and irritation of

sensitive tissues—why not, he reasoned,

develop a tampon with a tapered tip.

This he did. And then Dr. Donovan
made still another discovery. A unique
scientific development enabled him to

coat the tip of the tampon with a newly
discovered material—an absolutely safe,

clear substance that acted as a pre-lubri-

cant and assured gentle, medically-correct

insertion. This coating on the tapered tip

dissolved harmlessly and eliminated the
need for a bulky applicator. At last, Dr.
Donovan had found the solution.

Dr. Donovan achieved a small compact
tampon, by designing it to be compressed

to one-sixth the size of its original absorp-
tive material. Upon contact with mois-
ture, it gradually expanded sideways,
adapting its shape to the individual. In
this way, the rate of absorbency was
governed by each woman's needs. Signifi-

cantly, the tampon was designed to be
stable in length—expansion being side-

ways only—the secret of why it fits with-
out being felt.

Rigid, applicator-type tampons had to

be made in three absorbencies. Dr. Dono-
van's discovery simplified this problem
with one size—the world's tiniest tampon
—proved 25% more absorbent than ordi-

nary tampons.

Tests with doctors, hospitals, women
of all ages brought a response that ex-

ceeded the doctor's fondest hopes. Said
one college girl, "These will now take the
place of the larger, bulky applicator-type

tampons as those took the place of sani-

tary pads." And a psychologist reported,

"The complete comfort and utter confi-

dence women find in this new kind of

tampon should change their outlook on
life—during those difficult days of the

month."

The Campana Company was chosen to

market this new product and today it is

sold in drugstores everywhere under the

name of "Pursettes." A whole box of

"Pursettes"—smaller than a package of

regular-size cigarettes—can be carried in

the tiniest purse. Many first users, in fact,

are amazed when they see that a single

Pursettes tampon is no larger than a
dainty lipstick.

As one woman who had never been able

to use a tampon before said, "Dr. Dono-
van has made it possible for all women to

use 'Pursettes.' What a blessing they are!"

And so it is that a doctor's invention

gives today's women—married or single

—a far better method of coping with
monthly sanitary protection. It does, in

fact, give today's daughters a modern
solution their mothers never knew.



AUGUST
BIRTHDAYS

If your birthday falls in August, your
birthstone is sardonyx and your flower

is the gladiolus. And here are some of the

stars who share your birthday:

August 2—Gary Merrill

August 3—Marilyn Maxwell

August 5— David Brian
John Saxon
Robert Taylor
Natalie Trundy

August 6—Lucille Ball
Robert Mitehum

August 8—Richard Anderson
Rory Calhoun
Esther Williams

August 9—Leo Genn

August 10—Eddie Fisher
Rhonda Flemming
Martha Hyer

August 11—Arlene Dahl

August 12—John Derek
Kurt Kasznar

August 15—Ethel Barrymore
Lori Nelson

August 16—Ann Blyth
Fess Parker

August 17—James Cagney
Maureen O'Hara

August 18—Shelley Winters

August 19—Debra Paget

August 23—Gene Kelly
Vera Miles

August 25—Mel Ferrer
Van Johnson
Michael Rennie

August 26—Susan Harrison
George Montgomery

August 27—Tommy Sands

August 28—Ben Gazzara

August 29—Ingrid Bergman
Barry Sullivan

August 30—Shirley Booth
Fred MacMurray
Donald O'Connor

August 31—Richard Basehart
Janice Rule

Myrna Loy

August 2

Joan Blondell

August 30

Raymond Massey

24 August 30

Fredric March

August 31

H6W mOVIBS {Continued from page S)

WINDJAMMER Captain Yngvar Kjelstrup
Lasse Kolstad

Harald Tusberg
Norwegian school-ship Sven Erik Libaek

Kaare Terland

If you've ever had a yen to go to sea in a

windjammer, come take a trip on the school-

ship Christian Radich out of Oslo. Forty-five

teen-age cadets are aboard. Filmed on a giant

screen in CineMiracle you'd swear you were

aboard, too. South through the Atlantic to a

New Year's celebration in Portugal ; westward

to San Juan ; down to an Old Dutch festival

in Curacao. On to Port of Spain and the

Calypso singers and dancers of Trinidad. Up
to New York and New England for an encoun-

ter with a U.S. Navy Task Force. The boys

not only get to see the world—in 238 days

—

but also get an education in the hardy tradi-

tion of their grandfathers. The ship looks like

it comes out of a storybook, but the life on it

is geared to the whims of a sometimes cruel,

always majestic sea.—Louis de Rochemont.

ROONEY

a bachelor gives up

John Gregson
Muriel Pavlov

Barry Fitzgerald
June Thorbun
Marie Kean

John Gregson's a garbage collector in Dublin.

Business is good. What's bad is that Gregson's

a bachelor and all his landladies want to be

brides. His sixth change of address in eleven

months puts him in the house of a snobbish

widow of means (Marie Kean). She's just lost

her means which is why she's taken a boarder.

When her marriageable daughter (June Thor-

bun) discovers what Gregson does for a living,

she flips. But it turns out he plays hurley

—

something like hockey—on week-ends and is

becoming a celebrity. That she likes. Tucked

away in an upstairs bedroom is Grandpa Barry

Fitzgerald. He'd gladly come downstairs but

the family would feel disgraced. Only Muriel

Pavlov loves him, and she's treated like an

unpaid servant. But one morning she mysteri-

ously inherits money and by afternoon she

looks like Cinderella at the ball. The prince

is that handsome garbage collector. Not yet,

though. He may be a whiz at hurley but he's

awfully slow at picking up anything else. It's

a funny and delightful movie.

—

Rank.

BADMAN'S COUNTRY
George Montgomery

Buster Crabbe
a western with adult action _ Neville Brand

Gregory Walcott
Karin Booth

Nobody much likes a sheriff out there in

Abilene—they think of him as a killer with a

license. So George Montgomery's given up his

badge to marry Karin Booth and move to a

ranch. Trouble is he's got too many enemies

behind him. No sooner does he arrive in Abi-

lene than he's forced into a gunfight with three

outlaws, hurls them into jail and wires Wyatt
Earp (Buster Crabbe) to come get 'em. When
Earp and Gregory Walcott arrive they discover

that Neville Brand and his gang are planning

the biggest hold-up ever. Earp and George try

talking the community into ambushing the

gang, but those law-abiding men would rather

close their eyes to evil—figuring if they can't

see it it isn't there. Well, they learn ! Better

Western than you'll ever see on tv !

—

War-
ner Brothers.

RECOMMENDED FILMS NOW SHOWING
GIGI (CinemaScope, MGM) : Paris starts jumping
when lovely Leslie Caron's grandma (Hermione
Gingold—that fantabulous commedienne) preens her

in the art of the courtesan. Their friend, playboy

Louis Jourdan, was making a juicy twosome with

Eva Gabor until he caught her flirting with Jacques
Bergerac. That frees him to start noticing Leslie.

The story will give you lots of fun, lots of laughs and
great music.

TOO MUCH, TOO SOON (Warners): Success be-

comes too much to handle for famous actor John
Barrymore (Errol Flynn), so he abandons wife
(Neva Patterson) and daughter Diana (Dorothy Ma-
lone) and takes to the bottle. After a life of loneli-

ness and several unsuccessful marriages, Diana suc-

cumbs to an easy escape through drink. Her long

struggle upwards makes for a touching and tragic

story.

ANOTHER TIME, ANOTHER PLACE (Para-

mount): Wartime correspondent Lana Turner falls

head over heels for a British newscaster (Sean Con-
nery) who tries to remain true to the little woman
(Glynis Johns) and son he has left at home. When
he is killed in an accident, Lana befriends his wife
who soon discovers the truth. Lots of drama and ex-

citement in this movie.
THIS HAPPY FEELING (CinemaScope, U-I):
When a gal from Brooklyn (Debbie Reynolds) meets
a guy from Connecticut (Curt Jurgens) things begin

to happen ! John Saxon has to battle off the green-

eyed monster as well as ex-matinee-idol Jurgens to

win Debbie's affections. Actress Alexis Smith does
her bit to woo Jurgens. Lots of snappy dialogue
and topsy-turvy, situations.



Now! 4 Sal Mineo Hits ^50*
with the plaid tab from "SCOTCH" Cellophane Tape

!

5

Reg. $1.29 value EPIC
Album "Sal Mineo Sings"

45 rpm EP.

I made this album of four of my favorite

songs— "Start Movin'", "Too Young",
"Baby Face" and "Little Pigeon"— just

so you could have it at a very low price.

But remember, you can get it only in this

special offer — and the time is limited.

Better hurry and get yours now

!

Yours,

MAIL COUPON NOW or look for special displays at your favorite store!

J\Z£bnnesota

M,N,NG AND ^JJKP
]\/jAN U FACTUR I NG COMPANY

WHERE RESEARCH IS THE KEY TO TOMORROW

I 3M Co.. 1953

SAL MINEO ALBUM . Box 3200, St. Paul 1, Minn.

Enclosed find 50<< (and the plaid tab from a roll of "SCOTCH" Cellophane

Tape). Please rush my special Sal Mineo EP recording by return mail I

Offer expires Oct. 31, 1958.

NAME.

ADDRESS.

PLACE TAB
HERECITY STATE

"SCOTCH" is a registered trademark of 3M Co., St. Paul 1, Minn.



NEW LIQUID LUSTRE-CREME IS HERE !

Now you can shampoo...

Set with plain water...and have

lively, natural looking curls!

t

12icU Liquid!

-Blessed

ANITA EKBERG, glamorous Hollywood star, uses Liquid Lustre-Creme Shampoo—and look at her beautiful, shiny curls! 4 out of

5 top movie stars use Lustre-Creme! Shouldn't you use it, too?

FOR CURLS THAT COME EASY—HERE'S ALL YOU DO:

Shampoo with new Liquid Lustre-Creme.

Special cleansing action right in the rich,

fast-rising lather gets hair clean as you've

ever had it yet leaves it blissfully manage-
able. Contains Lanolin, akin to the natural

oils ot the hair; keeps hair soft, easy to set

without special rinses.

Set— with just plain water!

An exclusive new formula— unlike any

other shampoo—leaves hair so manageable

any hair-style is easier to set witli just plain

water. Curls are left soft and silky—spring

right back after combing. Waves behave,

flick smoothly into place.

lustre-Qxmt-^l §mrih op

4 out of <T -fof> moi/ie sfars-

noi»J in d'quicl,

lofioh. or cream!

LUSTRE-CREME NEVER DRIES-IT BEAUTIFIES!
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We wish to thank the young stars of Hollywood whose heartfelt coop-

eration, courage, and honesty in telling their personal stories have made

this special youth issue possible.

Some of the stories they tell on the following pages astonished us and

sent chills up our spines. Some brought tears to our eyes; and some just

made us feel warm and good all over, and glad to be members of the

human race.

The fact that these experiences happened to young people who became

movie stars is incidental. Hollywood, California, or Hometown, Anywhere-

being young means struggling to find out who we really are, and who

we love.

Somewhere in the following pages, set in an atmosphere of riches andpov-

erty, torment or tenderness, is your story—the story ofyour struggle, your

success, or your failure—the story that you have never told to anyone

but your heart.

EDITOR
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Ricky Nelson's Secret Engagement!

WHO SAYS
WE'RE

TOO YOUNG
TO LOVE!
£jan love be measured? Is there a yardstick for

tions? Is there a moment in your life when suddenl

a light flicks on in your heart and from that moment o

you are old enough to know with certainty the difference

between the flights and fancies of puppy love and the

depth and beauty of true and lasting love? These are

the questions that confound and bewilder millions of

teenagers. And the grown-ups who care for them get a

little bewildered too. For they know that the tender

feelings of going steady aren't going to last. They know

that, and yet. . . . Take the romance of Ricky Nelson

and Lorrie Collins, the most closely guarded romance

in Hollywood. Seventeen-year-old Ricky and fifteen-

year-old Lorrie say they're in love. And around them

a battle is raging, a battle of the grown-ups—parents,

agents, studios-—who know best ... or think they do.

Here, for the first time, the storv of their love is

t's an accident that this story is being written. A
large corps of professional agents of all kinds surround

both Ricky Nelson and Lorrie Collins. Kids caught in

the fast pace of Hollywood [Continued on jyage 57)

by Will James







WHEN Lana Turner was twenty years old, mar-

ried and divorced, a successful actress, sex

goddess of the movies, Johnny Stompanato was a

fourteen-year-old adolescent in his home town of

Woodstock, Illinois, population 8,000.

That was 1940. His family and friends called him

Jackie. He was a big-shouldered Italian, known for

his easy laugh and his smooth tongue, and on the

baseball diamond, his smooth pitching arm. He was

a little larger than his companions, and they used

to kid him about his size.

He winked and joked, "Just give me a little time.

I've got a long time to live."

This same Johnny grew and changed into the

wavy-haired, olive-complexioned, handsome gigolo-

hoodlum who climbed up through Hollywood tinsel

and almost married Lana.

She gave him the best any woman has. Her heart.

Now her heart is broken. Johnny was her man for

a short stormy season, but he was out of his league

and he never got what he really wanted—a place in

the sun beside the star.

Their romance ended at the point of an eight-inch

butcher knife on the night of April 4, 1958. Johnny

Stompanato fell that night on the floor beside the

king-sized double bed in Lana's pink bedroom in

her new mansion. He died with a wound in his

abdomen and a look of utter astonishment on his face.

The gigolo courted the sex goddess. The gangster

made love to the actress—a strange pairing that could

only end in tragedy. But Johnny never dreamed that

he would be the victim.

For years, Los Angeles police had known Stom-

panato as a gangster, bodyguard and henchman for

gambler Mickey Cohen. They knew him as a con-

fidence-man type who failed to pay his debts and

who preyed on wealthy women. He made himself

active in society, an escort of beautiful women. He'd

been seen with actress Ava Gardner and had been

married to and divorced from two socially prominent

women. His social-climbing career had already begun.

Lana didn't know him. She'd never heard of him

until one year ago when he telephoned her. The

number was unlisted, but you can always find out

if you know the right people, and Johnny made a

business of knowing the right people.

A few seconds after he dialed, her throaty voice

was in his ear.

"Hello."

For Johnny it was a moment he had been waiting

for—the high point of his career, the beginning of his

biggest adventure.

A small knot of apprehension, fear of failure,

formed in his chest. He took a deep breath to make

his voice calm. Intimate, but casual. He knew all

the tricks.

"I've intended phoning for a long time," he said,

introducing himself. "I just wanted to chat with you

a minute." He mentioned mutual friends.

"You're one of their favorite people. They're

always talking about you." He called them by their

pet nicknames. This would convince Lana that he

knew them well. And it was true. Johnny Stompanato

knew lots of people. He mentioned parties he'd

attended with them.

You had to let these movie women know you

were on their level. You had to keep your voice from

getting pushy. Always stay calm and polite and

you'd convince them you're a gentleman.

"I know we're both busy," he remarked, "but let's

meet soon for a drink."

"Maybe we can," she said. "Thank you for calling."

He phoned every few days after that, asking to

come over for a drink and a chat. He was gentle,

but firmly persistent, he thought. ("He kept pester-

ing," Lana said later.) .

He had picked a good time, this student of Holly-

wood women.

Her divorce from fourth husband, screen Tarzan

Lex Barker, was pending, (Continued on page 53)





I

NEVER
HAD

A
FATHER
Jt was after midnight.

The apartment was dim. In a corner of the

living room, a shaded lamp glowed softly. A
record revolved slowly on a turntable; quiet

music drifted into the room. And on the sofa

a boy and a girl sat close together, alone.

It was a perfect setting for romance. It was

meant to be. The boy and girl were in love, had

been for months. He had made this trip across

the country, flying three thousand miles to be

with her for just an evening, just a day. There

was so little time, and it was precious to them.

Now they had only a few brief hours, and they

had planned them carefully.

Dinner in a quiet French restaurant on 55th

Street a few doors from Tab's apartment, candle-

light and wine.

A show.

Ham and eggs in the Broadway cafe where

they had spent their first date.

And then—an hour alone. An hour to talk,

to dream, to hold hands and to kiss. An hour

for romance before he had to go.

Twenty years have

passed since the little

boy cried in the night,

"Iwantmy daddy ..."

but the hurt and the

fear still choke the

joys of the adult Tab

Hunter

Time was so precious . . .

Mrs. Gelien had so little to spend
ivith Tab (left), five, and Walt, six.

It should have been perfect.

But it wasn't.

The boy and the girl on the couch were not

holding hands, not kissing, not dreaming. The

boy was sitting bent forward, his hands clasped

loosely, holding a cigarette, below his knees. He
was staring down at them.

And the girl, her eyes frightened, was staring

at him.

"But Tab," she said, "not all fathers are like

the one in the show. They don't all get drunk.

They don't all leave their wives—"

Her puzzled voice was (Continued on page 60)





f Only two more weeks," Natalie's
girl friend sighed, "and you'll be

twenty. Boy, don't I wish I were you!
What I wouldn't give to be out of my
teens, married to a gorgeous guy—" she
shut her eyes blissfully, then opened
them again. "So tell me," she said.
"What are you going to do to celebrate?
Paint the town red? Go to Hawaii?"
Natalie Wood Wagner laughed and
stretched luxuriously on the couch in
her honeymoon apartment. "I don't
have a plan in the world," she said.
"RJ may be on location. All turning
twenty means to me is that I'm a year
older."

But suddenly the casual laughter was
gone. "Except," she said seriously,
'that it's my first birthday since I'm
married. That's important. That's—
opened up a whole new life."

She said a lot in those simple words.
She said, in fact, more than she knew
For Natalie Wood's twentieth birthday
on July 20th, 1958, on which she leaves'
her teenage years behind forever, is
more than just an ordinary day It
marks a beginning and an end. It marks
a change not only in her way of life
hut in Natalie (Continued on page 72)



DEAN JONES:

OUR PARENTS

—but I'm

glad

we didn't

listen

to them I

by Helen Weller

'J' he tall young sailor with the broad smile

and shoulders to match was singing to a

large crowd at the San Diego County Fair in

California. But of the thousands of people

gathered in front of him he had eyes for only

one person. She was tall, too, a beautiful

brunette with shining brown eyes. Although

she was standing way in the back, Dean Jones'

eyes floated above the heads of the others in

the crowd and rested on her.

"Gosh, she's lovely," he thought, and made
a mental note to meet her.

So after the show he got the organist to

introduce him to Mae Entwisle, the Queen of

the Fair. . . .

But then three weeks went by, and Dean

Jones had done nothing. He had decided that

this gentle beauty was too good for him.

What sort of chance did a sailor have with a

girl who was Queen of the Fair? Every man
in the county was trying to date her, and Mae
was so reserved that she went out with very-

few of her admirers.

When he finally managed to summon enough

courage to call her, he was almost bowled

over when she said she'd go out with him.

The setting Dean selected for their first date

was perfect for a girl and boy who were ready

to fall in love: La Jolla Cove. That was a

dater's paradise, with leafy shrubbery and

flowers and pahn trees nestling by a beautiful

beach. They walked {Continued on page 81)
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France Nuyen.-

ONI?

Yesterday

IUveP

inTerror
r I ^he woman was still pretty, and really still young, although the years

of the war showed on her tired face. She held tight to her little

daughter, a thin, pale child named France. It had taken courage to

come to see the Gypsy—he was a king and very old, very wise—but

Madame Nuyen needed wisdom and advice.

"I have come to ask about my husband, Louis Nuyen," Julie Mazaut

Nuyen began hesitantly. "I have not heard since the war began. He
is a marine navigator—he serves on Atlantic ships. But I do not know

if he lives or. . .
." The child stirred in her arms and she looked into

its funny little face. Olive skin and slanted eyes, now big with hunger

. . . these from the Chinese husband she was asking about ; the delicate

lines, the fine bones—these features were French, like her own. She

bent to kiss the child she called Fan-Fan, and then faced the gypsy

king again and went on.

"Our daughter, monsieur, was born in (Continued on page 79)
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IBS SO

Y.

as told to George Christy

ou wake up in the middle of the night, and you're

gripped by the haunting ache of loneliness. A loneliness

that makes a tight, twisted ball in the pit of your stomach. You can't

swallow without feeling the pain of it. Night after night, for

a week running, I had this attack of loneliness. Who knows how it

happens! But I'll tell you what I think.

Hollywood with all its jazziness and razz-ma-tazz is one of the world's

lushest paradises. Glamorous as all get-out, it has

fabulous nightclubs and gourmet restaurants. But Hollywood also has

a lot of selfish, conniving people who take the edge off

everything once you get to know them.

I don't mean to knock Hollywood, but it's hard sometimes to feel

'with it' because of the people. They're either busy selling

gleaming toothpaste grins or muscle-bound, sun-tanned bodies

or burst-the-tape-measure figures. The place is loaded

with beautiful girls and handsome men—all of them charm boys

and girls—but, somehow or other, with (Continued on page 69)



HANK HEAVEN
FOR HAPPY OIRLS!

The Lennon

sisters are

four-ninths of

the happiest

family in show

business. What's

their secret?

Join them in a

game of "Complain*'

—and see!

Ask bandleader Lawrence Welk about the singin'

Lennon sisters of Venice, California, and he'll tell you,

"They're the happiest kids in show business. It shines

out all over them. They love each other. They never
seem to have fights or arguments or rivalries."

Now that's not so easy for two sisters, let alone four.

But Diane, eighteen, Peggy, sixteen, Kathy, fourteen,

and Janet, eleven—these sisters manage it (and to

complicate matters further, they have four brothers
and yet another sister).

There just happens to be a trick to it. It's a game
their father invented called "Complain."
As Bill Lennon explained it to his four talented

daughters one night, "I want each girl, in turn, to say
what she doesn't like about the others—or anything
about our family. But there are two conditions. After

we say what we have to say, we forget who said it.

No one is allowed to hold a grudge against anyone."

This is how the game went. . . .
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That's My Dress!

PEGGY: I have the first complaint. It's about Diane.

DIANE (shocked) : What??
PEGGY: Yes, about the other night when I borrowed
her yellow dress. I thought it was mean of her to come
into our room suddenly and tell me to take it off.

DIANE : You didn't borrow that dress, Peggy. You just

went to the closet and took it

!

PEGGY: So? You're my sister, aren't you?
DIANE : I sure am. But even sisters should ask if they
want to borrow something.
DAD (turning to Peggy) : Diane's right, Sis.

PEGGY (after a pause, to Diane) : May I borrow the

yellow dress tomorrow night?
DIANE (smiling) : Now that you put it that way—Yes

!

(Result: Peggy now does an awful lot of asking. And
sometimes Diane [see picture'] even helps her sister

choose which dress she should borrow!)

KATHY: / have a complaint.
DAD: Shoot.

KATHY: It's about baseball.

DIANE, PEGGY AND JANET (groaning in unison,

know what's coming) : Oh, no!!

KATHY : Dad, I happen to like to play baseball every
once in a while. And every once in a while I ask the

other girls if they'll come out in the back and play with
me. And they groan, just like they did right now.
DAD (turning to the others) : I think Kathy has a
good point.

DIANE, PEGGY AND JANET: Dad!!
DAD : Look, there's nothing like exercise to keep a girl

healthy—and pretty. Fresh air, even half an hour a day,

is good for the complexion. And when it comes to

growing up and having a nice figure. . . .

(Dad talked a little more on this point. Result: The
Lennon sisters now get together and play a couple of

times a week. Diane, it turns out, is a terror at bat.

Peggy has learned to pitch a mean fast-ball. As for
Janet and Kathy [see picture]—Janet (Right) is

turning into a great baserunner. And Kathy is the

happiest second baseman in the business now.

My Bedtime's Unfair!

LITTLE JANET: Can I tell my complaint now?
DAD : Go ahead.
JANET : I think it's very unfair that just because I'm
eleven years old I have to go to bed at nine o'clock every
night. That's just the hour for all my favorite television

shows.
DAD (winking at the others) : Like which favorites?

JANET: I can't remember exactly, but—
DAD: Janet, baby. Do you remember back a couple of

weeks, the night of your birthday, when the other girls

came to bed with you so you could sit up all night—
as you asked—and talk?

JANET (blushing at the recollection) : Yes, Pop.
DAD: Do you remember how sleepy you got by nine-

thirty, how you were fast asleep by five of ten?

JANET (blushing at the recollection) : Yes, Pop.

DAD : Do you think you might like to try waiting till

you're twelve or thirteen before we make it ten o'clock,

like the others?
(Result: After a little more persuasion from Dad,
Janet yawningly agreed. She still goes to bed at nine!)



He's My Boy Friend!

DIANE: Dad, I hope my complaint doesn't sound too

serious, but— (She pauses)
DAD: What is it?

DIANE : It's about a boyfriend of mine—and Peggy's.
PEGGY (her turn to be shocked now) : What??
DIANE: I've been out with this certain fellow a few
times recently. We had always had very nice times.

And then one night we were having a soda and we met
Peggy and she sat down at our table, just like that!

DAD: And?
DIANE : And by the time we were through, I think my
friend was more interested in my own sister than in me!
DAD: I see. (He breathes in deeply) Now, Diane,
answer me. Are you very interested in this boy?
DIANE (not so sure) : Well. . . .

DAD : I mean, you're not at the stage yet where you're

thinking about going steady or about engagement rings

or anything like that, are you?
DIANE: No.
DAD (turning to Peggy) : And you, Peg?
PEGGY : Of course not, Dad.
DAD: Then let's look at it this way. This boy is a
friend. If he's a friend of one, there's no reason why
he can't be a friend of the other. It's possible, you know,
for a young fellow to like a lot of girls—and different

things about them. Even if they're sisters.

(Result: Both Peggy and Diane now see this boy from
time to time. He likes them- both. They both like him.

In fact just a few nights ago, [see picture: Peggy,
holding phone, Diane standing next to her~] they made
a movie date with him—for all three of them!)

DAD: I'd like to get my two cents' worth in now.
It's about some bickering I overheard the other day—
about some time-chart you were working out to help

mother around the house, sweeping, dusting, feeding

the babies. Personally, I think charts and schedules are

for the birds. This is a home we live in, not an institu-

tion. There are no pay checks at the end of the week.

You girls know how it works with allowances—when
you need something you ask for the money and if you
deserve it you get it. Right? Well, let's keep that same
spirit working with things-to-do around the house.

When there's something to do, let's just do it. I think

you'll find it a lot more fun that way.
(Result: The girls tried the new system when the first

baby cried. Diane, unasked, [see picture] raced to the

kitchen. Finally they all agreed unscheduled chores

were more fun.)

We Want A Picnic!

KATHY: Do we have time for one more complaint?
DAD: Sure do. It concerns—?
KATHY: It concerns the car situation in this family.

We have two cars right now, and I realize we're very

lucky to have 'em. But there are times, Dad—in the sum-
mer especially—when we want to go off on picnics and
stuff. And with all of us—you, Mom, Diane, Peggy,

Janet, Benny, me, etc., etc.—well, we just can't all fit!

DAD (for the first time, stuck for an answer) : I'm

getting to be a little sorry I ever started this game.
KATHY: If you'd rather drop it. . . .

DAD (still stuck) : Noooooo . . . but let's see. . . .

(Result: A few days later, Dad Lennon traded in one

of the cars for a king-sized station wagon. He drove it

up to the house one morning. An hour later the entire

Lennon brood—took off on the best picnic ever!) END



The next two stories are not tragedies. Not yet. But

they're going to be ... soon, unless the proud and

stubborn Crosby clan puts aside its pride and tends

quickly to its children. The Crosby clan has long been di-

vided. Bing and Bob, though brothers, haven't been close

for years. But never before have the parents been di-

vided from their children. It's hard to know who the

offenders are. . . . We cannot judge Dennis Crosby for

bringing an illegitimate child into the world; but we can

condemn him for rejecting that child. To understand how
a rejected daughter can feel, Dennis would do well to read

the letter that follows his story. . . . It's a letter, written

out of heartbreak, a letter written by his cousin Cathy to

her father. Here in the pages of Modern Screen Cathy is

taking what might be her last chance to reach her father

and say, "I'm your daughter . . . why have you rejected me?"
Cathy is old enough to say this for herself, to fight her

own fight . . . little Denise is not. Must two Crosby fathers

turn away from two Crosby daughters? Please, Bob . . .

please Dennis, read both of these stories.

THE CROSBYS:

house 4

divided



THE CROSBYS/a house divided

THE TRAGEDY OF A CHILD WITHOUT A NAME

Can Dennis Crosby

Be Forgiven:?

Dennis Crosby and his beautiful blonde

showgirl wife, Pat Sheehan, were in their

modern Las Vegas apartment when the

phone rang. Pat picked up the phone, expecting

it to be one of the many calls congratulating

them on their surprise headline marriage forty-

eight hours earlier.

"Mrs. Crosby?" said a strange male voice. Pat

smiled proudly and looked at Dennis. She still

got a thrill out of hearing herself called by her

new name.

"Yes," she said.

"Mrs. Crosby, how do you feel about the news

we"—and now the man mentioned a Los Angeles

paper—"have just unearthed, that your husband

is the father of a baby born to Marilyn Scott in

Los Angeles last November?"
Pat turned pale and weakly hung up the phone.

She went to Dennis and put her arm around him.

"Darling," she said, "the papers are coming

out with a story about you—and a girl—and a

baby. I just want to say that no matter what
happens, I love you and always will. Nothing

anyone says will change that."

The news hit the headlines only a few hours

later. It was a shock to people everywhere, and

the worst kind of blow to the girl who had just

become Dennis' wife. (Continued on page 76)
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A matter of public

record: the tragedy

of this baby girl,

Demise Michele
Scott, whose birth

certificate lists

Marilyn Scott as

her unwed mother
and Dennis Crosby
as her father.

- m —- 47347

snxu uanui icon

liBSSEL"' '""^
ma »M»»T.r

jirn ipwTM w
»aes!—

_ JbMl " —~— n

...ag»
- .,. at itS**-

m— — Ml_rr_^___ *^==-

aWStWiSp





THE CROSBYS/a house divided

THE PLEA OF A DAUGHTER WITHOUT A HOME

An Open Letter

To My Father
by Cathy Crosby

48

Dear Dad

—

I never knew a girl could be as lonely

as I was—on what should have been the

most exciting night of my life : my opening at the

Tropicana in Las Vegas.

As I walked out on the stage, nervous and un-

sure, I looked around for a friendly face to give

me encouragement. Not just any face, but for

a member of my family. You. Mother. Any of

us. . . .

No one showed up. . . .

I thought maybe when I

finished and walked back into

my dressing room I would
find a telegram or some flowers,

congratulating me, or wishing

me good luck.

There was nothing.

That's when I sat down and

cried. For you. For mother.

For myself. . . . For all of us. . .

.

But you did show up at last,

Dad, on the day of my final

performance, although you'd

been playing at a hotel across

IB

the street for the previous three weeks and I had
sent a telegram to you, wishing you good luck.

You walked into the bar, right past me—and

ignored me. And when a mutual friend of ours

came over to you and asked if you weren't proud

of me, you sneered, "She couldn't have done it

without the Crosby name." You wouldn't even

give me the benefit of the doubt. . . .

What did we do wrong? Where did we fail one

another? Why couldn't we
who have so much, materially

and in talent, be as happy as

other families?

For the past year you've

been telling people, and me,

that we've come to a parting

of the ways because of my
love for Dino Castelli. You
objected to the fact that he

was thirteen years older than

I am; (Continued on page 52)

Cathy loved Dino Castelli. But
her dad woidd have nothing to

do ivith either of them.





Where do starlets come from? Sometimes from or-

dinary families . . . sometimes from Hell itself! June

Blair, 20th Century-Fox starlet, tells ot childhood

horrors unequalled since Marilyn Monroe's story.

MY MOTHER
GAVE ME TO
A MADWOMAN

by June Blair

I never knew my father. The State called

my mother unfit to raise me and took me
away from her when I was two. At four-

teen I became a ward of the State and was

farmed out from family to family. I was

beaten and kicked, locked up in closets and

thrown down the stairs. I never knew what it

meant to be wanted, to be loved, to belong. . . .

I have no bitterness in my heart anymore.

Now that everything is working out so well,

I can look back at my first eighteen years

with an almost detached attitude. Or maybe

this is just a form of self-defense. . . .

My first recollection dates back to a hot

summer day in a shabby San Francisco

duplex when I was barely two. I can still see

the car driving up in front of the house. Two
policemen got out, and the landlady pointed

at me, sitting on the front steps, and said

something I couldn't understand.

One of the officers picked me up and took

me upstairs where my mother was. I don't

know where my father was at the time. I think

in Canada. I never knew him. As far as I

know he had left my mother before I was born.

When the police said that they were going

to take me away from her, Mother started

to cry. "There must be a mistake."

The landlady—who had called the police

—

said harshly, "It's no mistake. Look at that

child." I didn't know till later what she meant

by "malnutrition."

I could still hear Mother's sobs as I was

carried downstairs. "There must be a mis-

take
"

I wasn't really sad to be taken away because

I had no home. Mother was working as a

waitress some place, and I was left to myself

most of the time. I ate whatever I could

scrounge in the kitchen or beg from neighbors,

which wasn't much. In fact the ride in the

police car was rather exciting. It was the first

time I had ever been in a car. . . .

The orphanage to which I was taken was

a huge old stone building with an elevator that

took us up to the second or third floor. And I

remember being led into a huge playroom,

empty except for a (Continued on page 61)





an open letter to my father

(Continued from page 48) that he had
been married and divorced; that he picked
me up at a record shop on Sunset Boule-
vard; that you might have felt differently
if we'd been introduced properly. . . .

Let me set the record straight first

about Dino. The only thing Dino picked
up at Music City was a record. Not me.
We'd known one another for weeks, ever
since we met at the Church of the Good
Shepherd in Beverly Hills.

Dad—I'm not saying that Dino was
right or wrong for me. I liked him, and I

loved him, because he was kind and well
mannered and very European. Also, let's

face it—because he was older and more
mature than most boys I had met before.
But why did you become so upset about
him? Why did you hire detectives to fol-
low Dino around like he was a criminal?
Why did you try to break up our romance
so crudely—only bringing us closer to-
gether instead? Why couldn't we ever
have a father-to-daughter talk, like other
fathers and daughters must have had
when they faced problems? Or is it that in
our generation, teenagers and adults have
grown so far apart that there is no longer
any common ground for discussion?

You never gave Dino a fair chance al-
though I had insisted from the very be-
ginning that I had no intention of marry-
ing him right away. I wanted to wait a
year to make sure of my feelings, and of
his. A year in which you would have a
chance to influence me by guiding my
actions gently and understandingly, by
letting me find out for myself if we were
right or wrong for one another. But no.
You simply forbade me ever to see him
again. You all but threw him out of the
house. And me too. And you tried to make
the rest of the family side against me.
Dad ... I am not angry at you. I know

now that you did it out of love for me.
You wanted to protect me. But the way
you went about it was wrong because you
wouldn't give me credit for being grown
up, for being a woman with a mind of her
own. And the more dictatorial your atti-

tude, the more I rebelled. I didn't even
care that I had no choice but to leave
home, now that you sold my car, that you
cut off my allowance, that I was forced to
get along like any girl who had no family
at all—which was even harder on me be-
cause I had been spoiled. I had never
learned to look after myself, and now I

had no one to turn to for help. All I had
were a few dollars I had managed to save,
and which I ate up quickly.

What was the real reason?

But you know something? Recently I

started to wonder. Was it only Dino you
objected to? And if so, why didn't you
come back and make up after he and I split

up a few weeks ago? You must have
known about it. You knew everything
else about him. And the more I thought
about it the more I feel there was much
more to it.

Before I go any further into this open
letter, let me assure you that I'm sorry
I have to write it—but it's the only way
I can communicate with you since you
haven't talked to me in over a year.

Trying to analyze our problem as it

exists today, and as it has existed for a
couple of years, I feel that basically it is

one of lack of understanding. You have
never given me credit for having grown
up, for wanting to make my own decisions
—yes, even mistakes if they have to be
made. You still see me as the little girl

you bounced on your knees when I was
four. Let's face it, Dad, Dino isn't the
first boy who came between us.

Remember when we went to Hawaii a

couple of years ago, and I was given the
choice of going with mother, a week be-
fore you could join her, and then coming
back to Los Angeles with you ... or else

spending an extra seven days in Los
Angeles, then flying to the island with you
and staying an additional week after you
left? I took the latter course because I

thought we'd have fun being together by
ourselves, and because I saw no need of
getting back early since there was nothing
for me to do till school started. You agreed.
And then I met the young football player

from Oregon at the hotel and got a big
crush on him. You claimed you were up-
set because we hadn't been introduced
properly. Oh how I learned to hate that
word! I think you objected to my seeing
him when you realized I was growing
serious about him, but you never went in-
to details. You just tried to find things for
me to do to keep me busy. And when the
time came for you to leave, you insisted

I come along, a week ahead of time, be-
cause I had to rehearse and study, you
said. I cried all night before we left.

Dad, I didn't mind your concern about
me any more then than I do today. It's

your right, your privilege, your duty as a
father. But why not explain it to me?
Why not give me the benefit of trying to

understand you? And why does so much
have to be made of so little? At sixteen, I

wouldn't have gotten engaged, or eloped.
It was just a harmless crush on a nice, in-
telligent, pleasant boy from a good
family. . . .

When I was in Las Vegas for almost two
months, I met a lot of men who were
wealthy, good looking and had family
traditions dating back several genera-
tions. Believe me, Dad, a lot of them

Sal Mineo says, "I think that if we
had more pool rooms we'd have
less youth problems. The pool room
kept me off the street corner. I

made my best friends there."
Paul Satin

in the New York Post

couldn't compare with Dino or a number
of other fellows you objected to!

I remember one evening when I was in-
troduced to a good looking young man
from Texas, whose ancestors fought under
Sam Houston—and you can't go back much
further than that in our country—and who
have more money than all the Crosbys
combined.
He was very nice and very much the

gentleman whenever I met him in the
dining room or the casino or when we
went for an occasional swim together in

the hotel pool. But the first time he took
me out he treated me . . . well, Dad . . .

I better not go into details. Let's just say
like a chorus girl—and not the nice ones,

either. When I finally slammed the door
in his face after he brought me home I

could still hear his parting words: "What
do you think makes you different? Being
a Crosby?"
So you see, Dad, the name doesn't mean

that much, although I am proud of it. But
it isn't necessarily an advantage, which
is what you told me so many times when
you insisted that without it, I would never
be able to make the grade. . . .

Two years ago I was doubting that I

could ever achieve what I was after. Now
that television and movie offers are be-
ginning to pour into the MCA office for

me, I am beginning to find out that I

can. . . . What's more, even if I were not
a singer but a teacher, a typist, or a sales-

girl, I feel that at this stage of my life it

is best to be on my own, if I ever want to

learn to stand on my own feet.

But believe me, it wasn't easy when I

walked out of the house a year and a half

ago. I took a cab to Westwood Boulevard
and Wilshire where Dino was waiting for

me. I had found a tiny apartment on Do-
heny Drive, and with a couple of hundred
dollars in my pocket and no inkling of

what the future would hold for me, set up
housekeeping.
The first morning I rolled my shopping

cart to the checking counter, and found
that my bill exceeded twenty dollars, or
one-tenth of all the money I had!

I promptly took it all back to the
shelves and exchanged it for yogurt and
fruit. Dad—did you ever eat yogurt for

weeks? Months? With only an occasional
full meal when Dino took me to Frascati's,

where he worked? I lost weight all right!

Maybe you were hurt that I didn't come
to you for help, that I didn't admit to being
the erring daughter, the prodigal coming
back to ask forgiveness. I didn't because
I felt justified in what I was doing, and be-
cause I had my pride. In short, I am a
typical, stubborn Crosby!

The new life

Those weeks made me grow up in a
hurry. Life stopped being a game. My
career was no longer a pastime squeezed
in between dates. When I lived at home,
I dreaded the music and dancing and sing-
ing lessons I had to take, because I thought
they were only meant to please you. I was
wrong, Dad. I needed them, and now that
I realized it, and had to pay for them my-
self, I became serious about them.

I was fortunate in finding a wonderful,
wonderful voice coach, Paul Thomsen. He
charged fifteen dollars an hour, which was
more than I could afford to pay. In fact I

couldn't afford to pay anything. But he had
confidence in me, the kind of confidence
you never showed, at least openly. He gave
me the lessons on credit, telling me I

could pay him back once I got work. And
after I first left home, I couldn't find any-
one to let me sing for free, let alone pay
for it! But he trusted me. I owe him a
lot for what is happening to me today.

I've learned a lot of things since I left

you—about people, about living, about
looking after myself. I think even you
might feel a little different if I tell you
how I am getting along. . . .

I am more serious about my career now
than I have ever been. I guess it's one of
the reasons I broke off with Dino. I re-
alized this is no time for me to get mar-
ried and settle down in Italy as he wanted
me to.

Something else happened that changed
my mind.

I was hurt because Dino didn't come to

see me in Las Vegas. I don't know why
he didn't. Maybe he was too busy, or
couldn't afford it, or maybe he was
so sure of me he just didn't bother. But
I was hurt and took it out on him by
dating other fellows. Some, as I already
told you, were anything but gentlemen,
and I dropped them after the first time
they took me out. But others were very
nice and I enjoyed their company. What
surprised me was that I didn't miss Dino
at all. I wasn't even angry at him any-
more. It was then that I asked myself, "If

I can have a good time with someone else

without missing him, how can I be so
much in love with him that I want to

marry him. . .?

Why didn't you put it this way, Dad,
rather than say, "Don't ever bring him
over to the house anymore!"? Why? Why?
Why?
But I have no plans now to get married

or even get serious about anyone, because
at this stage I want to prove most of all

that I can make a success, on my own.
I've learned a lot of practical things,

too. I finally grew tired of yogurt, and
started shopping for other foods. I've

learned ten ways to fix hamburgers. I



can get along on a dollar a day for food

—

and get all the vitamins I need. I've even
become tidy, but it took a little longer.

It was a matter of necessity.

When I lived on Doheny Drive, my
apartment always looked like a depart-
ment store basement after a sale. I never
could find anything. At least once this

proved a serious handicap.
My first big expenditure after my second

appearance on the Eddie Fisher show was
a new convertible. One afternoon I was
getting ready to leave for an appointment
when I couldn't find my keys. I turned
everything upside down till I finally lo-

cated them between the pages of a book

—

an hour later. By then I was late for the
appointment, and lost out on a job.

Thereafter I made sure to keep my keys
always in the same place, where I could
easily find them.
But mostly I acquired neatness because

I suddenly became conscious of other
people. I know I used to be terribly selfish

because I was always catered to. Maybe
that was part of the problem with us. I

got all the material things I wanted from
you. In fact I got everything but love . . .

and understanding. I'm sure you wanted to

give that, too. You just didn't know how,
because you were always so busy and
away from home so much of the time.
Anyway, when I went to Las Vegas, I

decided to take an apartment with Mrs.
Bea Larson, who, as you may remember,
was an accompanist with my dancing in-

structor. I was glad she could join me, be-
cause I never liked to live alone. Those
months at Doheny were lonesome and
miserable. I was glad to have someone
with me again.

I knew I was sloppy at first, and while
Mrs. Larson never complained, I could tell

she preferred things nice and neat. And
so I changed.
Now that I am back in Los Angeles, I

am sharing a small, modern, and very nice
pool-apartment with Edith Jamieson, who's
studying to become an actress. You should
see our place, Dad. It's neat as a pin! And
I can take fifty per cent of the credit for

it.

I've learned something else about show-
people since I've been on my own. Al-
though I've never told you, I always
blamed you for being away so much of

the time. I thought you might have cut out
some of the out-of-town engagements and
spent more time with us, or at least write
more often. One reason why a real under-
standing could never develop between us
was that you were gone so much of the
time. If I had a problem, I'd go to Mom
with it, because you were seldom around.
And when you were, I didn't know how
to approach you. I tried, several times, al-

though you may have never been con-
scious of it.

Even when I appeared on your television

show I would ask Mother how I looked,
how I sounded, how well I was liked.

Never you. I just couldn't.

But since I've been on the road, so to
speak—if you can call Las Vegas as being
on the road, I found out how lonesome
life can be, how you can lose contact even
with those closest to you. You get in-
volved in your career. You work long
hours. You stay up late at night, long after
the performance, because you are too
keyed up to go to sleep, and stay in bed
all day because you are exhausted. You
can't relax and you get tense and nervous
and snap at people, even when you try to
be kind. You say things and do things you
don't mean, and for which you are sorry
in the long run. And no one but you knows
why you act that way.
We Crosbys have an additional trait

which makes reconciliation difficult. Our
pride. You have been hurt by what I did.

I have been hurt by your attitude. All I

can say is—I wish it had never happened,
I wish we could start over again. . . .

Yet I can't ask for forgiveness for some-
thing I haven't done. But I do ask for one
thing, and not for myself.

I have made up with Mom and every-
one else but you. Don't hold it against
them. We are as close if not closer than
we ever were. They may not condone my
actions, but they understand me, they give
me the right to be myself, to make my
own decisions, to live my own life. . . .

Why won't you?

Cathy

why cheryl had to kill

(Continued from page 31) and Lana was
lonely. Her career had been paved with
diamonds, but Lana was always lonely.

"Loneliness is the thorn on the rose," she
said.

So Johnny's persistence finally , paid off.

Three weeks after his first phone call, she
accepted a date.

He arrived, all five feet, eleven inches, his

180 pounds resplendent in blue serge. He
drove a white Thunderbird and he didn't

look a bit like a gangster.
It might have looked to an outsider as

if these two people had something to offer

each other. After all, both had led fantastic
lives. Johnny had been a Marine and
later an apprentice in the Pacific Coast
underworld and a Cafe-society playboy.
Lana had been fifteen when she was dis-
covered by Hollywood publisher Billy Wil-
kerson sipping a malt. She was five feet

three, 103 pounds—and sexy. They called
her the sweater girl. They gave her the
name Lana and the word came to mean
glamor.
Most of her knowledge of the world has

been derived from her next twenty years
in Hollywood, the thirty-seven pictures
she made, the four husbands she divorced.
She didn't know it then, but all her ex-
perience was going to be inadequate to

cope with Stompanato.
For that first date she was all pink face

and arms in a fluffy crisp dress. Johnny
looked at her and felt very strong by com-
parison. This gorgeous woman was going
to mold like clay in his hands.

The pose begins

He took her to dinner in a small Italian

place with red checkered tablecloths and
candles flaming in old Chianti bottles.

Actually he preferred the big important
restaurants where he could be seen. But
he had an impression of another kind to
make.
"The food is nice," he said. A grin

flickered in his dark brown eyes. "Not as
nice as Mom's, though. I wish you could
eat her spaghetti sometime."

He explained that Mom wasn't his real

mother, but his stepmother who had
reared him. His own mother had died
shortly after he was born, and he had
two sisters, Theresa and Grace, both mar-
ried, and a brother, Carmine. Carmine
was a steady type who operated a barber
shop and was active in church affairs. His
father had died a few years ago.
Lana listened, and told him memories of

her own childhood. Her father, John Virgil

Madison Turner, a small-time Alabama
' gambler and stevedore had liked to tell

stories and dance with her. Sometimes he
liked to fight. She was nine when they
found his body propped against a building
on a San Francisco street. His left sock
with his poker winnings from the night
before was missing. The winnings were to

have bought her a bicycle for her birthday.
They never solved her dad's slaying, and
she never got the poker winnings or the
bicycle.

During the depression her mother had
to farm Lana out with a family in Mo-
desto, California. They treated the father-
less child like a slave and beat her until
she bled. Her mother was in another town
trying to make a living as a hairdresser
at ten dollars a week. When she found out,

she took Lana away from that place. But
the scars on her heart took a long time to
heal.

Johnny had heard and read this story
of Lana's childhood. His account of warm
Italian family life would appeal to her. He
neglected to tell her he had been out of-

touch with his family for years, that he
had visited home only three or four times
in as many years, that the last time was
in July, 1956. He neglected to tell about
his own domestic troubles.

Some wives

He'd married Sarah Utish in China in
1946, and they were divorced in 1948. She
and his twelve-year-old son five in Ham-
mond, Indiana. Johnny Stompanato em-
barked on the pursuit of glamor while
he was serving with the marines in the
Pacific. He operated a string of nightclubs
in Tienstin, China, but went bankrupt in
1947. He came to the West Coast, listing his

occupation as "ceramics manufacturer."
He dealt fast, buying and losing money in
an amusement park project and a jewelry
project with underworld operator Mickey
Cohen. Johnny sold everything from auto-
mobiles to birds.

He failed in these ventures. But with
women he prospered financially. Cohen
introduced him around in night clubs, and,
in 1949, he married blonde screen star
Helen Gilbert, ex-wife of a Hollywood
restaurateur. That began his climb.
The marriage ended in divorce several

months later, but in 1953 he married so-
cialite Helene Stanley -and was divorced
by her in 1955. She charged he had a
violent temper and a vile tongue, and had
once tried to strangle her mother.
He didn't -tell Lana about this. Or about

the women he didn't marry.
Like the saucy little redhaired divorcee

who ran a pet shop. He used to stroll in
and tell her how he needed someone to
chat with. Living up the role of lonely
gentleman. Soon she gave him her trust
and loaned him her savings, $8,500, so he
could go into the gift-shop business. When
she wanted the money back, he shrugged,
"I don't have it." He never repaid the
money.

Police intelligence records described him
thus:
"He acquaints himself with females of

wealthy means. He courts them and after
he is deeply involved borrows money and
never repays the loan.
"When the victim's money is dissipated,

he becomes interested in another woman.
Usually he frequents expensive night
spots to meet wealthy female types."

Police had observed him in the company
of known gangsters dozens of times. He
was known as Cohen's bodyguard and sus-
pected of being the gambler's 'bank.'
Once when he was picked up, he was
carrying $50,000 cash. He had been ar-
rested on charges ranging from vagrancy
to burglary, but was never convicted. One
conviction for vagrancy was later reversed.
The police failed to pin anything on him.
So he was loose in Hollywood. He had
been so intimate with Cohen that when
the pudgy gangster served time for income
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tax evasion, he left his wife Lavonne for
Stompanato to look after. (Cohen and his
wife are now estranged.)
As he sat beside Lana, Johnny glanced

at himself in the restaurant mirror. He
saw himself as many women saw him

—

tough, smart, exciting. He wasn't telling
Lana about other women and their money,
the aliases he had used—Johnny Holiday,
Jimmy Valentine, Jay Hubbard, John
Truppa.
He didn't tell her his real age, either.

Lana, thirty-eight, thought he was forty-
one, as his driver's license said. Not
thirty-two, as his birth certificate said.
Their dates became more frequent. He

lingered over a late drink at her house
one night, needling her about Hollywood.
What did she want out of life? he'd taunt
her. What did she really want?
"You want to know something, John?"

she mused. "I love Hollywood. It's a great
life. But I'm really just a girl who likes
flannel nightgowns and a hot water bottle
in bed. I've always wanted just one good
man to love me and be loved.

Lana is hooked

Stompanato moved in confidently. Lana
couldn't play love. It was all or nothing.
She threw herself impulsively into every-
thing she- did. She dived in, and some-
times she landed on her head. When she
kissed Stompanato, it was the beginning
of a volcano erupting. The hi-fi was
playing All The Way. It became their song.
She couldn't hold back. Lana Turner's
love had found a man again.
The truth was, Lana Turner had always

liked men, but had always been lonely.
She'd kissed through five unsuccessful
marriages with four husbands (Steve
Crane twice) and flown through a dozen
highly publicized romances with others.
At nineteen, she eloped with bandleader
Artie Shaw. She'd admitted she despised
him before they married. "Love is a little

like hate," she said. He forced her to
wear low heels, no lipstick. He made her
iron his shirts and he threw them back in
her face. Four months and eleven days
after their marriage, she locked him out
of the house and checked into a hospital
for a rest. Then followed marriages to res-
taurateur Stephen Crane—the father of
Cheryl, her only child—millionaire sports-
man Bob Topping, to screen star Tarzan
Lex Barker. Her romances with the late
Tommy Dorsey and with Fernando Lamas
ended, like her marriages, unhappily.
Men bullied her, beat her, and cheated

her but she always kept trying. Why? It

was because she lived a Hollywood dream
both on and off camera. It's a splendid,
frothy dream that love explodes like sput-
nik, that if you ever find the one man all

you need to do is shut your eyes and take
off into the wild blue yonder. All you do
for complete bliss is find the man, give
yourself completely, and true love will be
yours forever.
Lana believed this myth. She sold it in

dozens of starring roles. Ironically, the
myth may be truth. But it never came
true for Lana.

Lana's baby
The one constant loved one in her life

was her daughter, Cheryl Crane. For three
months before Cheryl's birth, Lana was
blind. Cheryl had hovered between life

and death for days following her birth on
July 25, 1943. Physicians used countless
blood transfusions trying to keep the tiny
anemia-racked body alive. Afterwards,
Lana tried to have more children. She lost

a baby in January, 1949. Because of the
RH factor, another in October, 1950.

Cheryl—Lana's "Baby," "Cherie," grew
into a beautiful, slender dark-haired teen-
ager who towered over her mother. She
had the best clothes and boarding schools

money could buy. But she was torn be-
tween love for her mother and her father.
Now Cheryl is fourteen, only one year
younger than Lana was when she was
discovered. On March 30, 1957, Cheryl had
just returned home from a week end in
Palm Springs with her mother. Driving
back to a private school with a girl friend,

she exclaimed, "I hate that school. I'm not
going back." She jumped out of the taxi
and disappeared into Los Angeles' skid
row, only to panic when three characters
followed her. A passing motorist, Manuel
Acosta, rescued her, and took her to the
police station where she had a tearful re-
union with her parents.
Lana sent her to a different school. Three

months later, Cheryl suffered a broken
back in a fall from a horse at a summer
resort in Estes Park, Colorado. Both her
parents rushed to her side in a Denver
hospital, worried and frantic. But she re-
covered rapidly.
Stompanato decided, Maybe I can use

this kid. If other means fail, I can always
get to her through this kid.

Cheryl's father knew some of Stom-
panato's background. One day, he cor-
nered the gangster in his restaurant.
"Whatever is between you and my ex-

wife is your business," he said. "But if

you hurt Cheryl in any way or interefere
with her life, you will have to answer to
me."
Johnny smiled his suave, disarming

smile and shrugged. "I'm in love with her
mother. You don't have to worry about
Cheryl."

Friends were worried

By summer, Lana's intimate friends
knew about the affair, and they didn't
like it.

"He's after money. He married twice in
the last few years. He associates with
Mickey Cohen," they warned.
"None of us are angels," she told, her
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friends. "We all have pasts. Johnny has
put his past behind him."
By September the public knew of the

romance, and gossip columnists were hop-
ing in print that it wouldn't go any
further.
Lana's new independent company, Lan-

turn, was producing the film, Another
Time, Another Place, and the star had to

go to Europe. This was her first time away
from Johnny. Her letters were more pas-
sionate than any movie script she'd ever
done. They poured out her desire, her
tortured loneliness without him.

In a letter postmarked Copenhagen,
September 19, 1957, she wrote: My dearest
darling love . . . all I want to write and
say is I love you! ... it already seems like

months since we've been apart . . . keep
your arms around me so close—and kiss

me as I do you a thousand times ....
They were filming in London. It was cold

and damp. The fog was terrible. Septem-
ber dragged by. She caught the flu. She
was growing desperate without him. They
kept the trans-Atlantic phones hot with
calls, but his voice orily deepened her des-
peration. Now he was playing it cool.

They shouldn't rush things, he remarked.
Of course he loved her, deeply, he said.

But she might regret or be ashamed of this

romance someday.
She replied by letter: Dearest love,

whatever will I do over here without you?
Yes, but nothing, nothing else. I'm not so
sure now, that I can make it—even tho
today, you said to me, "It's still too soon
for me to really know; give it a while
longer . .

." and etc., etc.—Oh! such easy,
practical words for some people! Right
now, I don't give you a 'sinking penny1

for
them. I miss you, want you, and, ache for
you 'All the Way*—so there!!!

And we can either whisper, or shout or
scream our love for each other, to each
other—phones are great, yes, but I need
to touch you—to feel your tenderness and
your strength! to hold you in my arms so,

so close—to cuddle you sweetly—and then
to be completely smothered in your arms
and kisses, oh, so many, many kisses!!!

quando (when) quando? quando? quan-
do?
Once she wrote, I love you so much,

darling angel. I read your letters over and
over, and each time I ache more. It's kill-

ing me; still I adore and love you. . . .

It's true ... I adore the way you write
and all the truly beautiful things you say
to me. So please, please, dearest, continue.
Every line warms me and makes me ache
and miss you each tiny moment. . . .

Police later found a ghost writer, a
friend of Stompanato in Los Angeles who
was supplying him Spanish and Italian
phrases of love to use in his letters to
Lana.

Johnny takes a trip

She sent him money and plane tickets
so he could join her in England. Later,
she finally admitted he had taken her
for several thousand dollars, not counting
tabs she'd picked up for him. Mickey
Cohen said he also let Stompanato borrow
money from him for the trip abroad.
Police figured later that Cohen had
loaned $12,000 to the gigolo to be used
to court and marry a wealthy woman.
John Stompanato arrived in London

in October. He had big plans for the fu-
ture, helping Lana build a plush home in
Acapulco, Mexico. He wrote to his mother
that the place there could be used for tax
purposes, and that Lana would need to live
there one year to establish herself as a
resident of Mexico. His mother thought
from his letters that he was going to
marry Lana. He thought so, too. But sud-
denly something happened. In London
she heard stories about Johnny's past
that even his glib tongue couldn't ex-



plain away. This sudden resistance threw
him. During a quarrel in London, his

velvet-smooth control turned to fury,

and he tried to choke her. Scotland Yard
heard of this episode and kicked him out
of the country. On arrival, he'd given
some of Lana's money back to her for

safekeeping. Now he wanted it back so

he could convince British authorities he
was a person of substance. Lana, shaken
and stunned, her love crashing about her,

refused and Johnny left.

But they didn't stop writing to each
other. Lana wasn't* free of his spell. On
January 5, she wrote, Oh, the many
things I long to put on paper, yet my heart
and my hand ache when I attempt to do
so. . . . She told him she'd read all his

letters the notes he used to send with
flowers ... So many precious things you
told me, described to me, each beautiful
and intimate detail of our love, our hopes,
our dreams, our sex and longings . . .

how you could write and when near me,
make most of those dreams come to life

and throb with the realness of you and
us. . . .

He phoned and told her time and love
would heal. She wrote, Oh, angel . . . time
is supposed to be the only great healer,

but I'm sure a lot of it must pass—before
one can breathe a little deeper and easier—
I still have the most awful constriction
in my heart and tummy—I try desperately
not to think too long on us . . . She wrote
of her daughter Cheryl . . . It's been, so
good having her with me, and I think she's
happy and grateful for this time together
also. . . .

And . . . Last nite was wonderful talking
to you—yet!—after we hung up—there it

was again—all the pain, confusion, ache—
oh! . . . darling, it's too much—sometimes,
/ think I shall stop, not write, call—think
of any of it, pretend, it didn't happen—any
of it.

But so far my powers are not that
strong and of course, in this house, I see
and hear and. feel only you—it has to be
better when I can leave here—find a new
perspective of everything—only then, will
I really know what the future holds!
So until then, dear one, take very

good care of yourself— Know that you are
in my thoughts and my prayers, for us
both, to be able to find some happiness, or
peace, sometime, some place on this earth!

The magic is fading

He felt her slipping away. He was losing
her. He phoned her in London urging
they see each other.
At 2: 05 a.m. one morning in January, she

wrote . . . Please, after our call, I've been
thinking and thinking—yes, what a shock-
ing thrill it would be to see you on the
plane, or wherever—but this is not right.
You must let me be alone in my "own
world" for a while, to rest, think.
But Stompanato was desperate—and

convincing. When Lana went to the Mexi-
can playground of Acapulco for a two
months' holiday in the sun he was with
her. They had separate suites, but Johnny
hovered over her every minute, waiting on
her, rubbing suntan lotion on her back,
talking talking. Lana seemed frightened
now, Stauffer said. She acted as if she
were trying to leave him, but didn't know
how. He wouldn't let her out of his sight.
She was reserved now—close physically

as they lounged on the beach—but her
eyes were closed as though to shut him
out of her sight. He knew she was slipping
from his grasp. She had withdrawn, gone
back into a world of her own, a world of
light and talent that Stompanato could
never enter.
The annual Motion Picture Academy

Awards dinner was coming up Wednesday
night, March 25. It was the biggest social
affair in Hollywood, and Lana, at the peak

of her career, had been nominated for the
best performance of the year for her role in

Peyton Place. She'd played the part of a
mother with a secret past, a mother es-
tranged from her daughter. Lana's own
daughter Cheryl had attended the pre-
miere with her father and wept openly
when the screen mother and daughter were
reunited at the end of the story.

The movie had become a sensational
box-office success all over the country.
Lana was going to be a bigger star than
ever now. In her personal confusion, may-
be she didn't realize it. She just wanted
to get back home, back to work. Stompa-
nato realized it, and he wanted his share
of the money, the limelight. He pressed
harder for marriage.
And Lana was coming to the realization

that no matter how much it hurt, she must
cut this man out of her life. Now she
could see the tiger beneath the smooth
manners.

He hadn't shot anybody . . .

He was still trying. On March 19, they
flew back to Los Angeles on the same
plane. Cheryl and friends and photog-
raphers met them at the airport. Stompa-
nato grabbed Lana and they posed to-
gether.

' Later she said this embarrassed her, but
she tried to make the best of it. "Maybe
you shouldn't pose with him," one of her
friends murmured. Lana smiled, conscious
that her baby daughter was watching,
quipped, "Why not? He hasn't shot any-
body and I haven't shot anybody."
In those next hectic weeks before the

final fury, Johnny Stompanato pulled out
all the stops, trying to get her.
He promoted himself with Cheryl as a

prospective stepfather. He took her on
shopping sprees and to ice cream parlors.

He bought her candy and bright-colored
scarves.

"Wouldn't it be nice if we could always
get along like this and be companions?" he
suggested.
He took a $12 a day apartment in a hotel,

but he was Johnny on the spot, helping
Lana move into her new two-story man-
sion. Her efforts to close him out of her
life resulted in three violent arguments.
The first took place when he asked her
again to marry him and she turned him
down. The second and much worse was
about the Academy Awards Dinner.
Johnny loved big events. To be part of
the excitement, the perfumed, powerful
beautiful women in their rich, swishing
skirts. Lana's triumph would be his tri-

umph. He would be part of it. She'd
be telling the world she belonged to him.
And her honors were his honors.
But she didn't take him. She refused to

invite him. Instead, Cheryl and a long-
time business associate accompanied her.

His anger almost choked him. "Look,
what's the matter with you? Quit hiding
me around corners," he exploded. "I'll tell

you one thing. You'll never get rid of me.
I won't let you go."
And then came the climax of the

quarrels—on the Sunday and Monday
before the fatal Friday, April. The veneer
of love began to crack again, to turn into
threats.

On Monday, the quarrel reached the
screaming stage.

"I'll cut your face with a razor!" he
shouted. "If a man makes a living with his
hands I would destroy his hands. You
make your living with your face. I will
destroy your face. I'll get you where it

hurts the most—your daughter and your
mother!"
So he revealed himself as a naked thug.

Cheryl overheard. She'd never before
seen him with his guard down. Her weep-
ing mother told Cheryl what kind of man
he was, that she was afraid.

"I want to leave him, but I don't know
how," Lana said.

Lana's mother phoned Beverly Hills
police on Wednesday, and asked where the
actress could get in touch with Chief Clin-
ton H. Anderson. But Lana never called.

One last dodge
Stompanato knew he had lost her now.

He paced his apartment, tearing his hair,
trying to think of something.
He tried the old way. Letters. He started

them, but he couldn't make the words
flow anymore. She knew too much. She
wouldn't believe.

He wrote, My dearest Lana. I'm so
filled with love for you at this moment,
I wish I could write it in a hundred
languages.
You know baby, I'm so lonesome for the

touch of you, I could die. I try to think
of when you were here and those precious
minutes I wasted when my lips were not
on yours.

I can tell you right now if I ever get
you in my arms again, it will take more
than a team of wild horses to break it

up!
He begged, Lana, baby, let me prove

that you and I belong together. Those last

weeks when things were so hectic, I tried

to keep my feet on the ground but you'll

never know the many times I wanted to

take you in my arms to some far away
island . . . Time takes care of everything
but my love for one Lana Turner. I love
you very deeply and nothing can give me
peace in this long sad loneliness ... I

wait for you and kiss you tenderly.
He never finished the notes. His last

unfinished note was strangely prophetic. I

am sure life isn't worth living without you.
She saw less and less of him. But that

Friday afternoon she gave in and said he
could go with her in her station wagon to
shop for articles for her new home.
They returned to her place at 4:30
p.m. Two of her friends were there.

They sat and chatted. Cheryl came home
about 5:30. She was home for the Easter
holidays. Stompanato left fifteen minutes
later.

Lana's two guests stayed another hour.
They asked her to dinner but she couldn't
make arrangements on such short notice.

Another night, she said.

Stompanato returned a little after 8:00
pjn. He was furious that the visitors had
stayed with her after he left, upset that
she had even considered having dinner
with them unless he went along.
"You mean I cannot come along?"'

"Well, surely I have the right to be able
to see some people without your always
being there, and there is nothing wrong

—

just to be able to sit and to discuss our
friendship—friendships that were long
ago, that you didn't even know about.
Anyway, I'm not going to have dinner
with them tonight. Maybe Saturday night."

"You're a coward, Mother. ..."
She was defying him—openly. It was the

last straw. Stompanato began to curse. His
language was so vile she was afraid to be
alone with him. She went upstairs into
Cheryl's new room. Cheryl was watching
television. Stompanato was right behind
Lana and he was still swearing.

"I've told you I do not want to argue
in front of the baby."

"Well, why not?" he snarled.
"Well, we're not going to," Lana said.

She turned to her daughter and said "I

am going downstairs and I'm coming right
back up and I'm going to my room."

"Yes, Mother."
"You watch tv," Lana said. Then she

drew her daughter aside and for a moment
they talked together in the bathroom. "It

looks as if we're going to have a bad
night," Lana said.
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Cheryl said, "Why don't you just tell

him to go? You're a coward, Mother."
"You don't understand. I'm deathly

afraid of him."
"Don't worry," Cheryl said. "I won't be

far away. I won't leave you."
Lana smiled sadly. What good could a

child do her in this mess she had gotten
herself into?
When Lana went downstairs Stompanato

followed her, still quarreling. She told him
she'd found out too many of his lies, and
the last one she'd found out today. It

wasn't the worst one but it was a straw
that broke the camel's back. That he was
only thirty-two instead of the forty-one
he'd told her. The lie that made her say
to him—no matter what—"I can't go on
like this. You know that I have begged.
I've pleaded for you to leave me alone
even with all your threats."

She started back upstairs, he followed,
both talking at once. He followed her into
her bedroom.
She kept saying, "There's no use discuss-

ing it any farther. I can't go on like this,

and I want you to leave."
It was too much, too final. He saw his

plans disappearing.
Stompanato grabbed her by the arms and

shook her and cursed, "When I say hop,
you'll hop. When I say jump, you'll jump.
You'll do everything I tell you or I'll cut
your face and cripple you. And beyond
that I'll kill you and your daughter and
your mother. No matter what, I'll get you
where it hurts most. No matter what you
do, how you try to get away!"
Lana broke away from his hold, twisted

around and saw Cheryl standing wide-
eyed in the door!

Horrified, Lana cried out, "Please,
Cheryl, don't listen to any of this. Please
go to your own room."
Cheryl stared at her, too numb to speak.

But her eyes asked, "Are you sure,
Mother?"
Lana began to cry. "Please, child, don't

listen to this. I beg you to go back to your
room."
Cheryl left and closed the door. Lana

turned to Stompanato. "That's just great,
that my child had to hear all of that.

You are horrible, and I can't go through
anything more."
He made a move to strike her.
"Don't ever touch me again," Lana said.

"I'm absolutely finished. This is the end
and I want you to get out."
She reached the door of her bedroom.

He was behind her. She opened the door
and suddenly Cheryl was there!

"I swear it was so fast," Lana testified,

"I truthfully thought she had hit him in
the stomach. As best I can remember they
came together and then parted. I still never
saw the blade. . .

."

Stompanato grabbed himself in the
abdomen. He lunged forward, made almost
half a turn and dropped on his back.

Too late

It was 9:40 p.m. Stunned, unbelieving,
Lana lifted his sweater and saw the blood.
She dropped beside him and tried to stop
the blood with towels. Tried to breathe life

into his mouth. At 9:45, shaking with
hysteria, she called her mother who
phoned the doctor; he phoned the
police. Cheryl called her father. Soon the
house was full of people. Stompanato was
dead.
Cheryl told police she had listened out-

side the door. "I knew mother was weak,
and that she couldn't resist John. I've

taken judo, and I'm pretty strong, stronger
than mother is. I heard arguments and
threats and screams ... so I went down
to the kitchen and got the first big knife
I could find. ... I went back to the door,
intending to stay outside. But I could hear
John saying, 'I'll cut you and maim you

for life ... if I can't do it, I'll have some-
body else do it.' I opened the door and
went in. Neither of them said anything.
I didn't say anything. I just walked be-
tween them and . . . did it ... I screamed.
... I only meant to scare him. I did not
know what was happening at the time. I

know this is a terrible thing. I feel so sorry
for Mommy, but I did it to protect her.
I love her more than anything."
In his billfold they found a photograph

of Lana inscribed, "For Johnny, my love
and my life. Lana." He also had a lock
of blonde hair in a plastic container, all

in an envelope on which was written,
Johnny with the love of Lana.
Autopsy surgeon Dr. Frederick Newbarr

said the wound caused a massive hemor-
rhage that could have brought death in a
matter of minutes. The fatal knife wound,
five and a half inches in length, penetrated
the liver and the vital portal vein.
Lana wept, "Can't I take the blame?"
Chief Anderson told her, "All we want

is the truth."

Cheryl was held in juvenile custodv.
Gambler Cohen identified the body. He

blurted "Who did it? Who did it?"

Stompanato had once told Lana if any-
thing ever happened to him, his vengeance
would follow her. She was so frightened
that police put a guard around her home.

This statement of hers, and the police
guard, riled Cohen. He said it made him
look bad because it looked like he might
call out the mob to get her.
"Pretty soon they'll be accusing me of

his murder," Cohen pouted. "I can't under-
stand how it happened. He never chased
her. It was the other way around. I thought
they were married. I thought everything
was okay."

Mickey Cohen interferes

It made him mad, he announced, that
Lana had made statements defaming
Stompanato's character after his death
and that she hadn't behaved decently in
offering as he, Cohen, did, to pay for the
funeral. So Cohen released to newspapers
a package of love letters she'd written.
Whether he got these letters from Stompa-
nato's apartment after the slaying, or
whether he already had them in his pos-
session, is still a mystery. Cohen said,

"Some before. Some after."

Cohen said he'd asked Stompanato's
family to adopt him, and he intimated he
might help them if they decided to file a
million dollar civil damage suit against
Lana and Cheryl.

Police planned to make ballistics test of
Stompanato's gun. They thought a grand
jury might be called to investigate a sex
extortion ring. There was much to make
the police think he might be involved.

Chief Anderson said "We all know that
many women have moral weaknesses, and
those weaknesses are attacked by a certain
element. We have the obligation to protect
these women."
This was a very late investigation of

Stompanato. Some suggested little Cheryl
had been forced to do a job authorities
should have done years before—ridding
society of this leech.

On Friday, April 11, Lana testified at the
inquest. A jury of ten men and two women
delivered a verdict of justifiable homicide.
Cheryl was not charged. But a custody
hearing for her on April 24 decided that
she live with her grandmother, Lana's
mother—at least for a while.
The question is did Johnny really fall

in love with Lana when it was too late,

or was this marriage only to be a gigantic
shakedown in which he would eventually
control all Lana's property?
He could never have enjoyed for long

his place in the sun. If he'd known he was
ill, his eyes would have bugged in almost
as much surprise as when he was stabbed.

The autopsy showed he was suffering
|

from a kidney ailment and would have ,

died of natural causes within ten years.
'

Lana's hour on the inquest witness stand
!

was personal torture. She had to tear the
i

words out of her throat as though each
word was an evil thing. But it was her
greatest performance, and in many ways, >

her finest hour. She fought for the one
she loved most, Cheryl. She fought with
tears, beauty, courage, the scarred heart
laid bare. When the verdict came, she
closed her eyes in prayer and murmured,
"Thank God."

Cheryl prays f

On Friday, April 11, Lana and her ;

mother testified at the inquest. Cheryl was ;

excused and spent the day in Juvenile
Hall talking to the other girls, reading *

and praying—she has been brought up to f

be a devout Catholic.

As a result of the inquest, Cheryl was P

cleared of any criminal charges. The
prosecutor could have brought her to 1

trial nonetheless, but was sure he wouldn't.
jj

"This is the clearest case of justifiable 11

homicide I've ever seen," Chief Anderson 1

had said, and the legal experts all seemed
;

to agree.
But not everyone was so kind. When F

Cheryl walked out of juvenile hall finally, ?

to the temporary sanctuary of her grand- "

mother's home, there was a process server,
jj

waiting at the door. He handed her a sum- |

mons. Johnny Stomponato's family, under P

the influence of Mickey Cohen, was suing
'

Lana and Steve Crane for failing to exer- i

cise sufficient control over their daughter

—

who, they claim, was guilty of inflicting f

"wrongful death" on Johnny. For that
j

;

trial, Cheryl will doubtless have to appear
in court.

Nor is that the only trial ahead. The f

court which long ago awarded Cheryl's I

custody to Lana when she and Steve were

'

divorced, is no longer sure that Lana quali-
fi.es as a fit mother. They may, of course,, f

return Cheryl to her permanently, but it is

more likely that she will stay with her
grandmother, or maybe with her father.

Lana's mother, now making a home for
her granddaughter and receiving court- 1

allowed visits from Lana and Steve once[|

a week, wants to keep her. Steve Crane,;
her father, has already petitioned the court

j

l

for Cherry's permanent custody. In support.,

of his plea, he has his excellent income, his

good reputation, and a claim that Cheryl 1

,

actually wants to live with him, and even
told friends at Juvenile Hall that shej
would say so, "But I don't want to break.
Mommy's heart."

And Lana—what has she got left? A
once-a-week visit with her child. A fright-,

ened hope that she will get Cherie back.
f

A memory of a dead love—and a dead man.
jA ruined reputation, the knowledge that

her private life, her private letters arei

public property now as they never have
been before. It is true that from the in-'

quest she emerged with a certain tragic

dignity, that hearts that condemned her
;

behavior nonetheless pitied her tears. But
she will have to five with her memo-
ries and her loneliness and—probably

—

without her daughter, the one sure love
in her life. No court ruling on guilt or

innocence can make that better. No new
love will ever be able to fully erase the 1

memory of this great tragedy and pain.

END

Lana can be seen in 20th-Fox's Peyton
Place and Paramount's Another Time,

Another Place. She has been signed to

star in U-I's Imitation Of Life.

The editors wish to acknowledge the co-
operation of the editors, staff and special
researchers of INSIDE DETECTIVE, to whom
they are obligated for the true story which
you have just read.



who says we're too young to love?

(Continued on page 28) professional life

plus school seldom are left unguarded to
tell what they really want to say about
themselves for publication.

I'd spent the afternoon with Lorrie.
We'd been discussing her career. The act
she does with her brother in The Collins
Kids has been sky rocketing. Records,
tv shows, Las Vegas stints and—now she's
breaking into movies. When you're with
her it's hard to remember that this at-
tractive, talented girl is only fifteen. She
seems to be in her early twenties. Tall
and slender and willowy, she is poised far
beyond her age.
Although she's been in professional

show business for four years none of the
brittle hardness has rubbed off on her.
Lorrie is what is known as a "nice girl,"

but very mature for her age.

It wasn't until our second meeting that
Lorrie gave me this story. And she told
me then why she decided to tell me the
truth about the romance. It seems that
right after I had left Lorrie's house, she
was on the phone with Ricky. She told
him about my burning question: "Are you
two in love?" And Ricky sounded happy
and eager when he asked, "Did you tell

her that you are in love with me?" Lorrie
told him that because everyone advised
her not to commit herself—she really
didn't say. And Ricky answered, hurt,
"Why didn't you tell the truth? Don't
you want people to know?"
At our second interview Lorrie men-

tioned his reaction. And as we talked, it

seemed as though Ricky's comments had
made her want to talk about how she
felt toward Ricky. The jealousies, the fun
times, the sad times, the humorous times,
all the things that happen between a
fifteen-year-old and a seventeen-year-old
when they go steady. Most of all Lorrie
seemed to want to tell how lightly others
regard young romance.

Tex loses a bet

Like in Bakersfield. Lorrie had gone on
a four day tour with Tex Ritter. They
played three days in San Francisco then
toured to Bakersfield on Sunday for a
recording session.

Ricky asked Lorrie if he could come
to Bakersfield and drive her back to Los
Angeles Sunday afternoon. Lorrie said,

"Yes."
In Bakersfield she told Tex she wouldn't

be going home with the group. When
she explained that Ricky was coming for
her, Tex was so sure Ricky Nelson
wouldn't drive the 150 miles over the
mountains to pick up any girl—he kidded
Lorrie and bet her ten cents to a dollar
he wouldn't show. Like everyone else he
doesn't take their romance seriously. But
you should have seen his face when
Rick arrived and Tex found himself ow-
ing Lorrie a dollar!

Then there's the song that Ricky wrote
for Lorrie. Because both of them have
to leave Los Angeles fairly often to per-
form, they're separated more than they'd
like to be. Lonesome for Lorrie while
she was away, Ricky composed a song for
her with these lyrics:

DON'T LEAVE ME THIS WAY
1 thought you said our love was true
That you loved me
And I loved you.
But now you're gone
And. I am blue.

Oh, what am I going to do?

L Normally, if a singer—say Frank Sinatra
1 —composed a song for a gal, nobody
|

would argue that he really liked her.
I There'd be few scoffers around. Every-

one would think it was a pretty terrific

thing for him to do and they'd recognize
that his feelings for the girl were more
than casual. But Lorrie's become rather
shy about the song. Ricky may record it.

Who knows? It may become a big hit but
right now Lorrie's tired of the "Aren't
those youngsters cute" attitude that old-
sters take if she mentions it.

Then there's Lorrie's agent, Bob Wag-
onner. He has her best interests at heart
but he's not above teasing Lorrie that she's
far too young and fickle to stay faithful

to Ricky. And it bothers her. "It hurts
me even to have someone say things like

that," Lorrie says.
But Bob has problems.
Lorrie and her brother appeared on

the Dan Dailey show at the Sahara Hotel
in Las Vegas. An engagement like that
is great for Lorrie's career but it's

maddening for her personal life. Facing
a separation—Ricky was heading for Flor-
ida—Ricky gave Lorrie his ring. That's
the ring he always wore, the one with
the two drama masks on it.

Lorrie was bubbling with happiness but
Bob was terribly concerned about the
ring. Lorrie wanted to wear it on her
third finger left hand constantly. From
five feet away the ring looks exactly like

a wedding band. When Lorrie is on
stage, the ring gives everyone in the
audience a wrong impression. After all

a fifteen-year-old generally isn't married.
Her agent urged her not to wear the

ring on stage, "Because you're too young."
Lorrie obeyed . . . but offstage she always
wears it.

How did Lorrie and Ricky become so
fond of each other? One Saturday eve-
ning last June Ricky was watching tv
and there was Lorrie in Jamboree, a pro-
gram on which she is a regular. Ricky
was intrigued. It was a simple reaction.

He wanted to meet her.

Ricky is shy

After a bit of scouting around, he
found out she went to Hollywood Profes-
sional High. He got her phone number
from Molly Bee who also goes there. But
Ricky is shy. He didn't want to phone
her cold. After sounding out his friends
he found out that The Four Preps knew
her. He cajoled one of them into intro-

ducing him to Lorrie over the phone.
Now Lorrie admits when she heard,

"Say, Ricky Nelson is here and he'd like

to talk to you," she thought she was be-
ing ribbed. Then she heard his voice
and knew it was for real. He asked her
for a date right off.

She hated to, but she had to refuse.

The night he asked for was graduation at

Hollywood Professional High and she al-

ready had a date. But Ricky was not
to be put off. He asked her if he could
come and meet her at the ceremonies.
Lorrie said, "Okay." She didn't think Ricky
was serious, but how little she knew him
then! He did come and afterwards they
talked for about twenty minutes while
Lorrie's date—an old friend who didn't

really care—cooled his heels.

The next night Lorrie had another date.

Lorrie and her mother have a working
agreement that Lorrie gives an exact time
when she'll be home from a date. If for

any reason she can't make it on time,

she phones home. This night she told
her mother they were just going to

a movie and would be home at 10 p.m.
When she and her date wanted to stop
for a hamburger on the way home, she
phoned for permission to stay out until

eleven.

"Guess who stopped out to see you,"
said her mother. In a burst of wistful

thinking Lorrie asked, "Ricky Nelson?"
Now she admits she was really surprised
when her mother said, "Yes."

"Darn, darn, darn," thought Lorrie.
She'd liked Ricky immediately when she'd
seen him at the graduation party. But the
next day she, her parents and her broth-
ers were going on a three months' tour.

She thought she'd missed her very last

chance to know him.

Late date

About quarter to eleven a car with
four boys in it drove up to the Collins'

home in San Fernando, a Los Angeles
suburb. The doorbell rang. Lorrie's
mother answered it. There stood Ricky.
Timidly moving his left foot back and
forth on the doorsill, Ricky shyly asked
Mrs. Collins if Lorrie had come home
yet. When she said no he hesitated, still

moving his foot.

Hazel Collins is a woman of great un-
derstanding for young people. "Lorrie
will be home in fifteen minutes. Would
you like to come in and wait for her?"
Ricky and his four friends came in.

Promptly at eleven Lorrie came home.
This time with a date who wasn't an old
friend and who wasn't quite so pleased
to share her but he had no alternatives.

They came in the living room where her
parents, plus Ricky and his four friends
were all waiting. Embarrassing.

It was on this evening that Lorrie and
Ricky first really got to talk together.
But with so many people around, it cer-
tainly wasn't in a very personal vein.

The next morning the whole Collins
family left Los Angeles and were gone
for three months. On the trip Lorrie often*

thought of Ricky but she decided any
hopes of knowing him better were futile.

Was there a chance that a celebrity like

him would remember a girl he'd only
met for twenty minutes at a school func-
tion and then for an hour in her crowded
living room?
Then came September. Lorrie's brother

was scheduled to record with Joe Maphis
right after the Collins' returned from their

tour.

Lorrie didn't intend to go to their re-
cording session but they kept phoning her
to come—and to come dressed up.
When she got to the studio, she was told,

"Ricky's right out there in the ante-room.
Go in and tell him hello."

She just knew this was a practical

joke, but Lorrie decided to go along with
the gag and when they got to the empty
room she started calling Ricky like one
calls a pet, "Here Ricky, here Ricky, come
Ricky." To add to the gag, she started
lifting the cushions off the sofa pretend-
ing she'd find Ricky hidden under one of

the pillows.

There she was leaning over one of the
sofa pillows—and the door opened and
Ricky came in with her dad carrying
cokes and sandwiches!
Lorrie never explained to Ricky why

she was lifting the sofa cushions. So if

he didn't just guess—and how could he
—the mystery will be cleared up when
Ricky reads this.

Going steady

Because both of these youngsters are
really very shy, few people knew when
they started going steady. Ricky would
come out to Lorrie's house five and six

nights a week or they'd go to his parents
to watch tv. On weekends they generally
go to a movie and to a drive-in after-

wards.
Yet hardly anyone in Hollywood was

aware that they were dating at all!

They were too young to go to night-
clubs where many of the Hollywood
columnists hang out. Ricky and Lorrie
were unintentionally incognito.
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Ricky has his parents' approval to date
Lorrie. They met her and liked her. His
mother asked Lorrie how old she was
soon after they met. When Lorrie said
she was fifteen—Harriet Nelson was sur-
prised. Her comment was that probably
both Ricky and Lorrie have matured
faster because of being in show busi-
ness. Ricky has more poise than the
normal teenager and so does Lorrie.

Lorrie's mother was not quite so casual
about it. Lorrie's dating life has been of

infinite concern to Hazel Collins.

Mrs. Collins, now 35, eloped with Lau-
rence Collins when she was sixteen. They
had planned to be just farmers. They
had a happy life in Oklahoma on a 180-

acre farm in their early married life.

Sundays they'd go to church. Once in a
while they'd spend an evening with
friends. But most evenings they gath-
ered around the piano Hazel's mother gave
them, and sang. It's from those evenings
that Lorrie and her brother Larrie gained
their singing experience.
Then hard times hit. Hazel and

Laurence Collins made a brave gamble
and bought $6,000 worth of cattle, hoping
to establish themselves. Almost the day
after they made the purchase, the bottom
dropped out of cattle ' prices. Financially,

they were ruined.
For awhile Mr. Collins worked in a

grainery and his wife ran the farm.
While he was gone she operated the trac-

tors, milked the cows and did all the
heavy chores a man normally does on
a farm.

While the parents were both working
there was no one to care for the family
but their oldest daughter, Sherry.
Debts piled up. No matter how hard

they worked, they could see no hope of

ever repaying their debts if they stayed
where they were. Friends kept telling

them that jobs with good money were
available in California.

So the Collins clan pulled up stakes

in Oklahoma and headed for the West
Coast. The main assets they brought
were the will to work, three talented

children and Mrs. Collins' prayer to God
that the move was the right thing for

her family.
Lorrie's father took two full-time jobs

when they arrived in Los Angeles. He
was away from his family seventeen hours
a day. And until they paid off their

debts, Hazel worked too.

Again, Lorrie's sister Sherry acted as

the mother in Los Angeles as she had
done back on the farm. The experience
matured her early.

The child bride-
How mature her parents were soon to

discover. When she was fifteen and a half

years old she asked her parents for per-
mission to marry! She was in love with a
minister's son who had a good job with a
truck towing service. And he was in love
with her.

They wanted her to wait until she was
older. It hurt her mother to see Sherry
give up so many carefree youthful years.

Sherry kept pointing out to them that

they had been married when Hazel was
sixteen. There was no answer for that.

Reluctantly, her parents signed the papers
for Sherry and her young man, Don Mad-
den, to marry under age. As it turns out
Sherry and Don have had a happy mar-
riage. They've been married three years
now and have an adorable, one-year-old
baby girl named Vicki.

So Lorrie has two examples right in

her own family of happy marriages where
the brides were just her age on their wed-
ding day.

This has been a tremendous worry to

her mother who anxiously wants to be
sure the same thing doesn't happen to

Lorrie. Her parents told Lorrie flatly that
they would under no circumstances ever
sign any papers for any underage mar-
riage for Lorrie.
They've always kept close track of

Lorrie's dating. She hasn't been allowed
to go out with boys her parents don't

approve of and they like to know Lorrie's

boyfriends well.

They do know Ricky well and think
a lot of him.
Night after night, Ricky drives from

Beverly Hills to the Collins' modest home
far out in the San Fernando Valley. The
whole family, including twelve-year-old
Larry, and Sherry's family (if they're

around) welcome Ricky into their life.

Invariably they all head for the tile

floored, beamed ceiling den-dining room.
The guitars are kept near the piano. And
there's always a box of chocolate-covered
cherries on the table. Lorrie buys them
because she knows how wild Ricky is

about them. And there are hamburgers
and cokes, Ricky's favorite foods, ready
in the kitchen.
They can have much more fun like this

than at any dances or parties. These are

tremendously creative evenings. Every-
one in the Collins family likes to compose
music. So does Ricky.

Their song

One evening Lorrie and Ricky collab-

orated on a song they called My Gal. As
with the song Ricky composed for Lorrie,

they have hopes of recording it.

Ricky inevitably wears jeans when he
comes out to the Collins' and he often

reminds Lorrie, "Why don't we be casual

and you wear capris?" even for dates

when they're going to a movie.
On rare occasions they double date

with Ricky's brother Dave and if he's

footing the bill, they'll usually kid him
along and pretend to order steaks.

This may sound like unexciting dating

to some young people but it's not to

Ricky and Lorrie. Lots of times, Lorrie

confesses, they enjoy just being together,

not talking or laughing, just quietly se-

cure in each other's presence.
Not everything has gone smoothly for

them. Like the time Lorrie was asked
to join Nick Adams in presenting awards
to the most promising teenagers selected

at a contest run by the Covina branch of

a local department store chain.

The tv station owner who'd arranged
for Lorrie's appearance offered to drive

her the forty miles to Covina. He was
about thirty-five—and that seems very
very old to Lorrie. Both her mother and
Lorrie thought it was just an offer to drive

her out and that his wife would be along.

The man, it turned out, was a bachelor!

And no one else was along.

At the awards presentation, Nick Adams,
always a lad with an open eye for a

cute new girl, asked Lorrie for a date.

On the way home with the older man
Lorrie noticed a Plymouth that looked
strangely like Ricky's following them.
At first she thought it just a coincidence.

As they made the various turns towards
Lorrie's home and when the other car

turned too, she knew it was Ricky.

Sure enough, the Plymouth stopped and
shut off its lights just before the turn into

the one-block dead-end street where
Lorrie lives.

Lorrie had intended going right to bed
when she got home. Now she didn't.

Fooling around in the living rdom pre-

tending to read a magazine and chatting

with her parents, she waited.

In about five minutes, Ricky just

stopped by. At first he denied following

her. But he tripped himself up when he
inadvertently mentioned the exact time

she'd arrived. The green eye of jealousy

became really glowing when Lorrie_ re-

ported that Nick Adams asked her for

a date. "Doesn't that guy know I'm dat-

ing you?" he exploded. Lorrie, of course,

had refused Nick's date, but she didn't I
admit it right at first to Ricky.

That phone call

Sometimes the shoe is on the other
,

foot. One evening when they weren't to

be together Ricky said he'd phone Lorrie. I

She waited all evening and when she

didn't hear from him her feelings were
hurt.
The next night when Ricky phoned, he

surprised her by asking where she'd

been the night before. "At home waiting
for your call."

Apparently Ricky had dialed the wrong
number. When Lorrie coolly sniffed,

"That's a likely story," Ricky got both

his parents on the phone to assure her
that he had tried to reach her the night

before.
Sometimes there's a twist of sadness

with these two. One day the new record
charts had just come out. These are in-

dustry reports showing how well sales of

records are going. Lorrie happily con-
gratulated Ricky. His records were doing
great.

Instead of being happy Ricky seemed
wistful. Finally, he admitted he was wor-
ried for fear his next record would be a

flop.

"If it was, you probably wouldn't like

me anymore," Ricky told Lorrie.

Wise little Lorrie, a veteran of many
many public appearances, understands
Ricky when he makes remarks like that.

She knows that when you're as famous as

he is, and thousands of people applaud
and write to you, saying they like you,

sometimes you worry about people liking

you just for yourself alone, not because
you're a popular singer.

When he worries this way, Lorrie is one
of the few who can reassure him. "I

wouldn't date you just because you're

Ricky Nelson if I didn't like you," she

tells him. When Lorrie makes this prom-
ise Ricky knows she's telling the truth

because she has been a professional en-
tertainer for four years. She's met top

names in the entertainment world. She's

not awed by fame, nor emotionally af-

fected by it.

These two talk the same language. Like
two good chemistry students attracted to

each other because of similar knowledge
and interests, teenage experiences in show
business has drawn them closer than just

casual dating.

How close, how permanent, only time

can tell—but Lorrie does wear Ricky's ring.

One evening as he was driving with her
in his Plymouth over the winding hills

that rise between his home and hers,

Ricky was unusually quiet. Breaking the

silence, Lorrie asked him what he was
thinking of.

"I want to ask you something," Ricky
told her.
"What?" she askeoV curiously. Then

Ricky hesitated. It seemed like an hour
to Lorrie before he got to the point and
erupted suddenly, "Will you marry me?"
At first Lorrie thought Ricky was kid-

ding so she simply answered, "Sure."

Then Ricky assured her he was serious.

Not for this month nor this year but in

three or four years, he explained.

This time there was seriousness in Lor-
rie's low voice, too. "Yes," she beamed.
"Oh yes, Ricky. I would like to marry
you in three or four years."

These Kids are pretty grown up. And it

looks like they're going to prove it one
day to all those well-meaning people who
say they're too young to love. END

You will soon be able to see Ricky in

Warner's Rio Bravo.
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I never had a father

(Continued from page 33) loud in the

quiet room. She broke off, took a deep
breath.
"Honey," she said, "tell me what's the

matter. What's wrong with you? I've

never seen you like this. Ever since we
left the show—it's as if I don't know you."
For the first time, Tab Hunter raised

his head.
"Maybe . .

." he said slowly, "maybe you
don't."

The girl blinked. "But—that's nonsense.
We've been going together for months.
Writing every day, talking on the phone.
Of course I know you. Honey, I love you,

and that makes me know you."
Tab looked steadily into her eyes. "And

you know I could never be, say, like that

man in the show tonight—ruining his

children's lives, deserting them—

"

"Of course not!" she said indignantly.

"Of course not," Tab echoed. He
reached out suddenly and took her hand.
"Listen. We may be in love. But so were
my folks when they got married. But it

went wrong anyway. It went wrong and
I grew up seeing my mother break her
back to support me and Walt, never
knowing my father, never having a man
in the house . Baby, what if you and I

stopped loving each other? What if we did

that to our children?"
"But we wouldn't. We won't. We

know—

"

"What do we know?" Tab said impa-
tiently. "We can't see the future. No one
ever knows, not ever. Honey—I—I don't

even know how a father is supposed to

act, what he does with his kids. If we
were to get married—

"

"If?" the girl cried out. "If?"
Tab stood up. His eyes were bewil-

dered. In a low voice he said, "I don't

know. Maybe a man who never had a

father doesn't have any right to become
one. I just—don't know."
He reached for his coat. He tried a

smile that didn't quite make it.

And then he was gone.
The girl sat stunned on the couch. In

the middle of her blown-up world she
knew only one thing. She wasn't being
jilted. But the man she loved wasn't
ready to marry yet—not her or anyone
else.

And Tab Hunter, walking slowly down
the- hall and out into the street—was re-

membering. -

He had been two, his brother Walt
three, when they moved from New York
to San Francisco. That was in 1933, twen-
ty-five years ago. But he could remember
it still. The hot, dusty hours of traveling.

The moment when his mother carried

him into the dim little apartment where
they were to live. And the sound of his

own voice:

"Where's my Daddy? I want my Dad-
dy-"
His mother had set him wearily down

on the floor. "Daddy isn't here. He's
gone to live somewhere else Baby, I told

you that
—

"

His eyes streamed tears. His baby fists

beat against his mother's arm. "I want to

go home. I don't like it here. I want my
daddy!"
But Daddy didn't come.
Daddy never came back, and because

of that, Mother had to be away also,

working as a nurse, taking care of other

people and leaving her own children be-
hind.
Her earnings were small and most of

them went for rent. Only one room—but
in a good neighborhood. Her children

would have to be left alone a good deal.

She couldn't risk leaving them in a slum,

to grow up into strangers, to join a gang.

So she took the one-room in a nice build-

ing.

But when the rent was paid, when the

lady who looked in on Tab and Walt in

the afternoon, gave them lunch and
nursed them if they were sick, was paid

—

there was almost nothing left over.

One cold night, Mrs. Gelien got home
late. It had been a bad week, little work.
In the refrigerator there was a bottle of

milk, and a half-empty can of vegetables.

In her purse there was one dollar. And
in the apartment, her babies had been
waiting alone for her for hours.

She came home exhausted and took one
look at their mournful faces. "Come on,"

she said, making a game of it, not want-
ing to leave them alone for another min-
ute. "Put on your coats and I'll take you
on the sled to the store."

Walt sat on the front of the sled, Tab
hung on behind. With her tired arms,

Mrs. Gelien pulled. With her tired mind,
she tried to plan a dollar's worth of food

that would feed three people. Meat was
out of the question. She would get pota-

toes, bread, maybe three eggs, some
cheese

—

Suddenly the strain on her arm was
lessened, the sled seemed lighter. She
walked on a few steps and then realized

—

something had happened. Alarmed, she
whirled around. Only Walt was on the

sled! Staring down tike dark block, she

saw a little huddled figure left behind.

She dropped the rope and ran.

And there in the middle of the street,

up to his waist in snow sat her baby. But
he wasn't crying and he wasn't yelling.

He was clutching a five-dollar bill.

Mrs. Gelien was never sure whether he
had fallen off the sled onto the money

—

Today's best laugh: Arthur O'Con-
nell says he sat through a long love

scene at a drive-in movie before he
noticed he wasn't facing the screen.

Earl Wilson
in the New York Post

or had seen it and gone after it. It didn't

matter. Now there would be meat for her
children. Laughing and crying, she dusted
the snow off her son.

By the time he was five, he had known
loneliness. He had stood with Walt, peer-
ing out from behind the curtains at the

children in the street. Children who lived

in a magic world of shouts and laughter,

who ran down the street with faces shin-

ing and arms stretched out when their

fathers turned the corner.

And there was plenty to cry about.

He and Walt were different from the

other children in school. Brought up by
women only, they were shy and quiet; the

boisterous games, the pushing and shov-
ing, the loud voices alarmed them. Raised
on their mother's meager earnings, they

had no money. The other children, proud
of their newly-won allowances, would
stop by the candy store on the way home
from school. Licorice sticks and candy
bars would exchange hands. Ice cream
cones would be passed around for "licks."

The Gelien boys had no funds to buy
their own candy, no extra pennies with
which to treat. They were too human to

stand around and watch goodies disappear

down other boys' throats, and too proud
to accept treats they couldn't return.

They went right home after school and
sat together in their one-room apartment
from three until night, when Mother got

home. On one winter afternoon Tab looked

up at the door and shook his head.

"I'm not going in," he said.

Walt stared at him. "Why not?"
"There's nothing to do inside."

"There's nothing to do outside, either.

You'll freeze."

But he sat stubbornly on the stoop
waiting for something to happen—any-
thing. He stayed until his feet were numb
and his hands were blue—a lost, lonely
little boy with no one to come home to.

Finally he went in.

"Walt, what do other boys do, days?"
Walt shook his head. "I don't know.

They—go places, I guess. To baseball
games and things."

"All right," Tab said. "I'm going, too."

Tiny as he was, he ran errands that
spring, made a quarter here and there,

saved it. At school he listened anxiously
to the chatter around him. A lot of the
boys were being taken to a baseball game
one Saturday afternoon. Tab counted his

savings. He had enough for a ticket.

Very well, he would go to the game. He
would be like the other boys. Next Monday
he would have something to talk to them
about, he would break through his loneli-

ness, be one of them at last.

On Saturday afternoon he trudged to

the game, waited patiently on line at the
boxoffice. When his turn came, he held
out his handful of change proudly. "One,
please."
The ticket man looked down at him.

"One, eh? You all alone, sonny?"
He nodded gravely. "One. Just one."

The ticket man shook his head. "Sorry.

We can't let you in alone. You go home
and get your Daddy."
A dull red crept over Tab's face.

"My—?"
"Yeah. You go tell your Daddy I said he

should take you to the game, hear?"
He turned and fled.

He never tried again.

Time went by. Tab grew big enough
to get into a ball game alone. And too

big to go on being his mother's little boy.

Around him, the other fellows were
changing, too. They talked big, about
smoking, about drinking, about girls.

"My father says a guy shouldn't mix his

drinks, see?"
"My old man told me if I don't smoke

till I'm twenty-one he'll give me a hun-
dred dollars

—

"

He had problems of his own, questions

to ask. And no one to answer them.
His mother tried to help, would have

done anything in her power. But you
can't go to your mother and say, "You're

the wrong person to ask. You're wonder-
ful and I love you—but you're a woman.
Sometimes a fellow needs a man."
He kept his problems to himself.

They moved around a lot, then. Mrs.
Gelien went wherever there was a job.

Wherever she went, her sons followed. To
begin again the difficult job of making
friends, changing schools, being strangers.

Once in their moves, they lived next door
to a man who took an interest in Tab, a

Mr. Valpey. In his den, Tab gradually

came to feel at home, to ask questions,

take his advice. He cared so much about
those sessions that he had to hold him-
self back from being there all the time,

wearing out his welcome. He felt for al-

most a year that he had a father.

It's hard to grow up

But at the end of the year, they moved
again. And in the back of Tab's mind,

his babyhood cry echoed over and over

—

"I want my Daddy. I want my Daddy—

"

By high school it was better—or worse.

Depending on how you wanted to look at

it. Skinny, tousle-haired little Art Gelien

had grown into a young blond giant.

Maybe it was the broad shoulders, maybe
it was the handsome, even-featured face,

or maybe it was the never-outgrown
wistful look in his eyes. Whatever it was.

it drove the girls crazy. They surrounded
him wherever he went, made absolute,

open, unashamed fools of themselves to

beg for a lock of hair, a date for a dance,



even a smile. At first he liked it. It was
a sure-cure for loneliness. He needed it.

But it finished him for good with the
fellows.

If they had ignored him before, now
they actively disliked him.
"That Gelien guy—who does he think

he is?"

"What's he trying to do, make a collec-

tion of everybody else's steadies?"

j

He knew how they felt. He grew to al-

most hate the mobs of girls trailing after

him. But he couldn't get rid of them.
Any more than he could walk up to one
of the guys and say, "Listen, it isn't my
fault. I don't want it. Listen, next Satur-
day I'm going horseback riding for the
first time . You want to come along?"
No, he couldn't do that. He went horse-

back riding, and taught himself to ice

skate—alone. He had had no father to

teach him, as other boys had. He was used
!

to being alone.

But it wasn't easy. It drove him, one
afternoon, to do something he had sworn
he would never do. To ask his mother
what went wrong.
He had been afraid she would cry. She

didn't. She looked at him dry-eyed and
said, "I can't tell you all of it. It's too
long. I'll tell you this, and maybe it will

(Continued from page 50) rocking horse,

a few games, and a lot of books and paint-
ings done by children. Then the officers

left me with a middle-aged woman who
took off my lavender dress with the turtle-

shaped buttons, and made me wear a
plain, grey cotton dress that buttoned
down the front.

I don't know how long I stayed at the
orphanage. I think about two years. And
I was quite happy there. I got along well
with the other children. For the first

time in my life I ate regularly. The people
were nice to me and the only thing I felt

uneasy about were the cribs. We were
about forty or fifty children in one ward,
all sleeping in cribs of different sizes.

Somehow the slats, as the sides were
pulled up, frightened me. I felt shut in.

One afternoon, about two years later, I

was drawing a house in the playroom. A
social worker named Mrs. Camera tapped
me on my back. She told me I was going
to leave the orphanage, and helped gather
up my few belongings—a pencil, a few
sheets of paper, a tiny rubber ball, a
chewed-up doll, a change of clothes and
an extra hat.

Mrs. Camera brought me to a family
who lived in an old house on top of a
hill overlooking the bay.
The people I stayed with—Mr. and Mrs.

B—had two older children, both in high
school. I'm not sure whether they took
me because they wanted another little

girl, or because of the forty dollars a
month they would get from the state to

take care of me. ...
Whatever the reason, I felt that Mrs. B

did like me. She was big and fat and
motherly and very kind to me.
For the first time in my life I made

my own friends, two children who lived
in the same block. A little Negro boy,
and a blond little girl who spoke with
a heavy accent, and was called Gretchen.
I don't remember the boy's name.

Roots are torn

One morning a taxi pulled up in front
of the house. I thought the lady who
stepped out of it looked familiar, but I

couldn't place her. She told the driver to

wait and walked right past me into the
house. A few minutes later my foster moth-

be enough. On the day you were born,
your father canie into the room. I said

to him, holding you in my arms, 'We have
another son.' He took a candy bar out of

his pocket and threw it on the bed. 'Con-
gratulations!' he said. And he walked
out."

It was enough. His mother didn't cry,

but Tab, fifteen years old, felt the slow
tears start behind his eyes.

Two weeks later, he told her he wanted
to join the Coast Guard.

It would mean lying about his age. It

would mean leaving her alone, for Walt,

too, was gone. It would mean going out
into the world on his own.
But Mrs. Gelien, with a mother's wis-

dom, thought not of her own loneliness,

but that her son would be finding friends,

would be among men at last, would have
older men around him, officers whom he
could trust and turn to. She would be
alone, but he would have found a world.
She said "yes."

It was a decision to be proud of. It

was the best thing that ever happened to

Tab Hunter. It gave him security and
self-confidence; it made him a man—

a

man who would eventually be ready to

become an actor and a star.

But it couldn't do everything.

er called me inside. She was shaking with
sobs when she told me that I was to be
taken away from her. It was then that I

recognized the woman in the cab—Mrs.
Camera, the social worker who had brought
me to the house two years before.

Suddenly a thought struck me. Mrs.
Camera was going to take me back to

my mother! I just knew she would. . . .

I had thought of my mother now and
then and missed her in a half-remember-
ing way. And as I grew older, I realized

that I wanted her most when I was un-
happy, although I would all but forget her
when everything was going pretty well.

Back to the orphanage

But Mrs. Camera was not taking me to

my mother, but back to the orphanage in-

stead. And again, as I was walking down
the rickety stairs of the old home, I could
hear Mrs. B sob just as my mother had
done four years before, "I don't know
why they are taking her away. I don't

know. . .
."

I didn't either. I still don't.

When I got back to the orphanage I

kept worrying about the tin foil I had left

behind at Mrs. B's house. There had
been a drive on in kindergarten to collect

it for the war effort. I didn't understand
the war, but I was proud to have been
asked to do my share, and now the results

were lying in my room, stuffed into a

paper bag. I would never know if they
were delivered to my class. . . .

I stayed at the orphanage just a few
days—and then I was brought back to

my mother after all. It would have been
better for me if it hadn't happened.
Everything is very hazy about the few

days I spent with her in a dark, musty
room of a San Francisco hotel. My mother
looked much older than I had remem-
bered her, and unkempt, and she would
cry easily and often. She talked a lot

to me but somehow it never got through
to me. Once in a while she would sud-
denly pull me close and hug me, and I

could feel her warm tears. . . .

One night—it was the day after Christ-
mas—she packed the battered old suitcase

and took me to the station. We were on
the train all night, heading south.

I don't know why she had chosen Los

On a day in 1947 stationed in New York,
Tab Hunter walked to the house where
his father lived and knocked at the door.

A woman answered.
"Does Mr. Gelien live here?"
The woman looked at him curiously.

"He isn't in now. Would you like to leave

a message? Or wait?"
For a long second, Tab stared at her.

"No," he said finally. "Just tell him—his

son stopped by."
His son stopped by. Why? Tab never

knew. To see his father for himself? To
spit out the years of loneliness and mis-
ery? To shout "I hate you?" To sneer, "I've

done all right without you, see?" To hold

out a hand and say, "Let's forget it. Let's

be friends?"
Or just to quiet that baby voice: " "I

want my Daddy, I want my Daddy—

"

He never knew. Now, eleven years
later, walking away from the girl he
loved, he still didn't know. But he knew
he was afraid, and that it was because he
had never had a father.

He knew that until the questions were
answered, there was unfinished business

in his life. END

Tab can be seen in Gunman's Walk for

Columbia and in Warner's Damn Yankees.

Angeles. Maybe she had some friends or

relatives there.

It was just getting dark when we ar-

rived at the three-story frame house in

one of Los Angeles' least fashionable
sections. When she rang the bell I still

didn't know that Mother was just going
to leave me there. A huge, strapping
woman opened the door. She smiled sweet-
ly as she guided us into the living

room, where I stayed while the women
walked into the kitchen.
While they talked, I became interested in

the toys scattered through the huge liv-

ing room, some still partially wrapped in

gay Christmas paper. They belonged to

my new mother's kids.

I don't know why I did what I did
next. Maybe because I got no toys for

Christmas. Maybe because I was about
to be left once again. Maybe—I just don't
know. But suddenly I grabbed a piece
of crayola and scratched it across the toy
blackboard, ruining it completely. Then
I went to work on the other toys, pulling
and tearing and throwing them through
the room, ruining every piece. And when
my new mother stalked into the room I

pretended I was sorry for what I had
done. She didn't punish me for it . . . yet.

My own mother left before supper. I

was so tired I couldn't eat much, and
was put to bed early while the others
were still eating.

The next morning, my new mother

—

I'll call her Mrs. X from now on—leaned
over me bright and early. She seemed so

big, looming over me. But she was smiling.

"Are you ready for breakfast, dear?"
"I always brush my teeth before I eat,"

I exclaimed defiantly.

I got dressed, and walked downstairs
where I met Mrs. X's two children, a

boy of six, which was my age, and another
boy three years younger. I took an im-
mediate dislike to the six-year-old.
Again I did something I can't explain.

The moment we were alone in the rpom,
I scratched him across the cheek until

I drew blood. Then I rushed into the
dining room and sweetly volunteered my
services to set the table.

When Mrs. X saw what I did to her
son, she gently pulled me aside. She really

seemed to be trying to understand me.
"Why did you do it?" she asked. "Aren't
you happy here?"

I tried to hold back my tears, but not

my mother gave me to a mad woman



Rinses twice as clean

.

successfully. No, I wasn't happy. I was
miserable.
Everything might have still worked

out if it hadn't been for the grandparents.
They resented me from the very beginning.
They came over often; they adored their
grandchildren; they considered me an in-

truder and showed it openly and pointedly.
. . . Soon the effect began to tell on
Mrs. X.

The nightmare begins

Other things began to influence her, too.

One of the reasons she took me into her
home was that she could have no more
children. Since she had always wanted a
daughter, I was to take her place. That's
why she became more and more upset
whenever I started talking about my own
mother, and how I missed her. She wanted
me to think of her as my real mother.
Mrs. X was a strong domineering

woman who had to have her way, who
wouldn't tolerate anything contrary
to her own ideas and who wanted to know
everything I did, said, thought. "If you
come back from school and tell me a girl

you talked to wore a red skirt and I

later find out it was green, you are going

to be punished, June," she threatened me.
To make sure that she knew every-

thing I did, she had spies everywhere—in

the neighborhood, at school, in church.
People would report on me because she
asked them to, and they respected her, and
because they thought I was a terrible girl.

Mrs. X told them that.

She was a brutal woman. If I did
something wrong—and 'wrong' could mean
not remembering the color of a couch I sat
on or the name of a girl I talked to or ex-
actly what the teacher told me in school

—

I was punished severely and painfully. I

was spanked with switches, knocked down-
stairs, tied to chairs and locked in dark
closets till I thought I would suffocate.

Once she threw me into the bathtub.
When I complained about a backache, she
sneered that I was a sissy and refused
to call a doctor. I'm still having trouble
with my back as a result of it. . . .

Mostly I dreaded it when she compared
me with the inmates of the insane asylum
where she occasionally worked during
the day as a practical nurse. This form
of punishment was reserved for special

occasions, like the time I ate a piece of

candy without asking her permission

first. I took it from a box of chocolates
given to me by a boy in school for Valen-
tine's Day. I hadn't dared tell Mrs. X

]

about it because she didn't tolerate let-

ting me have any friends, boys or girls.

This had been the first box of candy
anyone had ever given me, and I had
sneaked it into the house and hid it under
my pillow. "See, this is how we treat our
patients when we put them into strait-

jackets," she laughed devilishly when she
caught me and slapped my face over and
over and over again. It was so black and
blue and swollen that the school principal
called me into his office the next day and
wanted to know what had happened.

I was afraid to tell the truth because
[

I knew it would only get me more beat-
ings. And so I lied about running into a
door.

No one to believe me
By this time Mrs. X didn't treat her

own children much better than she did me.
The oldest boy tried to win favors by
kissing and hugging her. She was getting
worse and worse. The younger one stood
up to her, but both hated her violently.

One day Mr. X simply walked out of the



house and never came back. After that,

Mrs. X never did seem sane.

I was ten years old now. I was never
allowed to have friends, to go to anyone
else's house, even if I had time for it,

which I didn't. I was too busy with chores

which included taking care of five children

who boarded with Mrs. X during the day.

I changed them and fed them and played

with them and fixed their lunches. I

never got a cent for it. I didn't even have
carfare and had to walk twelve blocks

twice a day to get to school. Surprisingly,

it took over four more years before my
plight was discovered. I knew by now that

Mrs. X was a mad woman. She was also

a clever and cunning woman.
A welfare worker would check up on

me once in a while. Mrs. X always knew
in advance when to expect her and
made me move my cot from beside the ice

box in the kitchen, where I usually slept,

to an upstairs bedroom. Welfare children

were supposed to have a place of their own.
She threatened me with additional pun-
ishment if I ever said a word about it

to anyone.
Even our next door neighbor, a Metho-

dist minister, didn't know what was going
on at first, although eventually, when my
case came up in court, he was among the

people able to testify in my behalf.

Once my mother came to stay with us
for two weeks. The moment I saw her
walk through the front door I rushed
over and threw my arms around her
and begged her to take me away. I told

her about the terrible treatment I was
getting—but she didn't believe me.
She must have told Mrs. X about it

because the next morning Mrs. X blocked
my way when I tried to leave the
kitchen. She had a knife in her right

hand and poked the point into my fore-

head. "Did you ask your mother to take
you away from here?" she hissed.

I could feel the perspiration form on
my face, my hands, my back. "No, I

didn't," I lied. "Honest, I didn't. . .
."

The knife's point dug in. "You are
lying. I can always tell when you are

lying. . .
." And then came her warning:

"If you tell her anything else you'll be
in real trouble. . .

."

All caution to the wind

With that she turned and left.

When I saw my mother leave later in

the week, I threw all caution to the wind.

"Take me along," I pleaded. "Take me
away from here. I'll do anything . . .

anything. . .
."

Mother just shook her head sadly and
left.

But I did get away—when I was four-

teen.

I had made a friend in school despite

Mrs. X's close watch—a boy who had
graduated that year. He had occasionally

taken me to the games during the after-

noons, while I pretended to be doing extra

work in school. Of course I never dared
ask him over to the house or even mention
his name.

I told him that I wanted him to take

me away from* Mrs. X, to my mother in

Long Beach. I had known her address

all along because she had told me that

she would get me when I was eighteen,

but not to come to her before. I couldn't

wait that long.

The boy didn't want to do it. He was
afraid of being called a kidnapper, of get-

ting into all sorts of trouble with the

police and his own family. But when I

threatened to leave home with or without
him, he promised to help. We figured out

a plan and put it into action the following

Saturday.
To make trailing me more difficult, I

borrowed a skirt and sweater from another
girl in school. I promised to send them
back later. On Saturday night I locked

the doors of the house as usual, or rather

pretended to. Mrs. X called me from up-
stairs, "Did you lock all the doors?"

.

"Yes, I did," I hollered back. I grabbed
the extra clothes that were hidden behind
the icebox and ran out the back door into

the alley where my friend was waiting
with his car.

A few minutes later we stopped at a gas

station. I rushed into the ladies room and
changed my clothes. Then I got back into

the car and we headed for my mother's

place in Long Beach.
But Mrs. X had already notified the po-

lice that I had run away, and two detec-

tives were waiting for me. They agreed to

give my mother a chance to talk to me
first, before they took me to the station.

The detectives left. Mother accompanied
me to Juvenile Hall in Santa Ana.
They put me in the Julia Lathrop Deten-
tion Hall till my case came up for review

by a judge.
Three days later my case was reviewed.

Mrs. X presented her side of the story so

cleverly that the judge made me go back.

I had expected the worst beating of my
life when I entered the house I had
fled less than a week before. Instead, I

got a new, much more frightening type of

punishment. I think Mrs. X was trying

to drive me out of my mind. . . .

The real torture

She would hide things from me. When
I'd ask what happened to my brown skirt,

for example, she'd look at me strangely.

"Why—you never had a brown skirt." She
dug up the geraniums and when I asked
her what had happened to them, she de-
nied they were ever there.

She forbade me to play outside, because
she insisted I was terribly ill and had to

rest. She told me I had tuberculosis,

and yellow jaundice, and a lot of other,

much more dreadful diseases. . . . And
one day she insisted she couldn't handle
me any more, and made me move in with
a friend of hers.

For the first time in years I felt re-

lieved—till I found out that the friend

had been so thoroughly indoctrinated by
Mrs. X that she went right along with her
ideas and just let me loaf and he around
the house and do nothing. I became ter-

ribly depressed.
As the days grew into weeks and the

weeks into months, I slept more and
more. I became weaker all the time. Later

a doctor explained to me that I was really

„ it's crystal-clear

!
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on the verge of a nervous breakdown and
used sleep as an escape. I thought I was
dying and was afraid it would happen
when I was awake. Actually, there was
nothing wrong with me, physically. . . .

In spite of the fear, the boredom, the
loneliness of the year I spent that way,
at least I was happy to be away from Mrs.
B. But one day I decided I wanted to get
back to my mother. I packed my belong-
ings once again and headed for the cheap
hotel in Long Beach where she stayed.
There was no one in her room when I

arrived. I waited till it was getting dark.
Then I got scared. I looked out of her
window into the parking lot below and
recognized the attendant. I knew him.
thank God! He drove me to the house of
my girlfriend Sylvia from school.
The next day we set out to find my

mother. No one knew what had happened
to her, so we went to the police station.

This turned out to be the wrong move.
The desk sergeant was suspicious and
called Sylvia's parents. There was no an-
swer. Suddenly—too late—we realized that
they had gone to Pasadena for the day.
We were minors and had no identifica-

tions and no place to go. They took us to

Juvenile Hall.
The following morning I found out why

my mother had not been in her hotel. She
was in jail, on the floor above us. . . .

The police finally got hold of Sylvia's

parents and provided her with transpor-
tation home. But when I wanted to go
along, my mother had a sudden fit of jeal-

ousy and told the police that I couldn't
stay with Sylvia's folks. And so I spent the
weekend in jail in a tiny room which I

shared with two other girls—both prosti-

tutes. . . .

Beginning of the end

At least this incident brought my case
to a head. On Monday morning I was
taken to Los Angeles Juvenile Hall, to

appear before a woman judge.
Ordinarily, girls in my predicament are

given only one court hearing before the
judge decides what should be done. Fortu-
nately for me, I got a second chance

—

At the first hearing, Mrs. X made
quite an impression on the judge with her
accusations. She cried out that I was in-
corrigible, that I stayed out late at night,

that I went around with all sorts of boys
of questionable character, that I set a

bad example for other children.

Her statements were corroborated by
two friends who, I am sure, were com-
pletely taken in by her. In spite of the
treatment she handed out to me and her
own children, she had established a
reputation as a fine, law-abiding and kind
woman! However, Mrs. X went into such
hysterics that the judge became suspicious

about her story and had me temporarily
assigned to El Retiro State School for

Children until she could review my case

a second time.
And then the truth came out at last.

The minister who lived next door told

about the beatings I got in the backyard;
the high school principal testified about
my black eyes and bruised face; some of

the day boarders dared to speak up and
so did a number of other children from
my school.

I was taken away from Mrs. X's juris-

diction for good.
Since my mother was incapable of

looking after me, I now became a ward
of the State.

The judge gave me the choice of being
boarded at a home where the state would
pay forty dollars a month toward my up-
keep, which would enable me to go to

school full time, or to work for my living

at a private home. I chose the latter. And
so I moved in with Mr. and Mrs. Bill Zid-
ervelt, an insurance salesman and his wife.

Earl Holliman is sold on the Cancer

Crusade. And he hopes that his friends

and fans will join him in sending con-

tributions to CANCER-care of your

local post office.

I looked after their two young children.
They were very kind and very consid-

erate with me. I was happy with them but
I had become terribly touchy about my
background. These things seem so very
important when you're fifteen. It showed
by the stories I made up about my family.

I told the other girls in school—I at-
tended half-session, four hours a day

—

that I was staying with the Zidervelts,
"Because my parents live in Huntington
Beach;" other times I insisted they really
were my parents; and then I had them
live in Canada, till one day one of the
girls burst out, "You have too many par-
ents, June. . .

."

But I just had to tell them something.
All the kids at school had mothers, fa-

thers, kid sisters and brothers . . . and
what did I have? Just a big lonely ache
in my heart.

Another move
When I met another girl in school, who

was adopted, and who asked if I wanted
to move in with her and her family, I

thought this was a fine idea. I would be
able to share a home with someone whose
situation was similar to mine. Also, since
in this case the state paid the $40 sub-
sistence for me, I would be able to go to

school full time after all.

The court had no objections to the
change, and so I moved in with my girl-

friend and her 'family.'

It was not a happy choice. Although
they showed none of the brutality I had
experienced with Mrs. X, my girlfriend

was beaten often, and I got it twice my-
self. I was sick of being mistreated again.

The second time I threatened our 'mother.'

"If you ever lay a hand on me again," she
said, "I'm going to report you to the au-
thorities. . .

."

She didn't. But our relationship didn't

exactly improve either. As a result, when
my girlfriend became eighteen and was
permitted to move out and get a place of

her own, I moved right along with her.

Of course we kept it from the authorities

because they wouldn't have approved—

I

was only seventeen. But I was glad to get
out of the house and they were as anxious
to have me leave—so there was no one to
give me away.

Neither my girlfriend nor I had much
money when we left and although she got
a job, it hardly paid for the rent of the
one-room apartment in Santa Monica. I
cut my school down to four hours again
and took a $15-a-week babysitting job.

For months we lived from hamburgers
and peanut butter sandwiches, and while
we never actually starved, there were
times when we could have used an extra
meal. . . .

I can still remember how I envied the
kids I knew who had a real home where
they got plenty to eat and all the love
anyone could ever want. . . . But I still

kept on, no matter what.
Even before I finished high school I took

a job as a typist with an insurance agen-
cy. My take-home pay was $18.26 a week.
Our rent was $18.00. I didn't know how
much twenty-six cents could mean till the
evening I came home and found a note
from my roommate, telling me she had
left to join her boyfriend in Huntington
Beach. . . .

The rent was due the same day.
I paid it, then used ten- cents out of the

twenty-six cents I had left to make a
phone call to the family I babysat for and
asked if I could spend the night with them.
They took me in not only for the night but '

till I got a secretarial job at Technicolor,
which paid me enough to be on my own.

The tide turns

From then on my life was the happier
side of the Cinderella story. I registered
with Central Casting. Within a short time
I had worked as an extra at every major
studio. I did modeling, won small roles in
television shows, posed for a few commer-
cials. Then a year ago I went to see Ben
Bard, head of Twentieth Century-Fox's
New Talent Department. I was offered a
long-term contract- by the studio. I was ,

loaned out to Warner Brothers for the I

feminine lead in Island of Lost Women
and a starring part in Lone Texan for i

Regal Productions. Then I was given an I

important role in Hell-Bent Kid. with
Hugh O'Brian, and will play Tommy
Sands' love interest in Mardi Gras.

. . . And my mother? I did see her once
again—about a year and a half ago when
I was rushed to the County General Hos-
pital with an appendicitis attack. When I

registered, the head nurse asked if I was
related to a Patricia Blair. "She's my
mother," I replied, "but I don't know
where she is. . .

."

The receptionist gave me an uneasy
look and went into a huddle with another
woman. "She's upstairs . . ." she said at

last. "In the maternity ward. . .
."

I saw her only once after that when I !

brought some baby things to her.

Once, just once, I tried to find out more
about my own past. Except for some
vague remarks about an Irish father and
a Castillian grandfather and a grandmoth-
er who was a Cherokee Indian. I never
knew anything about my family. So I

went to the Bureau of Vital Statistics in

Los Angeles and tried to find out more
about them. The woman who finally lo-

cated the files went through them very
carefully, then looked me in the face, sad-
ly, seriously, "June," she said at last, "it

seems you are coming out on top. Leave
the door closed on what has happened.
Believe me, it is best that way. . .

."

It was then that I decided to close the
book on my past forever and live with
the present and the future—which looks
so promising.

June can be seen in Island of Lost
Women and Lone Texan, both for 20th Fox.
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6 large sponge rollers give extra body
where your hairstyle needs most support

—add style flare at the sides, give a lift

over the brow, curve a perky pony-tail.

40 casual pin-curlers for easy-to-make

pin-curls that give overall softness
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have the new look —

CHANGE
YOUR HAIR

COLOR

ABOVE: Terry shoivs you how a darkest brown
hair color rinse complements a dyed black broadtail-

processed lamb jacket. ABOVE RIGHT: The

Norwegian fox tail cape is highlighted by a gold

rinse. LEFT: Amber brown hair rinse enhances

the beauty of the ranch mink tail stole. Furs, $47.50

up, by Harold J. Rubin Salon, New York, N. Y.

Photos by Roger Prigent

V olor in—color out! Terry Moore shows you

how you can accent your face and various

costumes by a hair color change—in just

minutes. This new hair coloring trend has

swept Hollywood—make it a part of your life,

too—and keep pace with the newest glamour

look. You can achieve a subtle hair color

change that will give you a completely

new look—and a new personality—with a

temporary rinse. You can add exciting

highlights to your hair, from the lightest to the

darkest tones. A temporary rinse will

accentuate your natural hair color without mak-

ing a drastic color change. {Continued on page 78)



For the best in

DAYTIME TV
DRAMA,
tune in to

MODERN
ROMANCES

every weekday

over the

NBC-TV
Network

Check your local paper for

time and channel.

. . . And for

exciting true-life

stories, read

MODERN
ROMANCES
magazine.

On sale everywhere.

*100 for you!
Fill in the form below as soon as you've read all the stories in this issue. Then mail it

to us right away because 10 of you will get $10 each. All you have to do is name the
story you liked best or least . . . and tell us in 25 words (on a separate sheet of paper)
why you picked it. Remember—name only your first choice or your last choice—not both.

MODERN SCREEN POLL. BOX 2291. GRAND CENTRAL STATION, N.Y. 17. N.Y.

Please check the space left of the one phrase which best answers each question:

1. I LIKE RED SKELTON:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: nail of his story Opart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

2. I LIKE RICKY NELSON:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: nail of his story Opart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

3. I LIKE LANA TURNER:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: nail of her story Opart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

4. I LIKE TAB HUNTER:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: nail of his story Opart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

5. I LIKE NATALIE WOOD:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her

I LIKE ROBERT WAGNER:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: Oall of their story Opart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

6. I LIKE DEAN JONES:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: [Hall of his story Opart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely p completely fairly well

very little not at all

7. I LIKE FRANCE NUYEN:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: Dall of her story Opart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

8. I LIKE SAL MINEO:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: Dall of his story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

9. I LIKE THE LENNON SISTERS:
more than almost any stars a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with them
I READ: Dall of theirstory Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

10. I LIKE DENNIS CROSBY:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

11. I LIKE CATHY CROSBY:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: Dall of her story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-com-
pletely D completely D fairly well

/ery little D not at all

12. I LIKE JUNE BLAIR:

D more than almost any star D a lot

D fairly well D very little O not at all

D am not very familiar with her
I READ: Dall of her story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-com-
pletely D completely D fairly well

very little D not at all

13. I READ: D all Of LOUELLA PARSONS
IN HOLLYWOOD D part D none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: completely

D farily well D very little D not at all

14. The stars I most want to read about are:

(D __ (i)-

(2) .

(3) .

(2) .

(3) .

AGE NAME .

ADDRESS

CITY ZONE STATE

Laurel, Mississippi;

ornia; Mrs. Jerome
Here are the poll prize winners for August: Mrs. Louise H. Wiman,
Doris Armstrong, Lorain, Ohio; Darlene Ruth Hardy, Paramount, Califuimu; mn. jeiunic

Malece, Morgan, Minn.; Juana Hernandez, St. Louis, Mo.; Mary Barbara Panko, Car-

teret, N. J.; Deanna Salvatore, Jersey City, N. J.; Beverly Ray, Stanton, Calif.; Jan

Sanderson, San Antonio, Texas; Angela Wedo, Trenton, N. J.



a little love story

(Continued from page 41) me, charm isn't

enough. I have to know a person from the

heart. This is the only way I can feel close

to them. I'm a heart person, if there is such
a classification. Maybe this comes from my
deep feeling for religion. When I was young
I learned to give myself to prayer so

strongly that the heart and mind and
spirit became the important things of life

to me—not the flash and glitter of the

slick outside world.
Possibly this is why Hollywood is Lone-

lyville to me. I always get that sick,

lonesome feeling when I go there, but I

never had it so sharply as one week last

spring. I had been to Hollywood before so

it wasn't as if I were a babe in the woods.
I guess I was frightened and scared be-
cause I'd gotten to know the Hollywood
where hundreds of kids are beating their

brains out trying to get that one lucky
break that'll give them a chance to be the

stars they dream about. So they harden
themselves and learn to get attention in the

shrewdest and trickiest ways.
But I'm veering away from my story. I

just want you to know how someone can
feel so lonely out there. . . .

We'd been shooting the film, The Young
Don't Cry late that Friday night, and
I'd gone home beat. I ached from the
long week's work. The studio told us we
could rest over the weekend because the
next week would be a rough one with
shooting schedules running into the night.

When I arrived home, I just about col-

lapsed. I forced myself to take a hot bath
to ease the tension and the tiredness and
fell into bed. I awoke before sun-up with
this strange knot of loneliness inside me,
twisting and turning. It was as if I wanted
to cry desperately, but the tears wouldn't
come. I couldn't go back to sleep. I tossed
nervously, wondering what to do. When
the pink glow of dawn flickered along the
rim of the night-blue sky, I decided to get
up and drive for a while.

The night ride

I had my '49 blue Mercury with me—the
sister car from Rebel Without a Cause
which I had bought from the studio. I

had doctored it myself with dual carbure-
tors and exhausts. I dressed, made some
toast in the kitchen and drank a pint of
milk. And I took off. To where? I didn't
know.

I remember stopping once at a gas
station after dawn to gas up the car, then I

drove south for a while. The sun had come
up all the way, and I must have been
driving for a couple of hours when I

decided to go back. This was silly, I said
to myself. What was I running away from?
Hollywood has often had peculiar effects
on me, but nothing so strange as this. . . .

I decided that the beach would restore
my spirits. So I drove to Malibu and
picked out the most deserted section and
threw myself down on the hot sand. I

stretched out and let the sun pour its

warm rays on me. In a few moments I was
in a daze, almost as if I were in a half-real
dream. I kept imagining people were star-
ing at me, but I wouldn't open my eyes.
I was lost in this dream world, and I didn't
want to face the frantic beach world only
a stone's throw away.
But this feeling of being stared at was

overpowering. I finally sat up and looked
around, and I saw this girl.

She turned and looked away as soon
as I spotted her. It seemed like I'd heard
a giggle so I reckoned she recognized me.
In a little while I found myself flirting

although I couldn't see her too well. The
sun was strong and in my eyes. But for
the moment, the flirting took my mind

away from the terrible loneliness inside

me.
As far as I could tell, the girl was seven-

teen or eighteen. And she had wonderful
long dark hair. I liked her sheepish man-
ner. She was embarrassed to be flirting

openly. I figured the flirting would end
as soon as she got up enough gumption to

come over and ask me for an autograph.
But she never asked me for my signa-

ture. She never came over. I was the
one who went to her and introduced my-
self. I wanted to take my mind away
from my loneliness.

She admitted she recognized me. But as
we talked during these first few minutes I

paid little, if any, attention to what she
said. I was fascinated by her eyes. They
were so intense and piercing.

She asked me about my next movie and
wondered why I was on the beach alone,
and I told her. . . .

She knew all about me
Then she did the most wonderful thing.

She didn't pry at me about my low spirits.

She started to tell me all about the things
she'd read about me—right down to the
fact that I liked to sleep with my bedroom
windows wide open. When someone thinks
so much of you to remember these small
details, it makes you feel warm inside

—

and kind of special.

I asked her for her name, and she
wouldn't tell it to me. I knew she was shy,
so I begged her. All she would tell me
were her initials. B. G.

"I can't believe it," she said. "I can't
believe I'm talking to Sal Mineo." Her
voice was furry and it made my spine
curl. To tell the truth, she wasn't a sexy
type. But her eyes and her voice and her
soft manner and her long hair really got
me.

"Don't talk about me anymore," I told
her. "Tell me about yourself."
But she wouldn't tell me a thing. "It's

not important," she said. "Is it?"

For a while we talked about the movie
business, and I realized she was intrigued
by it. So I asked her to come with me to

visit a friend of mine who was a popular
movie star. I wouldn't tell her who he
was. I said it would be a surprise.
She hedged. Then refused—but I coaxed

her. She agreed to come only if she could
follow me with her car.

First we grabbed a bite to eat at a lunch
counter. Then we drove to the Chateau
Marmont, the bungalow hotel in Holly-
wood where many of the young stars live.

I led the way with my blue Mercury, and
she followed me in a battered beige Chevy
with a rattling motor.
When we arrived at the hotel, I checked

to see if Paul Newman was in. I was sure
she'd get a kick out of meeting him. I

learned Paul was out at the pool.

Big names at the pool

I took her to the pool and after I spotted
Paul, I brought her over and introduced
her as my friend, Beegee. Paul wasn't
married then to Joanne Woodward, and I

could tell Beegee was stunned, meeting
him this way. I walked Beegee around the
pool and introduced her to Natalie Wood,
Nicky Adams and Tab Hunter.
Beegee looked uncomfortable. We sat on

some beach chairs, and I tried to make
conversation with her, but she was tongue-
tied. I looked into her eyes and they gave
her away. I realized she was scared.

"Begee," I said, "what's bothering you?"
"Nothing."
I tried to get her to tell me, but she

wouldn't talk.

"I'm going to go," she said, looking
around the pool at the young actors and
actresses splashing each other and playing
water games.

SO EASILY— IN MINUTES

COLORS YOUR HAIR
WITHOUT BLEACHING or DYEING



Here are two of the summer's best
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SCREEN THRILLER

A spellbinding eerie

thriller about a
beautiful woman
who dies

—

three times.

One of Hitchcock's
best, starring James
Stewart and Kim
Novak.
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A magnificent, ring-

ing novel of the
days when lusty

Northmen raped
and plundered the
civilized world . . .

then set out upon
unknown seas in

search of new
conquest.

Now a spectacular,

multimillion dollar
motion picture star-

ring Kirk Douglas,
Tony Curtis and
Janet Leigh.

"Goodbye," she said. She got up and
started to run.

I ran after her. "Beegee," I called, but
she wouldn't turn around. I caught up
with her when she got to her car.
"Beegee, why are you upset?"
"I'm leaving," she said softly. "Goodbye.

And thanks. It was nice meeting you." She
switched on the ignition and shifted gears.
The car motor wheezed and she was off.

I decided to follow her. She had a little
start on me, but I hopped in my car and
trailed after her—to Malibu Beach.
"Why did you run away like that,

Beegee?" I asked when I caught up to her.
"I don't know," she said.
"Did I say something that upset you?"

What did Albert Einstein, Robert
Flaherty, Charlie Chaplin, Ben
Hecht. Marlene Dietrich and Jayne
Mansfield have in common? An-
swer: they all played the fiddle.

Sidney Skolsky
in the Nezt> York Post

Then she looked at me with her beauti-
ful penetrating eyes. "Gee, Sal," she said,

"you ought to be able to figure it out. I

just didn't belong there. I'm not an
actress, and everybody there was a part
of the movie business. Sure," she said,

"I'm crazy about the movies, but I just
don't belong there with all those people.
I'm just . . . just . .

." and she hesitated.

"What?" I said quickly.

"A ... a schoolgirl, that's all. Nothing
more. I'm only a fan. No talent, no ambi-
tion other than being a good wife to some-
body someday.

"It was wonderful meeting you," she
said. "You were very thoughtful to bring
me there, but maybe someday when I'm
older I'll appreciate it more. I ... I felt

so ashamed. They were all somebody . . .

and I ... I was nobody."
I was deeply touched. "Beegee," I said,

"I'm sorry. I ... I promise never to

mention Hollywood to you again." I

paused. "Listen, do you have a bathing
suit in the car?" She nodded. "I do too,"

I told her. "Why don't we go for a dip?
I'll dare you to see who gets into the water
first. Last one in is a turtle!"

She laughed, and it was good to hear the
sound of her fresh, sweet laughter. We
raced to our cars, and I wrestled with my
bathing trunks in the back seat of my car.

When I got out and ran to the beach, I

found her already there in the water
yelling "Turtle! Turtle!"

That peculiar sensation

We swam out for a while, not saying
a word. The water was warm from the sun.

After we swam back to shore, I found
myself suddenly embarrassed. I guess she
was, too. There we were, dripping wet
from our swim, standing face to face

in our bathing suits. There's something
funny and strange about being in front

of someone you don't know very well
wearing only a bathing suit. I'm not speak-
ing of modesty. I mean a peculiar sen-
sation that goes through you as you ,

stand nearly naked before someone you
j

like but don't know too well.

Embarrassed or not, I grabbed her hand
and said, "Let's run along the water's
edge." And we did, running hand in hand,
our feet splashing across the foam that

rippled along the shore.

Now she was acting herself again. She
was relaxed, and she was so animated I

got great enjoyment out of watching her.

She asked me about the religious medal
I wear around my neck which was blessed
by the Pope.
We stopped for cokes and some burgers
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at a soft-drink stand. I tried to get her

to tell me something about herself, but

got nowhere. She would get this faraway
look in her blue eyes and say, "I don't

want to talk about me."
"Why, Beegee?"
"Because . . . because I'm having a lot

of fun, and when I talk about myself I . . .

I . . .
." She never finished the sentence.

She told me it was getting late and that

she'd have to go home.
True, it was late in the afternoon. The

sun was lowering in the west, and the

people along the crowded stretch of

Malibu Beach had begun to scatter.

How could I let her leave me? She had
drawn me out of my loneliness, made me
forget about myself, brought happiness
into my day. She had accepted me as a

boy, a young guy whose name is Salvatore

Mineo, not Sal Mineo the movie star.

"Why don't you call your folks and
tell them you have a date for dinner and
that you'll be home later?" I said im-
pulsively.

"I'm not dressed," she said.

"Look at me," I told her. "I've got a polo
shirt and some seersucker pants. We could
go somewhere informal."

"Okay," she said. She was game. Again

James Garner of Maverick says he
seldom watches the Perry Como
Show: "When I think of Perry I

get sleepy and fall off my horse."
Earl Wilson

in the New York Post
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our two cars started up, hers behind mine,
and I led her to an Italian place off

Hollywood Boulevard, one of my favorite

eating spots. Nothing pretentious—just

good spicy food. A lot of young people
hang out there. And there are singing
waiters who serenade the customers with
Neapolitan airs.

We arrived and were ushered to a
special table near a balcony covered with
vines. I reached across the table and held
her hand.

"Beegee," I told her. "I can't tell you
what you've done for me."
She smiled. But she wasn't one for sen-

timentality. She began reading the menu,
asking me about all the different Italian

dishes.

We ordered minestrone soun and spa-
ghetti marinara with meatballs, a com-
bination salad for two and zabaglione for

dessert. By the meal's end we were stuffed.

A waiter came over and serenaded Bee-
gee with a romantic song, "Buona Notte."

"I've got to go," she said when the song
ended. I realized she hadn't telephoned
her parents.

"Beegee," I said. "Why didn't you call

your mother?"
"Don't worry about it," she told me. I

tried to get some information from her
about her parents, where they lived, but
she wouldn't reveal a thing.

I paid the bill, and we went out into
the darkening Hollywood night. We went
to our cars, and I asked her if I could see
her tomorrow on the beach. We could go
for a swim, maybe take in a Sunday
movie, have dinner again at Micelle's
place since she liked the food so much.
"Maybe," she said in a whisper. "I can't

promise."
We said good-bye again and got into our

cars. In a minute she was off and gone,
her motor wheezing. But I was having
trouble with my car. After five minutes of
fussing with it, I realized I had a flat tire.

What a way to end a beautiful day, I

thought. I jacked up the car, changed
the flat, got dirt and grease all over my
hands and clothes. I drove home tired

—

but no longer lonely.
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Beegee's gone

Next morning I was up bright and early.

After early Mass I drove to Malibu, waited
all morning in our own special section of

the beach. But no Beegee. I wandered
along the beach for a while, had lunch,
then returned home to study my script

for Monday's shooting.

Naturally I thought about her all day.
Why didn't she come to Malibu? It would
have made the weekend perfect.

I "chided myself with the thought that I

was being greedy. I should be satisfied

with the good time we had on Saturday.
On Monday I was at the studio, and I

had just finished a difficult crying scene.
One of the studio guides came to me and
said I had a visitor.

It was Beegee, looking absolutely lovely.

"Beegee," I said and I reached out for

her hand.
She told me she had to get my auto-

graph. She wanted to have it as a sou-
venir of our Saturday together.

I had the script girl get a Kodachrome
picture I had taken for publicity purposes,
and I autographed it, "To Beegee—my
favorite Saturday date. Fondly, Sal."

I asked her to let me show her around
the studio. She didn't have the time, she
told me. She had to get back. This was
her lunch hour.
She took the picture from me, and we

shook hands, and I asked her to let me
see her again, but she nodded her head
and looked at me with those beautiful
eyes. "No," she said. "I want to remember
everything as it was—" She paused, then
said in a low voice, "I'll remember it

always, Sal. Always."
Before I knew it she had her arms

around me. She gave me a big bear hug
and kissed me quickly.
She let go, turned and ran faster than

I've seen any girl run. She could have
won a Marathon race, she was so fast.

Was she returning to school, I wondered.
Why wouldn't she let me see her again?
There was nothing I could do. If this

was the way she wanted it, this was the
way it would be. But I'd never forget
her. She helped me when I needed help;
she helped me forget myself.
"Thanks, Beegee," I called out to her.

"Thanks for everything."
She didn't turn around. Her skirt rustled

in the breeze. Soon she vanished behind
the studio traffic. I returned to the set for
my next scene.

If anyone ever meets up with her—

a

dark-haired, sweet girl whose initials are
B. G. and she recalls this episode I've told
you about—please, please tell her I'm
looking for her. I'd love to have another
date. I think about her all the time.

Tell her she can name the time and
place—and I'll be there! END

You can soon see Sal in Tubie's Monu-
ment and in The Gene Krupa Story, both
for Columbia.

You'll be able to get one of Sal Mineo's
extended play albums this summer for just

50$ and the plaid tab from a roll of
"Scotch" brand cellophane tape. The 45

rpm album—entitled Sal Sings—an Epic
record that would normally retail at $1.29—includes Too Young. Baby Face, Start
Moving in My Direction and Little Pigeon.

Fans can get the collection by mailing
50$ in coin and the plaid tab from any roll

of "Scotch" brand cellophane tape to Sal
Sings, Box 3200, St. Paul 6, Minn. The
album is available only through this

special offer which expires October 31,

according to Minnesota Mining and
Manufacturing Co., St. Paul, maker of
the tape. 71
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happy birthday, natalie

(Continued from page 35) herself. For the
girl who celebrated her nineteenth birth-
day only a year before in Hollywood
could not have said those words, or
dreamed of them. Three years before
that, the difference was even greater—and
not merely in age. For Natalie Wood, the
seven birthdays of her teens have been
milestones on the road to this day, point-
ing the way toward the girl she has be-
come, the woman she is going to be. Not
one of them could have been foreseen
twelve months earlier—Natalie changes
too fast, too excitingly for prophecy. But
each birthday had its own special mean-
ing in her life. Each one was, in its way,
a day of wonder.

HER THIRTEENTH BIRTHDAY, JULY 20, 1951

of misery—and of very
And it ended a strange,

It was a day
special triumph,
hard year.
When Natalie's thirteenth birthday

rolled around, she had been a movie star,

curled and pigtailed, for nine years. She
had played brats and darlings, bits and
leads; she was cute and talented and very
professional, and Twentieth Century-Fox
was perfectly willing that she go on play-
ing babies forever. There was only one
trouble—little girls do get bigger. And
Natalie did. She got bigger, and the studio
got frantic. When they couldn't put her in
rompers any more, they ordered pinafores.
When the pinafores got too short, they
sewed on ruffles. "You could pass for

seven," they told her hopefully, watching
her trudge, in her little-girl outfits, from
the stage to the studio school where she
learned her lessons. "You can go on for-
ever—

"

As far as Natalie was concerned, that was
fine. She loved her work. But there
was one change she wanted made. She was
tired of the studio school, the one teacher,
the few pupils, the loneliness. She wanted
friends her own age, lots of them.

"I want to go to junior high," she told

her mother firmly. "Robert Fulton Junior
High. Just as soon as I'm done with ele-
mentary."
She got no arguments. So on a bright

September morning Natalie Wood put on
her prettiest pinafore and tied new ribbons
at the ends of her braids—and went off to

junior high—looking, indeed, as if she
could pass for seven.
To a grown-up it might have been

funny—the stunned little girl staring at

her contemporaries in their straight dark
skirts, their well-fitted sweaters, with
horror in her eyes as she realized for the
first time that she was an outsider, a freak.

It was a tragedy of no small proportions.

It was remedied quickly, of course. One
glimpse of her daughter's heartbroken
tears, one hour learning the truth—and
Mrs. Gurdin, Nat's mother, was ready for

action. She took Natalie downtown to the
stores, and that day the pinafores were
banished to the closet, replaced with
sweaters and skirts. She even joined forces
with Natalie to convince Daddy that a
lipstick—just a very light pink one, of

coLirse—was a necessity for a girl going
on thirteen. At least for special occasions.
Together, they won Daddy over; the lip-

stick, too, was bought.
And Natalie went back to school with

her head held high.

As the school year drew to a close and
her birthday came near, she waited impa-
tiently for her parents to make plans. But
this year time grew shorter and shorter
and still no one said a word. With a sink-
ing heart, Natalie decided she knew what
that meant: her parents knew that her
new friends from school didn't really care

for her, wouldn't come to her party. It

hurt something awful.
On the great day, she tried to smile, to

look happy so that her folks wouldn't feel
bad. She opened their presents and oohed
and aahed with all her acting talent. When
they suggested that they go for a drive
that evening, celebrate quietly by taking
in a movie, she said it was exactly what
she hoped they'd do. Just what she
wanted. In the movie, at least it would be
dark, she wouldn't have to pretend.
So after dinner they kissed kid sister

Lana goodbye and piled into the car.
Then they started to drive. And drive.
And drive. Everywhere they drove, there
were movies, and every one Mommy
wanted to see, it seemed Daddy had al-
ready been to. They drove some more
and each time Daddy saw a movie adver-
tised that he thought looked good, Mommy
turned thumbs down. Finally Daddy put
a stop to it. "We'd better just go home/
he said. "If that's all right with you,
Birthday Girl."

Natalie, miserable in her corner, nodded.
So she wasn't even to have the fun of a
movie on her birthday. Her first teen-age
birthday—and it had to be like this. She
slumped back in her seat and shut her
eyes while Daddy drove home.
But she opened them when the car

pulled into their drive.
For the house was ablaze with lights!

It was noisy with music and laughter and
voices. And a second later, the door was
opening and people were pouring out,
shouting "Surprise! Surprise!" They were
running to the car, opening the door, pull-
ing her out to them—and—joy of joys

—

they were the kids from school, dressed
up, excited, laughing!

"Natalie, are you surprised?"
"Look at her face!"

"Hey—happy birthday!"

They were teasing her, laughing at her

—

but it was good laughter, the loving sound
of friends among friends, telling her that

j

she was one of them, that she had won
her place in their hearts. The weight of

the world lifted off Nat's shoulders in that
moment. Laughing with them, Natalie
Wood ran to her wonderful party.

On her thirteenth birthday, she put fear
i

behind her forever.

HER FOURTEENTH BIRTHDAY, JULY 20, 1 952

i

It had been a good year, a wonderful
year. Secure among her friends, Natalie
had learned to be a youngster as well as

an actress, had reveled in the fun of

ordinary good times. She had whispered
with the other girls in corners about the
good-looking new boy in the eleventh
grade. She had gone to the beach in a

crowd with her lunch in a paper bag. It

mightn't sound like much for a little girl

who had sat on the knee of a President,
and had her head patted by the great of

the world—but to Natalie it was heaven.
The most glorious times of her life were
the slumber parties she gave in her
family's huge living room. Twenty, twenty-
five girls would pile into the house and
spread quilts on the floor, occupy the bath-
room for hours and then sit, pajama-clad,
chattering and giggling all night. Once
Natalie forgot to give warning and the
first her mother knew of the invasion was
the sound of a quarter of a hundred girls,

clamoring to be let in. It didn't throw
her for even a minute—she was too happy,
knowing that her daughter was growing
up a normal scatter-brained kid rather
than an actress, old beyond her years.
She sighed, pulled on her housecoat,
opened the door to the mob and headed
to the kitchen to brew hot chocolate.

Yes, a good year. When it was almost
over, when her birthday was only a month
away, the Gurdins asked Natalie what she



would like most of all for her birthday.

Natalie considered, but not for long.

"There is something I would like," she

said finally. Her eyes shone with hope.

"I know it's awfully big and all—I guess

it would cost a lot—but—could I have
my bedroom done over? Sort of—sort of

grown-up?"
Her parents looked at her for a moment,

then at each other. A more typical teen-

age request couldn't even be imagined.
Natalie's father cleared his throat.

"A grown-up room for a grown-up
daughter," her dad said. "Sure, baby.
We'll start right away."
So there was no party, no celebration

on her fourteenth birthday. Natalie got

up in the morning and ate breakfast and
went to rehearsal as if it were any other
day in the year.

But she came home to a completed new
room, to a huge, four-posted canopied bed,

to bright curtains and carpeted floor, to

expanded closets and ruffled dressing table.

A room not for a movie star, but for the
happiest fourteen-year-old girl in the
world.

HER FIFTEENTH BIRTHDAY, JULY 20, 1953

This year the studio recognized what
the Gurdins and Natalie had known for

ages—that they no longer had a child star,

but a pretty, tiny, junior miss on their

hands. To Natalie's delight, they began
to find other parts for her to play; the
sweaters and skirts became part of her
on-stage wardrobe as well as her off.

When Natalie one day put on a strapless

black bathing suit and leaned against a

wall with her hands behind her head for

her first almost-cheesecake photo, they
didn't blow their top. They looked
thoughtfully at the picture—and released
it to a fan magazine.
And loving it!

It was fabulous to be picked up at the
studio, not by her mother but by a fellow
from school in his first second-hand Ford.
It was thrilling to sit in a movie, not with
a bunch of giggling girls, but sedately
beside a date—wondering when and if he
was going to reach for your hand, and
what to do about it if he did. It was
the height of joy to say at rehearsal,
"Excuse me—is that all for now? I have a
date

—

"

What if she did have to be home by
eleven-thirty. What if her parents did pre-
fer double-dates to single ones, insist on
looking over her beaus? Those were no
worse restrictions than any other girl had
to allow. If they rankled a drop more in

Natalie's soul, it was only because already
she was feeling that craving for freedom,
for independence, for her own way, that

was to mark her next three years. But it

wasn't strong enough yet to make her un-
happy. She could wait.

She spent her fifteenth birthday in her
favorite way, doing what was now the
nicest thing in the world.

She went out on a date!

HER SIXTEENTH BIRTHDAY, JULY 20, 1954

Sweet Sixteen—they call this year. But
most teen-age girls and their parents don't
find it so sweet. This is the year when
the restrictions and the regulations really

begin to irritate a girl, when parents sud-
denly find themselves not looked up to

but scorned as old-fashioned, defied as
too prudish.

It's the year of: "You don't understand
me!" "I don't care!" "I'm going to do
what I want!"
For Natalie Wood, it was the year she

suddenly woke up to realize that she was
different from other girls—and the differ-

ence might in some way be an advantage.
She earned money, other girls did not.

True, she was not legally of age to control
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it, but it was there in the bank, waiting
for her. ... It was a small fortune.

She was famous, other girls weren't.

True, for years now she had been less a

child star than a child actress, working
steadily, but not in movies built around
her. Nonetheless, millions of people she

had never met knew her name, wrote her
letters, even sent her presents and asked
for her picture.

She was in the movies, other girls

weren't. For the first time it occurred to

Natalie that there were men in the world
as well as boys, not callow youths with
their minds on history homework, but
actors and writers, important men, inter-

esting men.
On her sixteenth birthday she woke up

and looked out of the window. There in

the driveway, glistening in the early

morning sun—was a white Thunderbird.
Even before she had raced downstairs in

her robe, dashed outside and torn open
the birthday card tied to the handle of

the door—she knew it was hers. She
spent the morning reverently touching it,

adoring its gleaming newness, before she
even drove it.

The card that came with it, was filled

with love and good wishes from her par-
ents. The words were conventional, but
below them, between them ran another
message:

Natalie darling, we give you this car
because we know how much you want
to be grown-up, on your own. But don't

go too fast, baby. Don't leave us too

quickly. You're so yowig still, no matter
what you feel. There's plenty of time,

Natalie. Plenty of time. . . .

But on her sixteenth birthday, slipping

in behind the wheel of her first car, Nata-
lie wasn't yet ready to read a hidden
message

HER SEVENTEENTH BIRTHDAY, JULY 20, 1955

This was the year the world broke wide
open.

It was the year that Natalie got dressed

up in high-heeled shoes and a tight black
dress, covered her nose with a veiled hat

—

and went to read for the part of Judy in

Rebel Without A Cause. Dressed like that,

waiting for Nick Ray to hear her, she met
a fresh young guy who called her "Beauti-
ful" but claimed he didn't recognize the

face. Natalie turned up a haughty nose
and thought he was the most obnoxious
creature she had ever met. She didn't

know it, but he was to become her care-

taker, bullier and teacher, and most im-
portant, her friend.

His name was Nick Adams.
But on that day, she hardly gave him a

second thought. Her whole world seemed
to revolve around getting to play Judy.

She put her whole heart and soul into

the reading, but she had to leave with-
out a yes or a no. "We'll let you
know," Nick Ray said.

She thought about it, dreamed about it,

worried about it till her eyes got rings

under them and school work went to pot.

Then one day Nick Ray got a phone
call from a young friend of his who was
also reading for one of the rolls in Rebel.

"Mr. Ray, I thought I ought to let you
know—Natalie Wood and I—we were in

Nat's car and we skidded, coming down
Laurel Canyon. She's in Emergency Hos-
pital, maybe she has a concussion. I've

got to go call her folks
—

"

Nick Ray was there as fast as Nat's par-

ents, with his own doctor in tow. He
paced up and down outside Natalie's room
until the doctor came out with a relieved

smile.

"She has a concussion but she'll be all

right." 73
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Nick went in. From the bed a wan face

smiled up at him. But the eyes glowed.
"Do you know what the intern called

me?" Natalie Wood asked. "He said I was
a juvenile delinquent." The smile grew
broader. "Now do I get the part?"
Mr. Ray hadn't told her but she had the

part all along. All of a sudden, everything
was different. She was famous as few teen-
agers have ever been. She was suddenly
no longer pretty, but beautiful. Her phone
now rang day and night; Tab Hunter and
Nicky Adams and Dennis Hopper—they
were all hers. If it went to her head, if it

seemed as if everything she had ever
wanted had come to her and nothing
could ever go wrong—was that entirely

her fault? She glowed, she sparkled like

a princess come into her own kingdom

—

and if that sparkle attracted men who
were too old for her—Nick Ray and
Raymond Burr—was she really to be
blamed for refusing advice and going out
with them—only to reap tons of criticism

from a press that was suddenly very much
interested in anything Natalie Wood did.

She was Natalie Wood, young and beau-
tiful and famous, and the only troubles she
had in the world were that her parents
still insisted on behaving like parents, not

seeming to understand that she didn't

need guidance any more—and the Welfare
Department worker assigned to her sim-
ply wouldn't leave her alone for a min-
ute. When he could, he even went along
on her dates. It was infuriating. "When
I'm eighteen," she promised herself,

"everything will be different."

But in the meantime, she had to turn
seventeen. She did it on location in

Monument Valley, making The Searchers.
She had planned to have a party, but three
days before her birthday she came down
with a case of second degree sunburn and
couldn't move from her bed, even for

work, much less a party. Her little sister

Lana had a bit in the movie, and had to

work that day. Her mother, who was
staying with them, had to be on the set

with Lana.
So Natalie spent her seventeenth birth-

day alone in her cabin, moaning miserably.

HER EIGHTEENTH BIRTHDAY, JULY 20, 1956

Like her whole generation, she threw
herself into living as if it were a game.
She dated a lot so naturally was criticized

and became fair game for the press.

Nicky and she were reported on
the verge of eloping half a dozen times.

GUY MADISON meets an old acquaintance

It had been a pretty good picture, Guy and Sheila Madison agreed, as they strolled

hand in hand through the lobby of the neighborhood movie house, pausing at the exit

to allow an attractive young couple with a small boy in tow to go through the exit door

ahead of them.

Suddenly, to their surprise, the young mother stopped and let out an audible gasp.

"Aren't you Guy Madison?" she stammered.

Guy admitted his identity in some wonderment. She didn't look like a typical auto-

graph seeker.

"You don't remember me, do you?" the girl continued, while her husband grinned

—

a bit sheepishly, it seemed—and lifted his youngster into his arms.

Guy shook his head.

"Should I?" he parried. He looked to Sheila for help but was only rewarded with

an amused grin and a twinkle of the eyes that said eloquently, Get yourself out of this

one, honey. I never saw her before in my life.

Guy led the group away from the exit to a secluded corner of the lobby.

"I'm awfully sorry," he said, "but I don't remember. Your face is familiar, but. . .
."

"Your name escapes me!" hooted Sheila. "Oh really, darling, you can do better than

that."

"I don't think even the face is very familiar," the girl admitted, "because it's been a

long time. It was back in 1947, to be exact. I was a contestant on the Truth or Con-

sequences radio program, and when Ralph Edwards asked me why I was at the broad-

cast instead of getting ready for my high school junior prom, I admitted that I didn't

have a date for it—and anyway, even if I had a date. I didn't have a formal and my
folks couldn't afford to buy me one."

Guy was beginning to remember.

"And then," he interrupted, "Ralph asked you—if he supplied the date and the

dress—if you'd like to go to the prom after all."

"And I said of course I would, and before I knew what was happening I was whisked

offstage and into the most beautiful dress and when I came back, Ralph said he would

now introduce me to my date . . . who would be none other than Guy Madison! I still

don't know how I kept from fainting when you walked from behind the curtain."

The little group burst into delighted laughter, and Guy turned to Sheila and the

girl's husband to explain. "I was just starting out in pictures," he said, "and the studio

had arranged for my appearance on the program to publicize my first film. After the

broadcast we went to the prom—at Glendale High, wasn't it?—and I had a marvelous

time, and I'm sorry I didn't recognize you immediately."

The girl smiled.

"There's a sequel to the story, Mr. Madison." She reached quickly for her husband's

free hand and gave it a squeeze. "That's the night I met Bill, and it was love at first

sight, at least as far as I was concerned. So you see why I always hoped some day I'd

have the opportunity of saying thank you, not just for taking me to the prom, but for

my wonderful husband and son as well."

She turned to Bill and smiled. "Come on. darling. We mustn't keep the Madisons

any longer, and we must get home ourselves." She tousled her little son's hair. "Little

Guy here is awfully sleepy."



Tab and she were rumored secretly mar-
ried. When she went to Memphis to meet
Elvis Presley and his parents, more rumors
started. Her trips to New York were

as frequent as most girls' trips to the

corner drugstore, her wardrobe would
have made the most sophisticated older

woman green with envy. She admitted

that she dated almost every night of the

week, that she wanted to fall in love. She
was delighted to be through with school.

She drove too fast. She did all the things

that every other girl does—but Natalie

did them with the hot light of publicity on
her. She did them with a special vigor

because her new life had come so fast,

because her new friends were so much
older in years and experience than she

—

and because she was Natalie Wood, who
did everything with all her heart.

It was a curious thing, considering her

frantic popularity, that she had no date set

up for her eighteenth birthday. Maybe
in the excitement of her every-day life

it had crept up unnoticed.
Whatever the reason, it was a blessing

in disguise.

Because a couple of days before, one
Bob Wagner, actor, asked her to come to

a studio party and a screening of The
Mountain with him.

It was her first date with him, though
she had adored him in the movies only

a year or two back, met him for the first

time a week or two before.

It was also the nicest birthday she had
ever had.
Why? Because Bob was both like her—

and different. A professional like herself,

adored by millions of fans like herself, he
seemed to have come to terms with his life

in the limelight. He had never made any
secret of his preference for privacy, had
driven movie magazines wild by dating

unknown girls whose names he would
refuse to reveal, whose pictures he would
never allow to be taken. Those romances
he had had in public had been quiet and
serious, ending with friendship. He was
young and good-looking—he was full of

fun—but in every sense, he was an adult.

He was perfect—except that he didn't

call back.

A few days after her date with him,
Natalie threw a big party. In the backyard
of her home, she and her friends burned
in effigy the Welfare Worker who would
no longer dog her steps. But through the
noise and the laughter, Natalie was quiet,

remembering a quiet evening with a quiet

young man. For the first time, her crowd
struck her as a little noisy, a little too
exciteable.

She had done a lot of growing up on
her eighteenth birthday.

HER NINETEENTH BIRTHDAY, JULY 20, 1957

"Natalie Wood," a reporter wrote in

1957, "seems to be settling down at last.

Her clothes are much more suited to her
age, and she doesn't seem to go out as

much. Could be she's become aware of

her responsibility to set a good example
for the girls who worship her. Or maybe
it's all these grown-up roles she's been
playing."

She was wrong. The reason was not her
roles, not even her new awareness of re-
sponsibility—though those contributed.
The reason was that she was in love. Oh,
not instantly, not easily, of course. But
gradually, after Bob called her again, two
months after their first date, she began
to see fewer and fewer boys. It began to

be less important where she went and
what she did than who she was with.

Bob was the future, and through her
eighteenth year, Natalie knew it. She
came to love days on his boat more than
driving too fast in her car; quiet evenings
talking to him, more than dancing and
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living it up with a crowd. She learned

to laugh, not at professional jokes, but at

little, intimate family-type secrets between
him and her: the way he called her "Bug,"
the way her face had looked when she

fell off the sailboat, the time he had called

her from Japan where he was making
Stopover Tokyo and for twelve dollars a

minute they couldn't think of a thing to say.

When she read for Marjorie Morning-
star, she waited for her answer with new
patience, never complained about reading
again and again and still not knowing.
She learned that you have to wait some-
times. She learned to appreciate her par-
ents, to understand their concern for her.

And on her nineteenth birthday, she

had her second surprise party. Bob had
taken her out for the day on his boat, tell-

ing her they were going to visit Robert
Webb and his wife, spend a quiet, pleasant

few hours. But when they docked at

Balboa—there were her friends, her best

friend Barbara Gould, her old pal Nick
Adams, new friends Dick Egan and Pat
Hardy to chaperone them all. They spent

the entire weekend on the boat, swimming,
sailing, laughing together—not wacky
kids, but responsible adults, having fun.

It was a wonderful party. Her present

from Bob was incredible—a Black Mist
Mink stole. But her greatest gift was
from Natalie to Natalie—the knowledge
that she was in love.

In July she said goodbye to her remain-
ing dates, goodbye forever to loneliness.

Now when she and Bob were apart they
exchanged three or four phone calls a day
—a good use for the money they made no
matter how much it cost. When Natalie

was told she had Marjorie Morningstar,
the biggest role of the year, she and Bob
planned for him to go on location with her,

chaperoned by her mother and sister. They

spent all her free time together in the

New York resort where much of the pic-

ture was made—and they laughed at the

signs the crews put up all over the din-

ing rooms.
WAGNER, GO HOME! STOP WOOING

WOOD!
When the location period was over, they

went home on the train together, three

days in which to be alone.

And when they were married, it was
not in the sort of ceremony that Natalie

Wood would have thought of on her six-

teenth birthday, all crowds and flowers

and music and cameras, but in a quiet

wedding attended only by their families

and closest friends—the sort of wedding
where everyone could hear the bride,

radiant in white lace, whisper "I do"

—

where they could weep with her, for joy.

HER TWENTIETH BIRTHDAY, JULY 20, 1958

And now, in two weeks, she will be
twenty. The teen-age years, the lonely

years, the happy years, the rebel years,

the dangerous years are behind her now.
They were years she had to go through
to become what she is today—a beautiful,

gloriously happy young wife. Believing
that her life as a woman comes before her
life as a star.

"My birthday isn't anything special,"

Natalie said. But she is wrong. It is not

only Bob, not only marriage that has given

her her new life. It is the sum of the

birthdays gone by, the life lived, the mis-
takes made, that have given her herself.

Happy birthday, Natalie. Happy, happy
life ahead. You deserve it. END

Natalie is now starring in United Artists'

Kings Go Forth and will appear in War-
ners' Summer Place. Bob will appear in

The Hunters for 20th Century-Fox. 75
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(Continued from page 46) Dennis' new-

wife was not the only one who stuck by
him. Bing Crosby, in the face of the heart-

ache resulting from the nationwide scandal

about his son, didn't let him down. Close

friends say that although Bing remained
in Elko, Nevada, where he was spending
a fishing holiday on his ranch with his

wife Kathy, he did so only because if he
came down his very appearance would
bring even more publicity to his son's

plight.

"He stayed on the long-distance phone,"

one friend told me, "consoling Dennis,

telling him he would stand by him and do
all he could to help. The family is holding

tight and will not let this latest scandal

destroy them."
Newspapers have never lacked stories

on the Crosby boys. They have been in

so many scrapes over the years that Bing
once said sadly to a friend, "Seems as

though you get one fellow straightened

out and on the beam and another one goes

over the wall."

But none of the boys had ever gotten

into such a mess as Dennis has.

How did Dennis manage to get himself

into such shocking situations as to tarnish

the Crosby name?
First he married a showgirl in a church

entirely alien to the one in which he was
brought up. No sooner had Bing been
launched in an effort to straighten that

out, than the news broke that Dennis
was allegedly the father of a baby born
to a girl he had never married.

Is this boy a heel—or just a boy who
loves life and girls a little too passionately?

Or is there another explanation?

So many teenagers think how wonderful
it would be if they could be the sons or

daughters of a very wealthy, world-re-
nowned man. They think that all their

problems could be solved if their parents

could give them enough money to get

them everything they want—as Dennis
Crosby's father could—from foreign cars

to a chance to throw money around on
clothes and good times.

Dennis had everything money could buy.
He was reared in luxury. Nothing he
seriously wanted was ever denied him.

More than that—like all the Crosby
boys, he knew that if he got into difficul-

ties he could count on his father to

pitch in.

How they met

When Dennis was twenty-two—a year

ago last January—he was spending an
evening casually, as he often did, in a little

cafe on the Sunset Strip. As he sat there,

he noticed an attractive brunette, tall and
big-boned.
Dennis has always been easygoing,

jumping impulsively into situations. The
girl was pretty; he was lonely; what harm
was there in trying to pick her up?
None at all from his viewpoint—and

when her dark brown eyes danced back
at him, openly admiring him, he was glad

he'd spoken up.

Whatever his motives, he was doing
nothing underhanded. Some sons of a fa-

mous father would have tried to conceal

their identities under such circumstances.

Not Dennis! He openly boasted of the fact

that he was one of Bing's four sons.

"The handsomest one, I bet," said Mari-
lyn Scott.

She had never been exposed to so much
charm, so much glamor in a single evening.

A pretty girl from Kentucky, she had
come to Hollywood, not to be an actress

but to make her living at an ordinary job.

And she'd been successful in getting a job

as a receptionist with the firm of A. Mor-
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gan Maree, who handled investments for

Lana Turner, Ginger Rogers and other
stars. She'd often seen gorgeous women,
whose faces she recognized from films,

and men whose faces were world famous,
too, enter the office and ask for one of her
bosses. But all these celebrated people had
been just formally polite to her. They'd
acted as if they lived in a different world
from hers. Dennis was the first inhabitant
of what she thought of as a mythical and
wonderful world, to ask her for a date.

When he took her to dinner and paid
attention to her, it went to her head.
She'd never personally known such a
charming boy. Bing Crosby's son!
However, this particular story didn't

have a charming ending. Within a few
months Marilyn discovered she was preg-
nant. With shaking fingers, she dialed
Dennis' number. When she told him of

her predicament he was stunned. Young
and frightened, he didn't know what to do.

With pounding heart, Marilyn waited
for him to say, "Marilyn, let's get mar-
ried." But the words she longed for were
never spoken. A pulse beat in her throat.

A dream died in her heart.

At first, Dennis didn't know just how
to react to Marilyn Scott's request for her
hospital expenses and support for the
baby to come. He is a millionaire in his

own right, but so protected by his family
|

that he doesn't know how to handle a
crisis. When his mother, Dixie, died she i

left each of the boys a million dollars.

Dennis hasn't even had to spend a penny
of this; the income of some $60,000 a year
for this money was enough to keep him in

luxury, besides the money Bing gives him.
But he'd always used money to have fun
with—not as money with which to meet !

responsibilities. When Marilyn appealed
for money, he was confused and fright-

ened. He did nothing. It was almost as
if he hoped some miracle would come

j

along to solve his problem for him.
But there was to be no miracle—except

;

the miracle of a new-born life, the miracle
j

of a crying baby in a hospital filled with
other crying babies.
Desperate, frightened, Marilyn—discov-

ering that Dennis himself was as fright-

ened as she and doing nothing—went to see
i

an attorney. The attorney immediately
got in touch with the Crosby family.

Bing enters the picture

It would have been easy for Bing to
,

upbraid his son and disown him. This was
a dreadful charge, and Bing had every
right to tell Dennis he was through with
him. But he didn't. Whether he thought
the girl's charges were true or not, he
ordered all of her hospital expenses to be
paid and also that the baby be supported.
He could have fought a paternity suit; he
could have tried to prove that the girl was
wrong. But he didn't want the boy—or the
family name—held up to prolonged scan-
dal. He believed that by taking care of the
girl and the baby, everything would be
forgotten, and Dennis would have a chance
to start again, without the burden of a



front-page paternity lawsuit facing him.

Marilyn at home
A few days ago, I saw Marilyn with

her baby girl in her arms. She was in

the modest little furnished apartment in
'

the heart of Hollywood where she lives

alone with the baby. In her face were still

traces of the beauty that had once cap-
tivated Dennis.
She held up the baby for me to admire

—

and I was stunned at the child's resem-
blance to Dennis. The same light com-
plexion; the same china-blue eyes, and

—

by a freak—the same type of bald head.

Dennis has been losing his hair prema-
turely. The little girl is still too young to

have a full crop of hair. The similarity is

striking.

"I'm sorry this news had to come out

now," she said, looking with adoration at

the baby. And the look in her eyes would
almost have done justice to a painting of

a saint. For whatever her past may be,

this girl is paying the price of her mis-
takes now. She lifted her head proudly.

"I hoped our story would never reach the

newspapers. Think what it means for the

future of my baby. If Dennis and I did

something that wasn't right, why should
she, little innocent that she is, be branded
for it? I don't like it at all. If it had been
up to me, this news would never have
been made public. I could have pretended
that I had once been married . . . that

my husband had died." Then her voice

softened. "I've named her Denise Michelle,

after Dennis.
"The Crosbys have been fair and square

with me. I never met Bing, but the family
has taken care of our essential expenses."
And then she told me that what hurts

her most is that Dennis shows no sign of

really recognizing his child, of wanting to

see her, of loving her. And as Marilyn
spoke ber eyes were those of a brave
woman who loved, who had given away
her most precious possession—and ac-
cepted as the price of her mistake the fact

that she would never name the father of

her child publicly.

Her intentions were simple and honest,

but they were ruthlessly shattered by the
turn of circumstances. When Dennis got
married, someone on one of the Los An-
geles papers called the Bureau of Vital
Statistics to find out if Dennis' new bride
had ever been married before. A search of

the records disclosed the fact that Pat
Sheehan had previously been married to

Jean-Franz Georg von Dugloas-Ittu, of

Austrian-Romanian extraction, that she
was divorced and had a six-year old son
by this marriage.

The scoop

A couple of days later a clerk in the
Public Health Office said he had unearthed
some more information and would the
newspapers be interested? They were

—

very much so—when they learned what
the new information was: there was a
birth certificate for the daughter of an
unmarried mother which names Dennis
Crosby as the father.

And that was when an enterprising
newspaperman called Pat to learn what
her reaction would be. . . .

Dennis and Pat sat in their suite in Las
Vegas later, facing each other grimly.

"I never dreamed our honeymoon would
be like this, Pat," he said. "So much joy

—

and then all this. But, Pat honey, believe
me, I'll settle down to the pipe-and-slip-
pers routine. When I married you, I told
you I'd sowed some wild oats before."

"It doesn't matter," replied Pat. "That
is all in the past."

"But the past has caught up with the
present," he said, heartache in his voice.
"Pat, what's going to happen?"

"It will all clear up," she said. "Re-
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Albrite Specialty Co., Dept. 8-MS
no'risk

Box 43, Greenhills, Cincinnati, Ohio Trial Coupon

Rush $3. jar of WHITEX. I'll pay postman $3. plus de-
livery charges upon arrival. If not excited with results. I'll

return unused portion in 10 days and get my money back.
Special . . . send 2 jars for only $5.00.

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY ZONE . . . STATE
SAVE! Enclose cost of Whitex with order No C.O.D.

—and we'll pay postage. in Canada

member how you stuck by me when there

was talk about me—and you said you
didn't care? You stuck by me then,

honey."
Dennis looked at her wonderingly, and

with delight. He'd never known a girl

like Pat existed. What she said was true

—

when he'd .first started going with Pat
Sheehan, the beautiful, smart showgirl
from the Tropicana line, she had been
the target of much gossip. He hadn't ex-
pected to fall for Pat because he knew
that she had been his father's girl friend

at one time. But one night, a year ago,

he walked into the Little Club, a small,

intimate night club in Beverly Hills where
many of Hollywood's younger crowd hang
out. Most of the patrons know each other

and sit together and chat. This particular

night, Dennis was sitting near a group of

people who had come in from Las Vegas.
Among them was a tall, strikingly beauti-
ful blonde girl. He recognized her as the

girl his father had gone with. He didn't

want to fall for her, but he couldn't help
it. He talked with her and found her fas-

cinating. After that, Dennis found many
excuses to go to Las Vegas.

Dad's discard

Pat, who had once set Bing's heart on
fire, soon set Dennis' heart blazing, too.

By the time Dennis met Pat, Bing's ro-
mance with her was a thing of the past

—

and Bing was courting the girl he eventu-
ally married, Kathy Grant. But when
Dennis began to date Pat frequently, he
was met with jeers and jibes from news-
papermen and cafe friends: "Since when
are you going out with your father's

discards?"
When Pat discovered what some of Den-

nis' so-called pals were saying about her,

she said to him, her cheeks flaming, "Den-
nis, I don't think we ought to see each

other any more. I liked you too much to

have you criticized just because I once
dated your father."

"Let them criticize! Let them say what
they want about us. I don't care. I've

never known anyone like you in my life,

and I won't give you up no matter what
anyone says."

Still, there was a certain hesitation about
getting married. It seemed almost indeli-

cate to get married before Bing's own
romantic future was settled.

When Bing decided to marry Kathy,
Dennis hugged Pat. "Honey, now we can
get married," he said, in the tone of voice

a man might use on discovering a new
mountain top. "Who would dare criticize

now? My father's married—why can't we
do the same thing?"

"Let's find out if it's all right with
him," said Pat gently.

"What has he to do with us when you
come right down to it?" Dennis argued.
"My mother left me some money of my
own. Come what may, we won't starve."

"But you've always admired your dad
so much—I know you wouldn't be happy
if you felt he didn't approve."
Of course Bing, as a man of the world,

was not too astonished at the news Den-
nis gave him. He'd seen this coming.
Although Pat, twenty-six, is older than
Dennis and very sophisticated, that was
not his main objection.

Bing's one condition

"Son," said Bing slowly, "you know how
much our Church has meant to your
mother and me. If you can get the ap-
proval of the Catholic Church and be mar-
ried in the same church in which I mar-
ried Kathy, or one like it, you'll have my
blessing."
"Sure thing, Dad," said Dennis.
But the pastor of St. Anne's Church 77
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I GET RID of Dark or

I Discolored Skin, Freckles,
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Blotches,Skin Spots!'

Famous Mercolized Wax Cream
7 NIGHT PLAN Lightens,
Clears Skin While You Sleep . .

.

Just follow the amazing Mercolized Wax
Cream 7 NIGHT PLAN to a whiter, softer,
lovelier skin. Smooth rich, luxurious Mer-
colized Wax Cream on your face or arms
just before retiring: each night for one
week. You'll begin to see results almost

at once . . . dark skin lightens,
blotches. sDOts, freckles disappear
as if by magic! This is notacover
up cosmetic; Mercolized Wax
Cream works under the skin sur-
face. Beautiful women have used

nish dark

skin and ugly

pots almost

vernight

thistime-tested plan for over 40-years—you'll
love its fast, sure, longer lasting results!
Mercolized Wax Cream i? sold on 100% guar-
antee or money back. Start using it now

!

MERCOLIZED WAX CREAM
At All Drug and Cosmetic Counters

CI U RES 25*
EXCITING NEW COLLECTION!
For the first time—sensational pictures
of your favorite movie and TV stars!

A super-duper offer!

CD EC Home addresses of over 165REE stars and birthdays of 300
wirh order of your favorite stars!

Send 25< plus }0t for packaging tc:
DeLUXE PHOTO SERVICE. Dept. 601
Box 947, Church St. Annex, N.Y. 8, N.Y

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

Go a3 rapidly as yonr time and abilities permit. Coarse
equivalenttoresidentschool work— prepares for college
entrance exams. Standard H. S. texts supplied. Diploma.
Credit for H. S. subjects already completed. Single subjects if

desired. High school education is very important for advancement
in business and industry and socially. Don't be handicapped all

your life. Be a High School graduate. Start your training now.
Free Bulletin on request. No obligation.

American School, Dept. HC1 4,Drexel at 58th. Chicago 37

refused to perform the marriage because
of Pat's previous marriage and divorce.

"We'll wait," they said at first.

But young hearts are apt to be hungry
hearts. Dennis truly intended to wait, but
one night they were dining near the
Gretna Green Chapel when he suddenly
burst out, "Why can't we get married
here and now—get remarried later in the
Catholic Church?"
The look in Pat's eyes as she turned to

Dennis was answer enough.
They were married in the chapel next

door, impulsively and without consulting
Bing. And they didn't—so they said

—

realize until much later that they had been
married not by a justice of the peace, but
by a Protestant minister.

Bing, shocked by this disclosure, was
silent when his son and Pat moved into

an apartment just outside the Tropicana.
Bing had always hoped that Dennis would
turn to ranch life and farming. He thinks
it's a wholesome life and a good, stable

business. Dennis announced right after he
married Pat, that he was going to pursue
a singing career. He hired two arrangers
and is trying out for recordings.
His father, who has a thoroughly pro-

fessional view of singing, was pained by
this. "I still wish," Bing said, "that son
of mine would come up here and take
over the management of the ranch. Sing-
ing isn't child's play. It may never lead
to anything with him. But if he came up
here, I'd do anything in the world to get
him started as a rancher."
In the opinion of many people close

to the Crosby family, Dennis is a
case of the poor little rich boy. He's
got a lot of money, and not much else.

Dixie did her best to bring up her

boys to be staunch Catholics, but they
had a mixed-up childhood. They saw their

father in different moods, sometimes diffi-

cult and other times indulgent. Dixie was
unhappy and sick for a long time. And to

add to their confusion, they went to a

Catholic military school. But no military

school could give them the discipline they
needed, because all along the boys knew
that if they ever got into a scrape their

father's money and influence would get

them out of it. That doesn't build up inde-
pendence or common sense thinking.
Dennis never was compelled to pay any

great price for acting compulsively or im-
pulsively. And for him to face the re-
sponsibility now of showing real tender-
ness for his baby daughter, real interest

in her—he has never in the past had to

be very responsible. Whatever foolish-

ness he might indulge in, the family
millions could make up for.

Is he to be blamed for reacting as rich

men's sons so often have?
How will this story end?
Right now, amazingly enough, it looks

as if it might have a happy ending.
Marilyn Scott, who never even dreamed

of a movie contract, told me she has been
offered one—and is considering it. No
doubt it would never have been offered

her if not for this notoriety. As for the

stigma attached to her baby, most people
are sympathetic to Marilyn. They feel

as she does that whatever her sin was, her
little girl was innocent. And maybe, if

life be kind, the end will be . . . not too

unhappy . . . for Marilyn and Denise.

As for Dennis, can he be forgiven? If

his wife and his father say, "Yes," and hold
true to their love for him, who are we to

cast that first stone? END

change your hair color

(Continued from page 67) With this new
look your clothes will take on a new
glamour, too. This mysterious change in

you will create excitement for the man in

your life—or, help you to attract the man
you want in your life.

This method of hair coloring, because it

is temporary, is fun—you simply swish it

in and shampoo it out. For the results

you want be sure to take a minute to

read the directions carefully. These in-

structions will tell you how to choose the
color you want— and how to use it.

Tan or fair skin can be dramatized by
Using a lighter or darker temporary hair
coloring to color-coordinate or comple-
ment you—and your clothes, without
changing your present make-up colors.

Temporary hair coloring is beauty—is

fashion—is easy to do—is economical.
With it you will have a different look or

mood for each costume and occasion.

Even if you don't want to change the
color of your hair use a hair color rinse

to match your natural shade—give it new
life and sheen.

Color charts are available at your fa-

vorite cosmetic counter. Look them over
and select a shade nearest your hair color.

Remember, a temporary hair rinse can be
used on all types of hair if you follow the
directions exactly.
Color hair rinses do a flattering job of in-

tensifying the natural color of any shade
of hair and imparting exciting highlights.

But one of their main advantages is the
blending-in with color of streaks in the

hair. This can be important to women of

almost any age, for even teen-agers some-
times have unevenly colored hair.

Temporary hair colorings are available

in rinses, sprays and shampoos. Try them
all. With little effort you can promptly
become as expert as a beauty operator in

their use—save money, too.

To make the most of the new you that
/

will result from a change of hair coloring
!

be sure to have your hair trimmed and .

shaped regularly—even try a brand new ,

hair cut. The shaggy, tousled cuts are
,

young and fun to wear with the season's

loose and blouson silhouettes as well as

with the whimsical and gay sports togs.

A new hair coloring and a new cut will
|

give you just the lift you need in late
;

summer. Suddenly you'll look all new
|

and be ready, too, to start your fall shop-
ping plans.

Any one of the little furs modeled by
;

Terry Moore could be a happy addition to

your fall wardrobe. These expensive- :

look furs are glamorous and beautiful and
priced just right for your budget. The
Norwegian fox tail cape is $47.50; the

natural ranch mink tail stole, $145.00; the

hip-length dyed black broadtail-processed
lamb jacket, $165.00. All of the prices i

include the federal tax.

High style little furs do a bang-up job

of giving zest to last year's costumes by
making them look spanking new again and
they add a soft note of ultra femininity

to you. Not only can stoles and capes
be worn with date clothes but also with
simple daytime frocks and little suits.

Harold Rubin Salon also features a lovely

white fox tail stole (not shown) for as
|

little as $29.50, including federal tax—this
:

yummy stole is for wear with all-black

date costumes.
We think Terry looks stunning in little

furs and that the plan of using a dif-

ferent hair color rinse to match or com-
plement these little furs—or any costume
—is new and an idea that will appeal

to you.
Be the first in your set to start the rage

of a new hair color. Here are suggested

temporary hair colorings: Noreen, Du
Barry (Color-Glo], Marchand, Nestle

Clairol, Roux, Helena Rubinstein.

i
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only yesterday I lived in terror

(Continued from page 38) July, and the
war came in September. My husband
went away, and all these years have
passed, and we are almost starving here
in Marseilles, and I do not know what to

do. . .
."

The gypsy took a heavy silver bowl in

his dark claw-like hands and filled it with
water. Then, mysteriously, he dropped a
diamond from his mouth into the depths
of the bowl. Slowly, a radiance filled the
water, a glowing light changing color.

As Madame Nuyen asked again about
her husband, the unearthly colors became
clear and bright.

"Madame," the gypsy king said,, "your
husband lives. He will return. You must
have patience."
Have patience? There was nothing to

eat, no way to keep warm, no way to rest
from the ceaseless bombing.

Finally, in desperation, Julie Nuyen sent
her small daughter out of Marseilles and
into the country to live with her uncle.
In those days relatives living in the coun-
try were deluged by the young of their

clan. No child could be turned away, but
no child could be made welcome.
And while France Nuyen was there,

something happened that she was to re-
member forever. It was a feast day and
there were two kinds of bread: the every-
day black bread and a fine-grained white
bread, soft as silk, to mark the holiday.
Her mouth watering eagerly and her

stomach quivering with desire, the four-
year-old child extended her thin hand
toward the snowy holiday bread.
The hand was slapped soundly and the

little girl was told in harsh tones that a
beggar ate crusts and spoke gratitude for
them.

What peace brought

Yet the war did end eventually and
Fan-Fan was returned to her mother. The
Allies had marched beyond Marseilles and
the bombing was over, so the country rela-
tives said, "The Americans will feed
you."

The Americans tried; they seemed to
have an unending supply of candy bars,
chewing gum, and C rations, but they
were not magicians. They had no white
bread, no way to restore at once the homes
of the homeless, no medicine to give back
the health to France's mother.
Yet the old Gypsy had been right: Louis

Nuyen was alive. He came home . . . for
a few days. He looked at the scrawny
child who seemed to be nothing except
taut olive skin drawn over fine bones and
turned away. In Chinese fa^il'es girls
are not very important; he could love only
a son. A daughter, particularly this skinny,
odd looking girl, was a disgrace to his
ancestors. Maybe it would have been dif-
ferent had there been other children, but
Julie Nuyen had barely avoided starva-
tion and she would never again be en-
tirely well.

And so, at six, France Nuyen knew well
the ingredients of wretchedness: fear,
hunger, brutality and rejection.

But time passed, and the child France
grew to be thirteen. And terror came into
her hfe again. She was attending Lysee
Longchamps when an older girl, running
in a school corridor, crashed into France
and sent her spinning into a radiator.
One of the iron ribs struck the side of
France's head knocking her unconscious.
At the time, France made light of the

accident, but as weeks passed, it became
evident that the memory centers of her
brain had suffered damage. When it came
her turn to recite, France could not recall
her lessons; when others were reciting,

she could not concentrate. She could only
rest her head on her crossed arms and
sleep.

Doctors made an examination and sug-
gested that France be enrolled in an art

school where she could make use of the
obvious talent in her fingertips, permitting
the brain injury to be healed by na-
ture. "She is young," the doctors said.

"She should recover without after-effect.

Meanwhile. . .
."

Meanwhile she won the painting prize
during her second year, and a sculpture
prize during her third.

A beauty grows
Meanwhile the taut lines of her face

rounded and softened. Her eyes grew wide
and dark, and she walked with an air of

mysterious beauty proper to a daughter
of Paris and Peiping.
During the summer she posed—at fifty

cents to a dollar an hour—for artists in-
trigued by the richness of her coloring,

and for sculptors who tried to duplicate
the strange and lovely lines of her head
and shoulders. Sometimes she donned the
fashion creations of local designers and
posed for the photographers whose work
was displayed in the windows of small
shops throughout France.
Now and then France would return to

the quiet house on the remote street in

Marseilles to ask the Gypsy seer what he
saw in her future.

He would drop the diamond into the
silver bowl and say what the colors told.

"You must go away," he would always
tell her. "Here, in this city, even in this

country, you cannot find your destiny. It

is far away. You must get away."
But how? France wondered how? At

Cannes, at the Film Festival perhaps?
She decided to make the trip just for the
thrill of looking at the stars.

Philippe Halsman, who had photo-
graphed France on an earlier occasion,
happened to be attending the Film Festi-
val. And one day as France was talk-
ing with Mr. Halsman, she was spotted by
a man named Mike Todd who was search-
ing for a girl of fantastic beauty to por-
tray the princess in Around The World In
80 Days.
Arrangements were made through Phil-

ippe Halsman for a screen test. The test

was sensational. But when contract nego-
tiations were begun, Mike Todd was
startled to discover that France spoke not
one word of English, and was not yet six-
teen years old.

An ocean voyage
Once again France returned to the Gypsy

and his divining stone and once again she
was told to leave her native land. And
suddenly Fate became cooperative: Ma-
dame Nuyen received a letter from her
husband explaining that he had trans-
ferred from a French to an American
steamship line and would now be living in

New York between voyages. He wanted
his family to join him.
New York proved to be a frightening

place full of dark threats and unexpected
dangers. France's father was out at sea
by the time his wife and daughter ar-
rived, so they moved, unescorted, into
the two-room apartment he had been
occupying. No one thought of the fact

that the neighborhood was not the safest

one for two women unable to speak or
understand English.

One night France was walking the dog
she had brought from Marseilles. A sin-
ister-looking man paused on the deserted
street and studied her, and paused and
leered again and then went on. She for-

You will feel

safer with a

Sanitary Pantie
by

Mary Ann Blum, R.N.

Modern girls and
women everywhere
want to feel more
secure and comfort-
able during the men-
strual period. That's
why so many depend
on the extra protection,

the extra safety of
wonderful all-nylon HI-G Sanitary Panties.

These white, whisper-light garments look,

feel and wear like your regular panties. The
difference is the protective water-proofed

nylon panel (no rubber used.)

* Worn with internal or external napkins,

HI-G supplies vital extra hours of security

a woman wants at this time.

~k HI-G fits invisibly under girdle, swim suit,

shorts or your sheerest dress. No belts,

no pins . . . and never the slightest shadow
or outline to undermine your confidence.

See HI-G Sanitary Panties

on display at drug stores y)WB-8MBM|''C
||

and sanitary goods count-

ers. Four full-cut, propor-
tioned sizes and pre-shrunk

elastic assure skin-smooth

fit. Built-in white enamel
fasteners. Only $1.59,
1-year written guarantee.

For everyday wear, try

HI-G nylon "BRIEFS"—
only $1.19. (If Panties or Briefs are. not avail-

able at your dealer, write HI-G at address below.

)

FREE! New booklet tells you "Modern Facts

About Menstruation". Mailed in plain wrapper.
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For musical setting . . . send
Poems today. Any subject.

Immediate Consideration. Phonograph records made.
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to $1 .25 per item—make big money quickly.

Enjoy the Extra Things You Want
Out-of-the-ordinary

, large selection of Cards,
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r OPPORTUNITIES
FOR YOU

For rates,

write COMBINED CLASSIFIED
529 W. Madison, Chicago 6

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN (CW-Aug. 8)

MAKE $25-$50 Week, clipping newspaper items for publishers.
Some clippings worth $5.00 each. Particulars free. National,
81 -C, Knickerbocker Station, New York.
BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstra-
ting Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For
free samples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 1988C, Glen-
dale, Cali fornia.

$10.00 GUARANTEED PER 1000 pieces prepared and mailed
—Free mailing pieces, names & stamps given also. Send 50c

—

postage & handling. National Mailer, COM—1627 E. 33rd St.,

Lorain, Ohio.

$200 MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewing Babywearl No house
selling! Send stamped, addressed envelope. "Cuties,"
Warsaw 2, Indiana.

DRESSES 24c; SHOES 39c; Men's Suits $4.95; Trousers
$1.20. Better used clothing. Free Catalog. Transworld, 164F
Christopher, Brooklyn 12 , N.Y.

HOMEWORKERS: ASSEMBLE HANDLACED precut moc-
casins and bags. Good earnings. California Handicrafts, Los
An geles 46-A, California.

EXTRA CASH PREPARING, mailing postcards. Edward, Box
3427-C, Los Angeles 54, California.

MAKE $25 to $35 weekly mailing envelopes. Our instructions
reveal how. Glenway, Box 6568, Cleveland 1, Ohio.

MAKE MONEY CLIPPING Newspaper Items For Publishers!
Newscraft. CW-983-E, Main, Columbus 5, Ohio.

$75.00 WEEKLY POSSIBLE preparing mail, (details 10c).

Novelty, Box 78247-C, Los Angeles 16, California.

SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time. Easy,
profita ble. Hanky Aprons, Cal dwell 2, Ark.

$200 MONTHLY REPORTED, preparing envelopes! Reveal-
ing method, 25cl Economy, Box 2580-C, Greensboro, N.C.

LADIES: SELL THAT Handwork. Fifty Cents and Stamp
Brings List of M arkets. Ethel Croy, Bedfo rd, I owa.

EARN SPARETIME CASH Sewing At Home. Free Informa-
tion. Progressive, Box 422, Raymond, N.H.
HOMEWORKERS EARN CASH Preparing, Mailing Adver-
tising Postcards. (Details 25c). Stars, Box 78365-C, Los
Angeles 16, California.

INTERESTED IN ACTING? $1.00. New Talent Theatrical

Agency, P.O. Box 291, Watertown, Mass.
HOMEWORKERS WANTED! GUARANTEED Pay! No Sell-

ing l Everything Furnished! National, Box 88C, Boston 22,

EARN SEWING PRE-CUT Ties. Write Jud San, Box 2107,
Cleveland 8, Ohio, Dept. CWC-6.

BUSINESS & MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITIES
GROW A LIVING Miniature Forest or orchard (only inches

high), that bears tasty tiny fruit at home. Learn amazing
Dwarfing secrets! Fascinating hobby. Profitable Home-busi-
ness Opportunity. Free Seeds and Plan. (State your age).

Miniature Nurseries, Dept. AT, Gardena, California.

$35.00 UP, REPORTED I Prepare envelopes for advertisers!

Cove, Box 2580-A, Greensboro, N.C.

MAKE MONEY PREPARING envelopes. Instructions $1,

refundable. Reiss, 210 Fifth Ave., New York 10.
,

EARN EXTRA CASH I Prepare Advertising Postcards. Lang-
dons . Box 41107C, Los Angeles 41, California.

$50-$60 WEEKLY, Mailing. Sparetime. National, 1815
Meyers, Lombard, Illinois.

AGENTS WANTE D

EASIEST $6. ..$60. ..$160 You'll Ever Make! Unusual South-
ern Beauty Christmas Cards bring you $60 on 100 boxes.

Many $1 Assortments, Gifts, Stationery. Free Albums, Name-
Impnnled Cards. Pearls Free for promptness Southern, 478
N. Hollywood, Dept. B-92, Memphis 12, Tennessee.

60% PROFIT COSMETICS $25 day up. Hire others. Samples,
detail s. Studio Girl-Hollywood, Glendale Ca lif., De pt. 1988H .

PIECE-LIKE STAY-at-homeworkl No doorbell ringing!

Securall, Box 1450. Pasadena, California.

MUSIC—INSTRUCTION
POEMS WANTED FOR New Songs and Recording Imme-
diate Consideration. Send Poems Songcrafters Box 6145,
Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn.
SONGWRITERS' TRADE SECRETS. Broadcasting oppor-
tunities. Capitol City Studios, 1804 Green Street, Columbia,
South Carolina.

.

SONG POEMS—LYRICS Wanted! Mail to: Tin Pan Alley,

Inc., 1650 Broadway , New York 19, N.Y.

FOREIGN & U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS

HIGH PAYI NG JOBS, Opportunities, foreign, USA. All trades.

Companies pay fare. For information write Dept. 57T National
Emp loyment information, 1020 Broad, Newark, New Jersey

.

EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES
FINISH HIGH SCHOOL at home, spare time. No classes.

Diploma awaraed. Write for Free catalog. Wayne School,

Catalog HCX-17, 2527 Sheffield, Chicago 14.

Shrinks Hemorrhoids

New Way Without Surgery
Science Finds Healing Substance That
Relieves Pain— Shrinks Hemorrhoids

For the first time science has found a
new healing substance with the astonishing
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve
pain — without surgery.

In case after case, while gently relieving
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took
place.
Most amazing of all — results were so

thorough that sufferers made astonishing
statements like "Piles have ceased to be a
problem!

"

The secret is a new healing substance
(Bio-Dyne*) — discovery of a world-famous
research institute.

This substance is now available in sup-
pository or ointment form under the name
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count-

80 ers—money back guarantee. *Beg. U. 8. Pat. Off.

got about it until she started up the stairs

of her apartment building.
And then she saw it. She saw the

shadow cast by the foyer light upon the
stairs and knew that the man was lying

in wait for her.

She could not go home. But where could
she go? Half a block away from her home
there was a post office and France remem-
bered seeing a policeman there whenever
she walked by. She breathed a quick little

prayer of hope that a policeman would be
there now. Mon Dieu, there was! France
went to him and tried to explain, in

French, her situation and her fear. It was
quite hopeless. He knew no French. And
she lacked enough English to tell the

story.

But she would not go home, and she
had to make him understand. So she took

the rent bill from her pocket and on the

back of it she drew the outline of a man,
his face partially concealed by a black
slouch hat, his coat collar turned up, hands
sunk into pockets. She drew apartment
steps and a lighted entry . . . and a men-
acing shadow.

"I gotcha," beamed the officer. "Sure,

and I'll see you to your very door and no
mistake."
And he did.

Job hunting

France was getting old enough now to

start thinking about bringing some money
to the two-room apartment. So each
Monday morning, armed with the adver-
tisements in Sunday's paper, she would
set out to find a modeling job. How tall

was she? "Five feet four inches," she

would tell the agencies. "My weight is

96 pounds."
"Too small," everyone said.

Then at last she thought she had a job.

The man looked her up and down and
said she would do . . . but there was
traveling involved in this particular mod-
eling job. He rested a hand on her shoul-

der. Would she be able to travel?

France said, "Maman waits. I ask,"

and pointed toward the outside corridor.

The man unlocked the door. "Be back,"

said France, her fingers crossed, and ran
for her life.

She gave up trying to find modeling
work. She decided to do anything that

would be as unlike modeling as possible.

She took a job as a domestic scrub-
bing floors, washing windows, waxing
woodwork, moving heavy furniture, pol-

ishing brass and porcelain. When her time
was up each day, there always seemed to

be one more task to be done: a blouse to

be washed, an evening gown to be pressed,

a button to be sewed on, silver to be pol-

ished. The additional work—sometimes an
hour's time, sometimes two—was never
covered by paycheck.
One afternoon the French blood began

to boil, and France told off her employer.
She decided to drown her sorrows in one
mad extravagance—she went to a mil-

liner's shop.

The proprietor, it turned out, spoke
French. Maybe she suspected that France
really couldn't afford a hat, but what
natural-born milliner could fail to take
pleasure in so lovely a customer?
She kept bringing out more and more

hats. "Try this . . . Yes, you have the

feel of it. . . . And now this. . . . Ah

—

ravishing. . . . And this. ... So chic . . .

Mademoiselle, you should be a model."

France was about to burst into tears,

except that tears were a luxury she could
not afford. Instead, she told her story.

The milliner was spurred to action.

"You are a model, you should be a model.
I know a lady who takes small models."
And she sent France to Candy Jones
Conover.

Mrs. Conover smiled into the wide and
pleading eyes of France Nuyen, and said

kindly, "Yes, you are too small to be a

model, but don't let that worry you. I

have another idea. I can send you to

school where you will learn to walk prop-
erly, with the derriere in instead of out;

you will learn to sit and stand; you will

learn to speak English."

France attended classes conscientiously,

but she also took a job that satisfied a
longing held over from childhood: she
became a salesgirl in a cookie shop. Her
pay was fifty dollars a week and all the
cookies she could eat without getting

caught. Getting caught meant having to

pay. It is likely that Fan-Fan Nuyen be-
came the world's champion cookie
snatcher.

Then she was told to report to the New
York office of 20th Century-Fox for an in-
terview. "She is the perfect Liat for South
Pacific" everyone said. But she should
lose some weight, and she must see Mr.
This or Mr. That.

She was called for a second interview,
and a third. And finally, a contract was
signed, English lessons were arranged, and
she was ready to go to Hollywood.
When she arrived at the airport, she

hailed a taxi and asked to be driven to

the hotel specified in her instructions from
the studio. The meter was rising alarming-
ly and France watched it nervously. Final-
ly she asked to be dropped at lodgings
within walking distance of the studio. And
no one from the studio was around to

straighten out the mix-up. The date was
July 5, 1957—a Friday—and everyone who
could escape had left town on a long In-
dependence Day weekend.
France spent the time in her motel room,

leaving only long enough to walk to a
nearby drug store for something to eat.

Monday morning she reported to the
wardrobe department, where a motherly
designer named Dorothy Jeakins heard
France's story with horror. "That settles

it," she said. "You're going to come to live

with me and my family in Brentwood."
Now she had a home and happiness.

Eventually the test was completed, the
wardrobe fitted and the English lessons
learned. France was flown to the island

of Kauai to bring to life the love story

of Liat and Lt. Cable (John Kerr).

Promptly she became the film company
doll, and at the end of a week everyone
was quoting her. Someone asked her what
toy she remembers from her childhood
and she said, "I never had. Oh, once a

toy rabbit. But I enjoyed very much to

press flowers and I had many in books."

She gets weekly airmail letters from
Paris, and of course everyone teases her
about it. France explains, twinkling,

"From a boy I sometime, possibly, marry.
He studies one more year to be the den-
tist. For one year we write every week.
For next year, write two times a week.
If we can write for five years, get to know
about us, the love would be . . . you say
'forever'? I do not want to marry for six

months, get divorce. Better to wait and
see."

Most of Hollywood is hoping that she
will wait long enough to meet an Ameri-
can, so that France Nuyen may become
a permanent part of the California scenery.

And what does France hope for?

Well, life seems so good these days
that she doesn't plan too long ahead. She
remembers the gypsy king and the won-
derful way his prophecy came true. If she
ever gets back to Marseilles, she might look
him up again. But for now, the present,

the freedom from terror is so precious, the

future can wait. END

France is appearing in South Pacific

for 20th Century.



FRECKLESour parents said "no"

(Continued jrom page 36) along the
winding little paths, listening to the waves
pounding . . . and they talked. Dean was
only eighteen then, and May seventeen,

and they didn't talk about anything seri-

ous, only the usual pleasant nothings that

a boy and a girl attracted to each other

say.
"Besides," Dean adds, "falling in love

never entered my mind, nor Mae's. I'd

told the guys in my outfit that I wouldn't
marry until I was thirty-five. And then
zowie!—along came Mae."

Zowie, all of a sudden came an every
night date with Mae. They went wherever
there was anything doing in San Diego;
to movies, to club dances, little theatres,

jazz concerts.

"I didn't care how I was spending my
money," Dean recalls. "I used up my sav-
ings. Then I cashed in my bonds. I threw
my money around and it didn't mean a

thing. I just wanted to be with Mae and
impress her. That was all that mattered.
I'd never felt this way about any other
girl I'd ever known."
Apparently Mae didn't realize that

Dean expected to see only her, because
one night when she knew he was calling

for her, another boy happened to come by
and she didn't even bother to send him
away. She never suspected a jealous re-
action from Dean. When Dean pulled up
in front of Mae's house, he saw a smart,
white Cadillac parked outside, which
made his little 1940 Ford appear more
broken-down than usual. He was burning.
Soon after he walked in, the other boy

took off—at Mae's gentle hints. But Dean's
pride had been hurt. He was furious and
nothing went right that night. They began
to disagree about little things and one
argument led to another. Before the eve-
ning was over Mae was in tears and Dean
stomped out.

And time passed. . . .

They didn't see each other for almost
a year, but Dean always carried in his
thoughts the picture of the tall, lovely
girl with the gentle smile and the lumi-
nous eyes. When he was stationed back
in San Diego again, he couldn't wait to

see her. Even as he rang her doorbell, he
hoped that the same Mae would come to

the door, beautiful, gentle—and unat-
tached.
She was still beautiful—this time she

had been named "Miss San Diego"—still,

luckily, unattached. Dean saw her every
night for the rest of his leave.
Everything about Mae fascinated him

—

the things they had in common, even the
things they didn't. Dean is full of fun; so
is Mae, but she is less demonstrative. One
night, when they were with a party of
friends at a hotel in Delmar, a beautiful
seaside resort near San Diego, Dean and
several others jumped into the swimming
pool with their clothes on, as the climax
to a party. Mae stood by the pool's edge,
laughing, but refused even to stick her
toe in.

"Even if she didn't jump in with the
rest of us, I thought she was wonderful,"
says Dean. "So reserved, such a lady. I

thought, 'How could a wild hoot-owl like
me measure up to her?'

"

Teenage Dean and Mae still hadn't
thought of marriage. His naval duties took
him to Alabama, and she flew to Mexico
City. That was a prize for winning a
beauty contest. But the excitement of
their various assignments didn't make
them forget each other and Dean counted
the days till he got back to San Diego
again.
And when he got there, they made a

date to meet at the front row of the

theater where Dean was going to sing.

When Mae came in, Dean stared, long and
hard. His eyes were filled with admiration
and longing. "Gosh," he whispered, "you're
more beautiful than ever."
Then he took her in his arms and kissed

her long and tenderly. They completely
forgot the audience. "Hey," yelled the
crowd good-naturedly, "sit down in front."

But Dean and Mae saw and heard no one.
From that night on Dean knew there

was no other girl for him, and Mae knew
that her life would be from then on tied

up with the happy-go-lucky young naval
man.

But there was Mom and Dad. . . .

Mr. and Mrs. Entwisle, however, didn't
look upon Dean as the answer to their
dream for their daughter.

"He's in the service—he doesn't have
much of a future," said her practical-
headed father.

"And he's so young," protested her
mother. "He can't settle down just yet.

How can he?"
Mae tossed her beautiful dark head

and walked out the door with Dean.
Night after night, as Mae continued to

see Dean, her parents tried to convince
her that she shouldn't take him seriously.

"He's a sailor, honey, and you know
the kind of husbands they make. . .

."

"What does he do for a living? Sing?
SING? How many refrigerators can you
buy with a song? . .

." "He's not at all

serious. You can see that in his face."
They encouraged Mae to see other boys,

hoping this would make her forget Dean.
Her mother even invited a former boy
friend over for dinner. But Mae smiled
and said, "Sorry, I'm busy tonight," and
sailed out when Dean arrived for her.
When Dean's parents, in Decatur, Ala-

bama, learned from their son's letters and
telephone calls that he was in love, they
were alarmed, too. It was not Mae they
objected to, it was the idea of their only
child marrying before he was ready. They
felt that most young girls wouldn't be
able to adapt themselves to the struggle
of starting a singing career. They knew
how much it meant to Dean to get started.

They were afraid that concern over a
young wife might cause him to turn his
back on all of his dreams. Dean had
turned down the opportunity to take over
his father's rich farm lands and real
estate developments in order to become
a singer. What would happen to his sacri-
fices if he had to worry about supporting
a wife?
Although their parents said "No," Dean's

heart and Mae's said something else. One
night, sitting on a rock at the cove, Mae's
head on Dean's shoulder, they realized
that no matter how sensible their parents'
arguments appeared to be, they could no
more resist thinking of marriage than they
could resist the desire to live.

"You're the only girl for me," said Dean.
"Maybe they say everything's against

us," said Mae with female logic, "but if

we're in love I guess that's all that mat-
ters."

Mae's side of it

Dean's heart pounded as loud as the
roar of the surf as he held Mae close.

"Will you marry me tomorrow?" he
asked, expecting her to say "Yes," of
course.
Mae looked up at him out of wide

brown eyes. "Oh no," she said. "I want
a big wedding."
Dean was surprised at this. He didn't

want a big wedding and all the fuss. It

would take too long, and marriage was a
private affair if you were doing it against
the wishes of parents. He tried to talk
Mae into a small church wedding.

"Besides," he said, "if it's a big wedding

Do freckles prevent

you from being beau-

tiful? Start using Still-

man's Freckle Cream
today. It gently light-

ens and leaves the

skin smooth, soft and
clearer. It is more
than a freckle cream.

Thousands of girls,

women and men all over the world have

used it for years. A good complexion
always adds a charm to your personality.

Write for free "The ABC of Beauty," the
new booklet with many beauty suggestions.

THE STILLMAN CO.
DEPT. 18, AURORA, ILLINOIS

Fat Lf$a.

Cushion Tip

'WORLD'S
SMOOTHEST BOBBY PIN"

Give your hair ihe sophisticated look by using Sta-Rite

Cushion Tip . . . the bobby pin that won't pull on the

hair or hurt the head. Sold at all beauty aid counters.

Send 10c for hair styling charts . . . authentic techniques

of famous hair stylists.

STA-RITE Ginnie Lou, Inc. Shelbyville, Illinois

SHORTHAND £
oFamous SPEEDWRITING shorthand

words per minute. No symbols,
machines: uses ABC's. Easiest
learn, write and transcribe. Low cost.
Over 350,000 graduates. For business
and Civil Service. Typing available.
35th year. Write for FREE booklet to:

Dept. 808-8, 55 W. 42 St., New York 36

KILL THE HAIR ROOT
Destroy unwanted hair PERMANENTLY. Use

eniently at home. When you have read (

struction book carefully and learned to u

i new Mahler Epilator safely and efficiently,

i you can remove unwanted hair FOREVER.

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE (Our 7«lh Yeoi

MAHLER'S. INC.. Dept. 368-K PROVIDENCE 15. R. I.

'

WHEN FALSE TEETH
CAUSE SORE GUMS
You get undreamed of relief in
seconds! Medically-formulated
NUM-ZIT Adult Strength has
already brought blessed relief to
thousands. Recommended by
dentists everywhere. Pleasant-
tasting . . . eases discomfort while
you break in new false teeth.
Works wonders, too, for relief of
ralgic pains. Keep it handy for
At all drug counters.

toothache, neu-
quick first aid.

NUM-ZIT Adult Strength

Another fine Purepac product 81



we have to get everybody's consent, and
we're the only two who think we should be
married."
Mae promised to think it over. It was

easy to want to become Dean's wife; it

was not so easy to do so in the face of

her parents' objections. To prepare them-
selves, however, she and Dean secretly

took out a marriage license. Dean carried
it with him all the time.
Soon it was New Year's Day, the day

of the glorious Rose Bowl Parade, and
Mae, as the most beautiful girl in San
Diego, graced one of the floats. She selected
Dean to be her partner in the flower-
laden float which had a historic theme: he
was Allesandro, the legendary Indian
lover, and Mae was his sweetheart, Ra-
mona. As they rode slowly in a misty rain,

Mae waved gracefully to the huge throngs
lining the streets. Suddenly she took her
eyes away from the crowd and flashed a

meaningful smile at Dean.
"Does that mean . . .?" whispered Dean

out of the corner of his mouth.
"Yes, you idiot," replied Mae, and she

turned and blew kisses to the crowd.

The Indian wedding
Dean—his face stained dark as the ro-

mantic Indian, a long, black wig flopping
against his cheek, an Indian costume mak-
ing him look rugged and dashing, and
Mae in the ruffled gown of Ramona, gig-
gled. When they neared a floral shop,
Dean took Mae by the waist and jumped
off the float with her.
"Quick—flowers—for a wedding," or-

dered Dean, while Mae, by his side,

nodded.
"Flowers? For an Indian wedding?"

asked the' florist.

"No. For a wedding. Our wedding,"
replied Dean, beads of perspiration glisten-

ing on his stained legs.

The florist's mouth was still open as

they ran out and made quick tracks to

get to Dean's car. They drove off and
stopped only long enough to phone some
of their closest friends to meet them at

the Sherman Oaks Methodist Church.
When Allesandro and Ramona arrived,

their paleface friends were already there.
Their friends scarcely blinked at the his-
toric outfits, although the minister had to

be persuaded that they were serious about
being married. The altar of the pictur-
esque valley church was covered with a
regular forest of green plants. It was a per-
fect setting for the wedding of an Indian
lad and his sweetheart.

Today, Dean and Mae, with their two
young daughters, Carol Elizabeth, three,
and baby Deanna Mae, one, still attend
this church and they never look at the
altar on a Sunday without a sentimental
smile crossing their lips.

"Remember when we scared the day-
lights out of the minister?" Dean some-
times whispers, and Mae laughs softly.

After their marriage ceremony, Mae
went to the phone to break the news to
her parents.

There was a pause, then Mae's mother
said, "Darling, I want you to be very
happy."
Their hearts were lighter when they left

to see Dean's parents in Decatur. Dean
could hardly wait to show off his bride
to his folks, believing that if they met
Mae they would realize his youthful mar-
riage was not a mistake. He was right.

Dean's mother and father were charmed
by her immediately. "I guess you kids
knew what you were doing, after all,"

said Dean's father beaming. "I'm very
proud of your choice, son."

Where Dean grew up

Dean took his bride for long walks over
82 the beautiful rolling hills of his father's

farm land. Mae gasped at the beauty of
the caverns and the bluff of sheer rock
which ran hundreds of yards to a breath-
taking drop. Dean pointed out the rabbits
and the quail scurrying around. "I used
to come hunting here all the time as a
kid," he said, and Mae tried to picture
the childhood of the young man who had
so suddenly become her whole future.

But Dean could hardly wait to return to

California and take up his life with Mae.
Besides, there was the matter of gaining
the forgiveness of Mae's parents.
They rented a little one-bedroom and

kitchenette apartment in the Valley and
invited Mae's parents over for their first

dinner at home. When Mae's parents saw
how deeply in love they were and noticed
that Dean, for all his youth and impetu-
osity, displayed such tenderness toward
their daughter, they quickly forgot their
original objections.

Dean got a job singing at Knott's Berry
Farm, a replica of an old-time California
ghost town which is a tourist attraction.

It didn't pay much and it wasn't big-time,
but he was singing and Mae was very
proud of him.
That was four years ago, and like young
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kids all over the country who marry on
their own, they were determined to be
independent. They were expecting their

first baby, without a cent in the bank,
with their future still to be made. Carol
Elizabeth was born, a replica of her
mother but with her father's snub nose.

Dean and Mae spent almost no money
except for baby food, and Dean continued
to try to get beyond the $40 a week.
What happens when two teenagers

marry against their parents' wishes and
when dreams come up—and crash?
Dean and Mae had to face some mighty

severe tests. Once he was seen by a TV
vice-president. "Say, kid, how would you
like to replace Jo Stafford this summer?"
"How would I like to breathe?" replied

Dean ecstatically. He went out and bought
Carol a load of toys, a couple of new
dresses for Mae, and he even splurged on
a pretty lace outfit, outrageously expen-
sive, for the new baby they were expect-
ing. That took his week's salary, but he
didn't care.

"I'll be on TV soon," he crowed to Mae.
And then a few hours later he learned

the dismaying news: the vice-president
who had hired him had been suddenly
fired. End of job. Back to $40 a week.
Mae tried not to cry, but the tears came.

"Do you suppose you can return these
things?" she asked anxiously. "We can't

pav for them now."
Dean thrust out his strong jaw. "Not

on your life. I'll have to get a good break
now to pay for these things. But they're
not going back. Not if I have to do with-
out eating."

More news
Promises came up for a Broadway show,

and were broken. Mae was very encour-
aging at home. Never did she let him ,

know her disappointment, even when he'd
j

come home, his face long, after an unsuc-
cessful audition. "Well, I didn't make it

'

this time, honey," he'd say.

"Nonsense," Mae would tell him brightly,
|

and cut an extra thick slice of meat for
his dinner. "It's just not your time yet. 1

Did I tell you what the baby did today?
It was the cutest thing. . .

."

She'd make Dean forget for a while, but
the next time an audition would come up

;

and vanish into nothing, Dean wondered
if he'd ever get anywhere. Hopes would
flare up and fizzle. Like the Broadway
show that Vernon Duke, the big New York
producer, wanted Dean to do.
"Do you think you'd like New York

after living here all your life?" he asked
Mae happily, twirling her around. "We'll
be a real Broadway family."
Then came the news that the show

wasn't going to be produced after all.

Any young husband feels disappointed
at not being able to support his family
well. With Dean, there was an extra rea-
son to make good. Mae's parents had
asked her not to marry him; his own par-
ents advised them to wait. He had to
prove that he and Mae were right in run-

j

ning off and marrying secretly.

Then came the break. When he first

received the news to audition at MGM he
didn't tell Mae about it. No sense building
her up for another disappointment. He
kissed her and Carol Elizabeth and said,

"Maybe there'll be something to tell you
tonight."

When he bounced into the house that
night, he couldn't contain himself. "This
is it. But really it!"

His audition at MGM was a click and
,

he was signed as a promising young
|

singer-actor. That was two years ago, but
he has yet to hit a note. In Torpedo Run
and Handle With Care, he was so natural
and displayed sucf strength and virility,

'

that the studio put him into more hard-
hitting roles such as Imitation General
with Glenn Ford, and bypassed his sing-
ing for the time being. He'll be singing,

however, when he joins Debbie in Boy
Friend.

His records are a blast with the teen-
agers, particularly Me, Please, Me, and
when he sings at high school proms he

j

does it for sheer kicks.
v ' . .

j

Dean's women
Dean's proud not only of his fast-rising

career, but of the women in his life. Be-
sides Carol, there is now baby Deanna,
and keeping up with the Joneses means,
eventually, keeping up with a growing
brood.

Mae takes care of their rented house, a

cute modern place in the Valley, and
Dean's a mighty handy guy when it comes
to doing repairs. When he's not racing
his jaunty little Austin-Healey, he packs
his family off for a spin to Palm Springs
or to Balboa, where they go boating.

Night clubs don't see them at all; the out-
doors is more their dish. Dean wasn't
raised on a farm for nothing, and Mae's
a true California product.

There's plenty of love and plenty of >

laughter at the Joneses. They're two kids
who get a great boot out of life—together.

"It's great to marry young," says Dean,
his arm around Mae. "That is, if it's

right. It was right for us. We always
knew that. I'm not telling other kids to

do what we did. We're crazy about our
parents and we've always been devoted
to them. But when they said 'No,' I'm glad

that was one time we didn't listen." END

You can now see Dean in Boy Friend
and in Imitation General, both for MGM.
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Set—with just plain water!

An exclusive new formula— unlike any

other shampoo—leaves hair so manageable

any hair-style is easier to set with just plain

water. Curls are left soft and silky—spring

right back after combing. Waves behave,

flick smoothly into place.

of4 out"of 5" -fop rooi/i'e shirs

how iV\ liquid,

lotion or areavn[
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LUSTRE-CREME • NEVER DRIES • IT BEAUTIFIES!
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Crescent 55* Short Sleeve 55* Regular 55*

Always safe...

never sorry with Kleinert's

Stay-Rite Shields

Stay-Rite Shields hook on like your bra..'.

stay comfortably in place without

sewing or pinning. Just one set protects your

entire wardrobe. Only $1.89. There's

a Kleinert Shield style for every type of sleeve.

every type of dress! AH attach quickly,

easily, wash in a jiff). Priced from 45(S.

And remember. Kleinert guarantees to refund

the purchase price and assume responsibility

for any resulting damage to clothes!

Also available in Canada.



Frank
Westmore
creates

make-up
for a

glamour girl

Are you set for

a lovelier you?
In the make-up of every
glamour girl, her hairdo plays

a most important part. And
there's no better way for you
to achieve hairdo loveliness

than with Gayla and Lady
Mervin products. Like mil-

lions of other smart women,
you'll be set for lasting hair

beauty with Gayla hold-bob,

the all-purpose bobby pin,

best for setting and securing

every hair style. Only Gayla
hold-bob with exclusive
Flexi-Grip has the correct

combination of springiness
and holding power. To attain

your perfect hairdo, use fa-

mous Lady Mervin Hair
Rollers, Do-All Clips and
Wave Clips.

- ®

HOLD-BOB
BOBBY PINS
the world's largest

selling bobby pins

£cLClf|

DO-ALL CLIPS
world's leading all-

purpose hair clips

(BI958 G.P.I.

GAYLORD PRODUCTS, INCORPORATED
1918 Prairie Avenue, Chicago 16, Illinois J
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&\\\\MmW A very funny (IT
'S CRA2Y

'

MAN!)

story of a gentleman

and his high-brow lady

W) M

(VERY SQUARE!)

(THAT (tLES GIRLS" CHICK!)

who try to tame a teen-ager w

and her bongo beating boy-friend

(SHE'S THE MOST!)

(VERY SOLID!)

(MAN . . . everybody. . . but EVERYBODY HAS A BALL!)

M-G-M presents in brilliant COLOR

Rex Harrison • Kay Kendall

^KeluctantT)eI>utaiTte
co-starring

John Saxon • Sandra Dee
Angela Lansbury

Screen Play by William Douglas Home • Based on a Play by William Douglas Home

In Cinemascope and METROCOLOR • An Avon Production

Directed byVincente Minnelli • Produced tyPandro S. Berman 3



for all over

WORTH
SEEING

THIS
MONTH

NEW MOVIES

FOR ROMANCE
Indiscreet

A Certain Smile

FOR ADVENTURE
The Key

FOR DRAMA
Imitation General

FOR ACTION
The Law And Jake Wade

A CERTAIN SMILE

a French word for love

Rossano Brazzi
Joan Fontaine

Bradford Dillman
Christine Carere

Eduard Franz
» The smile belongs to Rossano Brazzi—what

a ladykiller! While his gorgeous wife Joan
Fontaine puts up a brave, well-dressed front,

he is dashing about in his white Mercedes

Benz casting a pearly smile on all the daugh-

ters of France. Here is a romantic young girl

—Christine Carere—who's very lonely because

her parents can't get over the death of their

son. She's engaged to Bradford Dillman, a

classmate at the Sorbonne, but he's not ro-

mantic enough to elope. Instead, he innocently

introduces Christine to his uncle (Brazzi). In

no time Brazzi's telling her he loves her but

—

you know—not forever. She says she knows,

and spends a week with him on the Riviera.

After that idyll Brazzi's ready to return to

business (the money-making kind) but Chris-

tine's ready to die of love (the forever kind).

This is quite a blow to Brazzi (to say nothing

of what it does to his wife, who's become
Christine's best friend). Come to think of it,

it's also quite a blow to Bradford Dillman.

Some elegant scenes of France.

—

CinemaScope,
20th-Fox.

THE KEY

a romantic adventure

William Holden
Sophia Loren

Trevor Howard
Oscar Homolka

Carl Mohner
During the Second World War the English

ran a sea -going tugboat service that went to

the rescue of disabled ships. Lots of times the

tugs which weren't armed didn't come back.

But whenever tugboat captain Trevor Howard
came back, he didn't have to sleep in a ratty

hotel; he had Sophia Loren hovering over him.

Howard tells new Canadian captain William

Holden that she's a great girl and hands him

the key to the flat. Holden is shocked. But

Howard means well ; he means Holden should

use the key only in case of his death. And
Sophia means well. Once she was in love with

a tugboat captain and when he was killed she

started on a one-woman rescue kick. Finally,

much against his high moral code, Holden

uses the key. What follows is touching and ro-

mantic—while the action at sea keeps the ex-

citement high.

—

Columbia.

THE LAW AND JAKE WADE
Robert Taylor

Richard Widmark
killer Widmark out west Patricia Owens

Robert Middleton
Henry Silva

They're all set to hang Richard Widmark
down there in New Mexico when Robert Tay-

lor, all in black, rescues him. Trouble is, Wid-
mark's a cocky killer and Taylor's a respected

sheriff. But once they were bank robbers to-

gether and Taylor figures he owes Widmark
one last favor. Widmark figures Taylor isn't

going to get away that easy—not when he

knows where the haul from their last bank job

is hidden. All of a sudden Robert and his fian-

cee Patricia Owens are kidnapped by Widmark
and his gang. Over hill and dale and desert

they ride to a ghost town where the money's

hidden. There's no doubt that old pal Wid-
mark is going to kill old pal Taylor and his

bride-to-be when he gets the cash. So there

are some lively attempts at escape (all useless),

some lively chatter (Widmark 's clever), some
outside trouble with the Comanches, and some
inside trouble with Widmark 's gang, among
whom is juvenile delinquent Henry Silva.

—

Cint.maScope. MGM. {Continued on paiL_eJ>9)pa 1.



3 kinds ofcurlers

for the 3 critical waving areas

in soft modem hairstyles

!

Only new Bobbi gives you all 3:

16 large sponge rollers give extra body
where your hairstyle needs most sup-
port—add style flare at the sides, give

a lift over the brow, curve a perky
pony-tail.

40 casual pin-curlers for easy-to-make
pin-curls that give overall softness
throughout most of your hairstyle.

6 midget rods for curling the wispy
neckline stragglers.

2

3

life.

The new modern hairstyles need
different kinds of curls in differ-

ent areas—and only new Bobbi
gives them to you. Three differ-

ent kinds of curlers come right in

the Bobbi package—nothing
more to buy! And only new Bobbi
is so easy. It's self-neutralizing.

No resetting . . . you brush out
waves that are soft and natural

looking from the first, yet really

last. New Bobbi instructions for

a variety of modern hairstyles

show where each curler goes to

give a style while you wave. Try
new Bobbi Pin Curl Permanent!

ONLY *2°°

the easy way to lasting waves— the Bobbi way



up
to

better

things!

Happy you! You're the kind of girl who
won't settle for sameness. You try

whatever's new and wonderful—new
lines, new shapes, new colors—smart

new ways of living. Like so many of

today's smart young moderns, you

choose the nicest in sanitary protec-

tion, too . . . Tampax® internal sani-

tary protection! Because it's invisible

and unfelt when in place. Because it's

so dainty to use, to change and dispose

of. Because you never have odor worries

or carrying problems. Because with

Tampax, you can all but forget about

differences in days of the month! Who
wouldnt use Tampax, you say! It's the

modern way! Regular, Super. Junior

absorbencies, wherever drug products

are sold. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer,

Massachusetts.

Want the real truth ? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen,
321 West 44th Street, New York 36. The most interesting

letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies.

9 How many children are Eddie Fisher

and Debbie Reynolds hoping to have?
—L.T., Louisville, Ky.

A They would like to have four.

9 Is there any chance that Liz Taylor
will many Montgomery Clift?

A Not much.
—E.P., N.Y.C.

9 Must Judy Garland post a bond be-

fore she appears on stage?

—J.T., San Francisco, Calif.

A Some employers are demanding a bond
to insure her appearance.

Q Who is the agent that is responsible for

Rock Hudson's success. Where can I

reach him ?

—D.O., Indianapolis, Ind.

A Henrv Willson, Famous Artists, Inc.,

Beverly 'Hills, Calif.

9 Can you tell me who plays opposite

Charleton Heston in Ben Hur?
R.R., Syracuse, N.Y.

A .1)/ Israeli actress named Hay a

Harareet.

9 What's the status of the Anita Ekberg-
Anthony Steele marriage?

—Y.T., Miami, Fla.

A Shaky.

9 Is it true that Bing Crosby has put

his Elko, Xev. cattle ranch up for sale

because none of his boys wants to be-

come a rancher?
—L.R., Reno, Nev.

A True.

9 Is the Joan Collins-Hugh O'Brian
affair for real or for publicitv?

—D.T., Denver, Col.

A .1 little of both.

9 Whatever became of Jane Russell?
— B.T., N.Y.C.

A Just finished a TV series—McCreedy's
Woman, which may debut this fall.

9 Is Grace Kelly coming to the United

States to resume her acting career?

—V.N., Philadelphia, Pa.

A No. Just to visit her parents in Phila-

delphia.

9 Can you tell me what Tab Hunter is

doing these days?
—M.E., Ellenville, N.Y.

A He will team with Sophia Loren soon
in That Kind of Woman.

9 Will Cheryl be allowed to live with her

mother Lana Turner again?
R.T., Chicago, III.

A When she is eighteen. Or before, de-

pending on how the court rules.

9 Isn't it true that the Deborah Kerr-
Tony Bartley marriage was on the rocks

long before the divorce announcement ?

—T.R., London, Eng.
A Certainly it was slipping. (The whole
story is in this issue.)

9 I understand that Frank Sinatra now
cares more for books than he does for

girls. Is this on the level ?

— R.L., Newark, N.J.
A That will be the day!

9 Why does Yul Brynner tell all those

stories about his background?
—N.O., Dover, Del.

A It makes him sound more melodramatic.

9 Is it true that Rock Hudson is taking
singing lessons ? If so, why ?

—A.U.. Portland, Ore.
A Rock is ambitious, would like to star

in a musical.

9 Can you tell me how old Mickey
Rooney is and whether he ever played a

midget ?

—V.T., Rutland, Vt.

A Rooney is thirty-eight ; he played a
midget as a child.

9 Does Bill Holden drink?
—E.T., Los Angeles, Cal.

A Occasionally

.

9 Lew Ayres and Joanne Dru—will

they get married ?

—T.E., Los Angeles, Cailf.

A A possibility but not a probability.

9 Why won't Jennifer Jones pose for

news photographers?
—F.I., Louisville, Ky.

A She's camera-shy, believe it or not.

9 Why won't Hollywood studios permit

tourists to tour studios?

—E.T., Peoria, III.

A They're afraid of interference and law
suits.

9 Is Frank Sinatra afraid of tv?
—E.T., Minneapolis, Minn.

A No. He plans to limit himself to movies.

9 Is it true that Jayne Mansfield cut

Mickev Hargitay's allowance?

—C.T., Akron, Ohio
A Hqrgitay is not on any allowance.



"From the bottom of my heart . .

.

I THANK YOU FOR
MY NEW BODY!
"...thank you, SLIMTOWN, for the slim, chic body

Providence intended for me to have ... for mak-

ing it so easy, so

unhealthy bulk I'd

This letter, in a neat frame,

hangs on the wall of the office of

the president of the SLIMTOWN
Corporation. In the files of the

Company are hundreds of similar

letters . . . letters of thanks and of

gratitude . . . letters full of the joy

of a new life . . . letters of wonder
that SLIMTOWN had done what it

had said it could do—to let a fat

person lose all the weight he
wanted to lose—up to 10, 20, 30,

even 50 or 70 Ihs. of ugly over-

weight without struggle, without

the stress of giving up good foods
(even desserts), without a doctor's

prescription.

Once more, please read the ex-

cerpt from this lady's letter—
"...thank you for making it so

EASY, so CALM, so PEACEFUL
to lose the fat . . . I'd been carry-

ing around so long . .

."

Yes, this lady has good reason to bless
SLIMTOWN. SHE didn't have to pay
the old-fashioned price for her new, slim
figure. She didn't have to go through the
long, long months of excruciating diet,
giving up the foods she loved so much.
Nor do YOU have to sweat and strain
and labor week after week just to take
off a solitary stubborn inch. You no
longer have to watch hated calories, rely
on habit forming drugs, snap at your
friends and family, go through months
of torture always with that hunger-pang
deep in your stomach.

No! You Don't Have to Suffer
to Become Slim

Stop for. a moment and read this sen-
tence again : You don't have to suffer to
become slim! Think what this adver-
tisement is promising you— is GUAR-
ANTEEING you! YOU CAN LOSE
THAT UGLY FAT QUICKLY,
SAFELY, WITHOUT DISCOMFORT,
WITHOUT HUNGER PANGS, WITH-
OUT FRUSTRATION . . . Right now,
right this minute you can plan your
NEW figure. Do you want to shed 9
pounds the very first week? Up to 24
pounds the first month? 40 ... 50 ... 70
pounds in all? Do you? What a question!
Of course, you do.

But you ask another question : Will it

cost me blood, sweat, tears? The answer
is NO. You will eat what you want to
eat, anything you want . . . and the
pounds will drop off. You will be calm,
peaceful, sleep like a baby . . . and the
pounds will continue to melt away. You
may have less will-power than a kitten.
No matter. Steadily, surely, safely you
will become slimmer and slimmer. Will
you be tired, depressed, ill-humored? No,
none of these. Astonished as you may be
at the speed the fat is leaving you, you
will be even more amazed at how much
AT PEACE YOU ARE WITH YOUR-
SELF. Your energy, your disposition,
your zest for life will bring you almost
as much joy as the new, slimmer you
that your mirror will show you with
each passing day.

This Sounds Too Good
to Be True.

What Makes It Possible?

The answer lies in one word—SLIM-
TOWN. And behind this name is a story.

calm, so peaceful to lose the fat,

been carrying around so long..."

An exciting, thrilling story of a doctor

and his goal—a medical doctor who be-

came obsessed with the belief that na-

ture hadn't intended for people to become
fat. Troubled by first-hand effects of

obesity in his patients—heart disease,

diabetes, hypertension, deep insecurity

—he became a sworn enemy of fat, the

killer.

He knew the problem wasn't so com-

plex. The reason people become fat is

simple. They overeat. How about the

answer to the problem? Ah, not so sim-

ple. Up until recently, he, like other

doctors, knew only one answer—vigor-

ous, self-disciplined dieting. But in case

after case he saw how rarely that was
successful, how many times a patient

would start off bravely on a diet and
then, unable to stick to it, wander off

it and grow even fatter than before.

Then along came a substance which

depressed the appetite. Immediately, a

rash of "reducing" pills, tablets', liquids,

cookies, wafers all hit the market, all

promising fancy results. But the trouble

with this appetite depressant was that

it also upset the person tak'ng it. It

made one feel lost, vaguely dissatisfied,

jittery, as though all the fun had been

taken but of life. And so, after a few
days of half-hearted and miserable try-

ing, the pills and the cookies and the

liquids were doing nothing but taking up
room in the medicine chest—all failures.

But clouds have silver linings, they

say; and from these failures the doctor

suddenly knew the clear, exciting answer
—the answer to the quest for a safe

reducing product which could make any

fat person reduce, no matter how much
he loved to eat. Of course, the pills and
the liquids—the so-called reducers—had
been bound to end up in the medicine

chest! How in the world could they be
anything but failures when the one,

vital, all-important element was missing
—the one substance that would go to

work, not only on the appetite, but on
the hunger pangs . . . the one agent that
would SOOTHE THE PATIENT,
KEEP HIM CALM AND HAPPY,
AT PEACE WITH HIMSELF, HIS
STOMACH, AND THE WORLD! That
was the basic problem . . . and from that
SLIMTOWN was born.
Now that he was on the right track,

the doctor-scientist began his search for
the method that would once and for all

get to the real cause of overweight and
overcome it ... a method that a doctor
could confidently recommend to all nor-
mally healthy people, but which would
not require a doctor's prescription. And
then he discovered the benefits of Pacifin.-
Yes, PACIFIN, the amazing wonder
drug that calms and soothes. PACIFIN,
the all-important, ingredient which all

other reducing products lacked, and
which made the difference between strug-
gling to lose weight, or losing pounds
easily, pleasantly, almost automatically.
PACIFIN, that lets you sleep like a
baby, smile at the world, look forward
to each day with pleasure, secure in the
knowledge that this is another day on
the road to the body and health you've
dreamed of possessing.
But like a true scientist, the doctor

workod carefully. He knew he had the
key to overcoming obesity; now his job
was to test it beyond doubt. Expertly,
he combined PACIFIN with other sub-
stances, each designed to perform •&

The Most Unprecedented Guarantee You Ever Read

You are going to read a guarantee you've never seen
before—a guarantee that can be made only because the
makers of SLIMTOWN are convinced they are putting out
the finest reducing method known, without a doctor's

prescription. Here is our guarantee:
• Loss S Ibi. the first two days or every penny back (10 day Supply)
• Lose 9 lbs. the first week or every penny back (10 day Supply)
• Lose 20 lbs. the first 20 days or every penny back (20 day Supply)
• Lose 30 lbs. the first 30 days or every penny back (30 day Supply)

Lose in all every pound you've filled in on the coupon or EVERY* PENNY
BACK you've paid for SLIMTOWN (reckoned at I day's supply for every
pound you want to lose).

particular function. Experimenting and

testing for months, he finally created

what is unquestionably the only true re-

ducing product sold without a doctor's

prescription—SLIMTOWN.

What Is Slimtown?
There is no mystery to SLIMTOWN.

It is simply another testimonial to the

great work coming out of medical science

today. There are three medically-known
ingredients that all work together to

make your SLIMTOWN weight reduc-
ing program the surest, quickest, safest,

and most pleasant you have ever tried.

Here are the three ingredients, GUAR-
ANTEED to help you, no matter how
many other methods have failed you in

the past:

(1) SLIMTOWN TABLETS CON-
TAIN PACIFIN—the peaceful wonder-
drug that calms and soothes you.
PACIFIN'S all-important function is

that it removes from you the strain

that is inevitable in all other reducing
methods. It helps your disposition to

remain sunny, it helps you sleep health-
fully and calmly, it eliminates the edgi-

ness that accompanies other reducing
programs and pills. It is the benevolent
weight guardian that insures the suc-

cess of SLIMTOWN.
(2) SLIMTOWN TABLETS CON-

TAIN ANTIPAT1N — another amazing
substance that goes right to work on the
centers concerned with hunger. With
ANTIPATIN you continue to enjoyall
your favorite foods, but magically that
old craving for food has diminished,
you hear yourself refusing seconds a'nd

thirds; you feel full, satisfied with life.

You just don't want to eat more.

(3) SLIMTOWN TABLETS CON-
TAIN GASTROFILIN—a remarkable no-
calorie ingredient that actually "fools"
your stomach, makes it feel half-full of
food, even before you sit down to eat.
With GASTROFILIN you just don't
find the room to put away your usual
over-supply of food.

The Most Unprecedented
Guarantee You Ever Read
You are going to read a guarantee

you've never seen before—a guarantee
that can be made only because the mak-
ers of SLIMTOWN are convinced they

are putting out the finest reducing

method known, without a doctor's pre-

scription. Here is our guarantee:

• Lose 5 lbs. the first two days or

every penny back (10 day Supply)
• Lose 9 lbs. the first week or

every penny back (10 day Supply)
• Lose 20 lbs. the first 20 days or

every penny back (20 day Supply)
• Lose 30 lbs. the first 30 days or

every penny back (30 day Supply)
Now read this:

Lose, in all, every pound you've filled

in on the coupon or every penny back
you've paid for SLIMTOWN (reckoned

at 1 day'* supply for every pound you
want to lose).

That's right! If you wish to lose 50-

60-even 70 lbs. and if the proper supply
of SLIMTOWN doesn't do it for you
EVERY PENNY BACK and no ques-
tions asked! Have you ever seen such a
guarantee? Can't be made by any prod-
uct that isn't absolutely confident it can
do the job? Of course not! And because
SLIMTOWN is supremely confident that
you will lose your excess weight quickly,
easily, pleasantly, it makes this un-
precedented offer. So go to the coupon
now. Read it carefully, filling in the
order that will be right for you: In a
matter of hours SLIMTOWN will be on
its way to you—ready in its peaceful,
safe, pleasant effectiveness to make you
as slim as you want to be or your money
back. We mean just that— EVERY
POUND YOU WANT TO LOSE!
CONGRATULATIONS IN ADVANCE
TO THE NEW YOU!

SLIMTOWN, INC., Dept. 971, 228 Lexington Avenue, New York 16, N. Y.

Gentlemen

:

Please RUSH my SLIMTOWN TABLETS as ordered below. You promise
that unless SLIMTOWN loses weight for me as outlined in your guarantee,
I will be refunded my full purchase price.

( ) Rush 10-Day SLIMTOWN Supply. I enclose only $2.98. I will pay
postman $2.98 plus C.O.D. and postage charges on arrival.

( ) Rush 20-Day SLIMTOWN Supply. I enclose only $4.98. I will pay
postman $4.98 plus C.O.D. and postage charges on arrival.

( ) Rush 30-Day SLIMTOWN Supply. I enclose only $6.98. I will pay
postman $6.98 plus C.O.D. and postage charges on arrival.

I expect to lose pounds in : days (reckoned at 1 day's supply
for every pound). If I don't, I am to get back every penny I spent for SLIM-
TOWN.
NAME_
ADDRESS
Important: Save expensive postage t C.O.D. chare** by enclosing payment. Sam* guarant**.
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modern screen's 8 page gossip extra!

LOUELLA PARSONS
in hollywood

A Special Party

IN THIS ISSUE: * A Disillusioning Divorce

* A Surprising Marriage

Clark Gable and his lovely wife Kay Spreekels were among the many stars

who turned out to meet my honored guests at cocktails in my garden. . . .



LOUELLA PARSONS
in Hollywood

louella parsons'

GOOD NEWS

Jack Benny's Mary hasn't been feeling too well lately, so lie came alone. But found Bob Hope to talk to.-

I GIVE A PARTY

Modesty (a bit of it anyway) pre-
vents me from calling the party I gave in

honor of Mr. and Mrs. William Randolph
Hearst, Jr., Mr. and Mrs. Harold Kern, J. D.

Gortatowsky, Frank Conniff and my other

Hearst newspaper bosses, party of the month.

But I was very happy that so many stars

turned out to meet my honored guests at

cocktails in the garden of my home. Even the

flowers seemed to be blooming their prettiest

and the lawn looked its greenest contrasted

against the white tables and white umbrellas.

California's Governor Goodwin Knight and
his vivacious wife Virginia were among the

first arrivals and it was hard to tell whether
Clark Gable, Gary Cooper and Jimmy
Stewart got a bigger kick out of being pho-

tographed with the governor and his wife—or

the governor and Virginia with them!

June Allyson came in a black trapeze

dress and I was amused to overhear Ronnie
Reagan—Nancy was in the hospital after

welcoming their son—say to Dick Powell,

"Do you like those dresses?"

"Nope," said Dick, "but I like the girl in

it." Now there's a nice husband for you.

Mrs. Clark Gable also was in black, a
cocktail suit and small black hat, and Dana
Wynter wore a stunning black figure-slim

cocktail dress—but most of the other chicly

gowned women were in the gayest colors.

I'll be a good scout—and hostess, I hope

—

and not mention the names of all the femmes
who let out a big sigh when Rossano
Brazzi and his wife Lidia arrived. There are

few foreign stars ever to visit our town who
have made the hit of the Brazzis. He's even
better looking off screen than on, if possible,

and she is a dear and so much fun.

I heard Rossano telling Lorena Mayer,
widow of Louis B. Mayer, that her late hus-

band was one of the giants of the industry

both here and abroad and I know this pleased

her. It was Lorena's first social appearance
since the death of L. B.

Jack Benny came alone as Mary hasn't

felt well lately and isn't going out much.
Dorothy Malone was escorted by social-

ite bachelor Arthur Cameron. She wore a rose

taffeta dress caught up high on the skirt with

a big rose.

Looking like a big doll in a summer cotton, ['

Debbie Reynolds was very solicitous of 1

Eddie Fisher. Eddie was just out of the'

hospital with an attack of appendicitis. (See 1

my story about the Fishers on page 40.) !

Judy Garland was given a warm re-j

ception. She and Sid certainly look happy I

now that their marital troubles are patched
up. "Everything is all right with us again,"

Judy told me. "And, I feel so well again." She
plays tennis every day and she is working
hard on her voice, having just made a beau-
tiful new album. Her friends are so happy
about her Cocoanut Grove engagement, too.

Jack Warner, the Charles Bracketts, William
Goetzes, Buddy Adlers, Jack Wrathers, Ann
Miller, Ann Blyth and Dr. McNulty, Mrs.

Darryl Zanuck, Greg Bautzer (with Dana
Wynter, of course), Irene Dunne and Dr
Francis Griffin, Jack Haley, the Walter Langs,

Fred MacMurrays, Loretta Young and
Tommy Sands and many, many more dear
friends all helped to make this happy event,

an occasion I shall never forget.

10



It was good to see so many dear friends on this happy occasion...

June Allyson confides to Edgar Bergen the funny comment husband
Dick Powell made to me about her brand new black trapeze dress.

ABOVE One of the happiest couples around
—the charming MacMurrays, Fred and June

FAR LEFT Dorothy Malone wore a taffeta dress.

I thought it ivas so pretty. LEFT Rossano Brazzi

is even better looking off the screen than on, and
Lidia is a dear and so much fun. This couple

have really made a hit.



LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued 1

Ricky Nelson, latest idol of the
teenagers, tells me he isn't planning to

enter college this fall. "I can't—there's too

much on tap," he explains.

One of the most important, other than his

recordings and tours, is the offer producer

Jerry Wald has made him to co-star with his

father Ozzie in The Wild Country at 20th.

The original title of The Wild Country

was The Hound Dog Man. Says Jerry. "We
changed it lest somebody think it was the

life of Elvis Presley.

Jack (Mr. Dragnet) Webb and red-
headed Jackie Loughery had kept the

seriousness of their romance so well that

when Jack called me one morning and said

he'd like to see me for a little while that

afternoon, I thought he was coming to tell

me about his new film deal with Warners!
But when he walked in, hand in hand with

Jackie, they might have been singing

—

that's how happy they looked. They hardly

needed to add they'd come to give me an
'exclusive' about their approaching marriage.

They were married June 24th.

Frankly, I'll admit I was surprised. I knew
Jack and Jackie had been dating—but I

thought Jack was too soured on marriage to

try again. He had said at the time of his

divorce and property settlement from second

wife Dorothy Towne, "never again." He was
still paying on his whopping divorce settle-

ment to Julie London by whom he has two

daughters. Some of his pals referred to Webb
as "alimony poor."

But cupid has struck again and this time.

Jack is convinced things are going to be

different.

"I'm not going to work as hard as I have in

the past. I don't mean I'm not going to give

my tv shows and films my best efforts, but

I'm not going to work nights as well as days.

I'm going to take some enjoyment from life

with Jackie.

"We have similar tastes. We're not going

to have a big house, for one thing. We'll

take a small place near the studio and dur-

ing our free time we'll travel."

They told me they met when Jackie was
interviewed by Jack for a part in Pefe

Kelly's Blues. Jackie said, beaming, "It was
on Valentine's Day—a year ago. I got the

role—and the man." Quite a valentine.

Jackie, too, knows about unhappy marriage.

She and Guy Mitchell had a short and un-

happy union. Because of this, she's giving

up her career to be the happy Mrs. Jack

Webb, housewife.

Jack Webb was soured on
But Jackie Loughery changed

marriage,

his mind.

IM

"It's all a lot of malarky," Peter Viertel (above, left) insists. But fony Bartley (dancing with

Deborah Kerr in happier days) charges him with 'enticing' the affections of his ivife Deborah.

Neither of the 'gentlemen' in-

volved in Deborah Kerr's marriage

troubles has conducted himself with any par-

ticularly marked gallantry, if you ask me.

After her husband, producer Tony Bartley,

startled two continents by charging that

writer Peter Viertel had 'enticed' Deborah's

affections while in Vienna making The Journey.

Viertel remarked to reporters, "It's all a lot of

malarky." That's a very unfortunate and flip-

pant word to describe the heartache that has

been brought on Deborah by her husband's

—

as yet unproven—charges and his petition to

the English Court to keep their two children,

Melanie, ten, and Francesco, six, with him in

London.

If this happens it is going to crush the heart

out of Deborah. I know one thing—and Tony

12 Bartley knows it, too—Deborah is one of the

most loving and devoted mothers in the world.

No one really knows what goes on in a
marriage, or what goes wrong with it but

the two people involved. But if there is a

villain in this break-up of what Hollywood
and England considered a happy marriage,

it is the long long stretches of time their

work caused Deborah and Tony to be apart.

In the early days of their marriage, eleven

years ago, Tony managed the career of his

wife who was then looked upon as a sort of

goody-goody leading lady. But it was not the

best arrangement in the world, and Tony turned

to his own work—he produces several suc-

cessful tv shows in Europe—and Deborah

began to soar—after her surprisingly sexy

portrayal in From Here to Eternity.

During the past four years, friends say, they

have spent just fifteen months together with

Tony flying to Hollywood to be with Deborah
and their children between pictures.

Deborah said she liked the arrangement. "It

keeps us from ever becoming bored as often

happens when people are constantly together,"

she once said. "Tony and I are always so

happy to be together, so glad to see one
|

another. I don't know whether it is the ideal

marriage arrangement—but it has worked out

happily for us." Everyone believed that. The

Bartleys gave every indication of being one

of the happiest of married couples and they

both adored their pretty redheaded little girls.

And then these crushing charges from Tony
-—and Deborah's announcement that she is

filing for a divorce in the courts of her

'adopted' California.

It's a sad and disillusioning ending to an-

other Hollywood love story.



Eddie shoivs off his latest baby photos to Liz Taylor between shows.

Eddie Cantor shares Debbie's jubilation over Eddie's success.

Las Vegas weekend: If there were any
stars left in Hollywood when Eddie Fisher
opened at the Tropicana, I don't know who
they could be. Not only is Eddie a very

popular boy with his fellow performers, but

there were great shows all up and down the

Vegas 'strip' including Sammy Davis, Jr. at

The Sands, Joe E. Lewis at El Rancho Vegas,

Polly Bergen, the McGuire Sisters and many
more.

Dean Martin and his pretty, blonde

Jeanne came up a couple of days ahead of

good friend Eddie's opening. I got to know
Jeanne better than ever before. She is such

a fine girl and such a wonderful mother to

Dean's seven children, four by his first mar-

riage—and he and Jeanne have three.

Sitting and sunning, I asked Jeanne if it

sometimes wasn't a bit of a burden having so

many children to care for. She shook her

head, "No, the older ones help me care for the

younger children. I feel proud and happy to

have such a family."

Elizabeth Taylor planed down with

Mike Todd, Jr. and Arthur Loew, Jr. to be

ringside when Eddie—Mike Todd, Sr.'s closg^

pal—opened. Liz looking beautiful in a black

dinner dress with pearl necklace, earrings

and bracelets, attracted a lot of attention.

But she wasn't mobbed by autograph seekers

as she usually is; everyone politely respected

Liz's feeling and desire for privacy.

Of course, Debbie Reynolds was on

hand, having driven up the day before. She

was so proud of the reception Eddie received

—and deserved. Never in his life has he sung

better and the place came down in a heap.

I saw Joan Collins in one of the new
chemise dresses, at Polly Bergen's show and
she looked very attractive, but even Joan

looked startled and surprised when Polly

introduced her from the stage as "the most

beautiful girl in the world." Polly, a looker

herself, brought a $70,000 wardrobe to Las

Vegas.

As for Sammy Davis, Jr., at The Sands
where I always stop, he was literally knocking

himself out appearing twice nightly in Las

Vegas and flying into Los Angeles at the

crack of dawn for his Anna Lucasta movie

LEFT Joan Collins ivas surprised

when Polly Bergen introduced her as

"the most beautiful girl in the world."

role plus reporting at the Sam Goldwyn
Studios for wardrobe fittings for his next

picture, Porgy and Bess. I don't know how
he does it—but he does, and the nightclub

crowds just go crazy over Sammy.

We lost two great actors and fine

gentlemen this month in the deaths of Brit-

ish Ronald Colman and Robert Donat.
Both had been ill for a long time. Ronnie with

a chest condition, Donat with a devastating

asthmatic condition. Each created his own
tradition among motion picture artists. Neither

can ever be replaced.

I had talked with Ronnie and Benita at their

home near Santa Barbara just a few weeks

ABOVE Robert Donat told Ingrid

Bergman lie would finish their latest

film, and with great effort, he did.

previous to his fatal illness. At that time,

Ronnie was much better and they were plan-

ning a trip to England with their daugher.

I am glad that the last time I spoke with

Ronnie, he seemed well and happy and ex-

cited about revisiting his native land.

As for Donat, it is a miracle that the man
who made movie history as the loveable Mr.

Chips ever got through his role with Ingrid
Bergman in The Inn Of The Sixth Happi-

ness. Only a super-human effort brought him

through his arduous role. "I shall finish,"

he quietly told Ingrid—and he did. Two days

after the final camera had turned, Donat was
taken to the hospital where he died and a

great talent was lost to the world. 13



LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

I NOMINATE FOR STARDOM-
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I nominate for stardom—Tommy |

Sands: and I mean stardom in a big way |

as an actor as well as the teenagers' singing \

idol. I have known this talented and modest |

boy ever since he and his mother came to |

Hollywood. Becoming good friends through |

our mutual friend, composer Jimmy McHugh, |

we have dined together, attended previews |

and premieres and talked at least twice a |

week on the telephone. |

But even so, I was not fully conscious of |

the range of Tommy's talent until just re- |

cently when I saw him give a straight dra- |

matic performance on a Studio One TV show.

It was not an easy role. Tommy played a

young singing celebrity who returns to his

home town and takes up the cause of a

juvenile delinquent, a boy who had been

falsely accused on every side. In defending

the boy, Tommy is rebuffed and thwarted by
the local judges. It was a role that required

a lot of dramatic know-how—and I admit I

sat there with my mouth open as my young
friend Tommy played it to the hilt.

I was amused the next day to read where
Tommy's movie producer, Jerry Wald of 20th

Century-Fox, didn't want Tommy to do any
more acting on TV, just singing. Jerry says

he should conserve the impact of his dramatic

talent for his screen roles such as he is now
playing in Mardi Gras. I won't get into that

argument.

All I can say is that of the group of singers

now appearing before the movie cameras

(Elvis Presley, Gary Crosby, Pat
Boone among them) Tommy thus far has

shown the most natural talent for acting. Look-

ing not at all like Tony Curtis off-screen, he

bears a marked resemblance to the popular

Tony before the cameras. And, that ain't bad.
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Kim Novak was smart in minding her

studio bosses and being conveniently 'out of

town' when General Rafael Trujillo, Jr., made
his return trip to Hollywood. Kim called me
from Alisal Ranch, near Santa Barbara, where
she was vacationing with her mother, sister,

and brother-in-law to say that she was motor-

ing back to Chicago with her family.

When I asked her, "Are you going to marry

the General?" she said with finality, "Cer-

tainly not. You ought to know that."

It remained for Trujillo, Jr.'s other girl friend,

Zsa Zsa, to pull the funniest crack about his

having 'flunked' his courses at the army
training school. "How could he fail?" inquired

Zsa Zsa. "He's already a general."

Marlon Brando and Johnny Saxon
have become friends. It's probably due to

the Brando influence that young Saxon is

refusing to discuss his private life, including

the seemingly bitter ending of his long ro-

mance with girl friend Vickie Thall.

As both Marlon and Johnny hate personal

publicity so much, I was intrigued indeed the

other night to spot these young men in a drug

store standing at the magazine rack leafing

through movie magazines. What do Marlon Brando
(above) and Johnny Saxon
(right) have in common?
It's probably that they hate

personal publicity so much.



PERSONAL
OPINIONS:

Those nice people, Anne and Kirk Doug-
las were sure they wanted a little girl but the

stork brought a little boy—Kirk's fourth son

—

and now the Douglases are sure they wanted a
little brother for their firstborn Peter all along.

The Robert Stacks got what they

wanted. A boy, Charles, to go with their year-

and-a-half old daughter.

I don't blame President Eisenhower and the

First Lady for asking to have Gigi shown twice

at the White House. It's the most delightful

musical, with Leslie Caron and Maurice
Chevalier plumb wonderful as usual, and
Louis Jourdan a big surprise as the rich

young man Gigi is out to marry. Should boost

Jourdan's stock sky high.

Mioyshi Umeki, much discussed Jap-

anese actress who won an Oscar for Sayonara,

is marrying American Wynnfield Opie, TV di-

rector. "His name Opie sounds as Japanese as

mine," giggles Miyoshi, blushing happily.

Sue and Alan Ladd will be the happiest

grandparents in the world come February.
Sue's pretty daughter, Carol Lee Ladd and
her new husband John Vietch are on the

stork's calling list.

Lauren Baca II still isn't dating anyone
special since her romance with Frank Si-
natra went on the rocks. She goes to parties

with married friends.

Jerry Lewis may take legal action
against Jerry Lee Lewis, the latter a singer

who was booed off the stage after he married
his thirteen-year-old cousin. Our Jerry is sick of

being confused with 'this kissin' cousin.'

One of the most beautiful of the 'sec-

ond generation' weddings was that of Lo-
retta Young's daughter Judith Therese

Lewis to TV producer Joseph L. Tinney, Jr. It

will be many a day before there is a bride as

lovely as Judy. A special blessing from the

Pope was given at the high nuptial mass at the

Good Shepherd Church in Beverly Hills. It

was a beautiful, beautiful wedding Loretta

gave her daughter, followed by a reception

and a bridal luncheon at her home.
I saw Rosalind Russell, Irene Dunne,

Janet Gaynor, Cesar Romero, Flobelle

Fairbanks, Burden, Wesley Ruggles' young
son, Maria Cooper (Rocky and Gary's
beautiful daughter) among the many guests.

The bride wore the traditional white gown
of velvet engraved satin with high neckline

and long sleeves. A four yard trapeze-train

flowed from the bridal veil set in a tiny crown
of white satin trimmed with velvet rosebuds.

The proud mother of the bride, the lovely

Loretta, wore a pale blue dress with matching
hat.

It always gives me a lump in the throat to

see these children of the stars growing up
and marrying and starting their own lives.

The best wishes of all of her mother's old

friends go to Judy and her handsome bride-

groom. And, oh yes, she'll continue the career

she started in tv last year after they return

from a Honolulu honeymoon.

Sue and Alan Ladd will be the happiest %t Stacks got what they wanted—a boy.

OPEN LETTER
to Yul Brynner

I am very glad that you sent Walter Lang a
letter apologizing for a magazine article in

which it was stated that you were taking bows
on the direction of The King and I; previous to

this, you had sent previous denials to me and
to your press agents in Hollywood from Vienna
where you were making the journey.

If ever anything needed explanation and
clarification, Yul, it was this implied slur
against the record of one of the nicest men
and finest directors in the industry, my long-
time friend Walter Lang.
You won an Oscar for your portrayal in

The King and I. Walter won a richly de-
served nomination, many people thinking he,
too, deserved an Oscar.

Seldom have I been so indignant about any-
thing as I was when I read the ridiculous
article. I wrote in my newspaper column,
"How big-headed can even a bald-head get?"

.4.1:
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I was fighting mad and one of the things I was
most angry about is that Walter wasn't fight-

l ing back. Always the gentleman, he said
' nothing. But his friends, including myself,

wouldn't take it lying down.
You, perhaps better than anyone else, know

how much Walter's direction meant to the

screen version of The King and I. It was a
finer film than it was a stage production. You
were excellent in the Broadway presentation

—but you were far better in the screen
version. Walter deserves a lot of credit be-

cause he knows movies and knows how to

get the best out of even celebrated stage

actors.

I am glad you acted so quickly in clearing

up this unfortunate misunderstanding. I like

you, I admire you as an actor and now, I can
again, I admire you as a person. Only, in the

future try not to even give the impression of

taking bows that rightly belong to another.

There's plenty of glory for you. You're a fine

actor. P.S. : Now that we're friends again, I

take back that crack about a bald head. 15



LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

LEFT A reader
thinks that Brigitte

Bardot is too selfish

for Frank Sinatra.

BELOW LEFT An-
other reader says

Lars Schmidt should

be called Ingrid's 'fu-

ture husband,.'

BELOW Sorry,
there wasn't enough
space for a larger

photo of Miyoshi,

but next time. . . .

THE LETTER BOX:
Wow. Is Paul Newman zooming up fast

Ja-

in this month's letters? He's just slightly back/

>

of Rock Hudson, still No. 1 man. But Paul is! j*

breathing hot down his neck. *

Elvira Meighan, Kansas City, just abaytj;

sums up the feeling of many when she writes: I

"PauJ is handsome, a fine actor and he has !

dignify in his private life. He's the most im- i

porfanf assef to morion pictures since Marlon
Brando."
Dianne Hodges, Taunton, Mass., says, "I

lead your interview with Rock Hudson in

the June Modern Screen and ioved if—excepf

for one thing—flock raving about Mae West.
I saw fheir acf on TV and thought it was the

most vulgar I have ever seen."

"I didn't see South Pacific on the stage so

I have no comparisons to make between

Mitzi Gaynor and Mary Martin. But I

think Mitzi is just great," enthuses Mrs. Sam
Trotter, Detroit. I agree with you, Mrs. Sam,

Mitzi was very good indeed following Mary
without imitating her.

"Esther," who says she won't give her full

name because she is a stewardess on one of

the big airlines—and her bosses might not

like it—"°nri« -Tf
—

mental in the air even during bad weather.

Zsa Zsa Gabor is always arranged in furs

and diamonds and puts on as much of an act

for the other passengers as she does on a
TV program—buf fhey enjoy her." Thanks,

Esther.

From the U.S. Forces Base in Nurenberg,

Germany, Suzanne Schooley postcards:

"Have just seen Peyton Place here in Ger-

many and it is the best liked American movie
we have seen this year. Most of us in the

Armed Forces here think it should have won
the Academy Award—and we've seen Bridge

On the River Kwai too." Jerry Wald, Lana
Turner and the rest of the cast thank you.

"I want Modern Screen fo prinf a full-page

picture of Miyoshi Umeki, suitable for

framing," asks Larry Eivers, New York.

' ~ * * ' —^"Hers is fhe cufesf and most expressive face

I've ever seen." How about it, David Myers?
Bebe Borson—says she was named after

,
Bebe Daniels and I can tell her she couldn't

have been named after a sweeter person

tiian my close friend Bebe—writes: "It makes

e me Jaugh and laugh and laugh, all that non-

as sense of how Frank Sinatra is going fo faJJ

ta for Brigitte Bardot when they make a

.ast movie together in Paris. Frankie is the greatest

-j in!*t!l" lU'lffpota^^and needs someone who understands him, not

a little cutie who thinks only of herself." How
do you know Brigitte thinks only of herself,

Bebe?
"I always read your Good News column.

It is informative and interesting—buf when
you refer to Lars Schmidt as Ingrid Berg-
man's 'boy friend' it makes me feel that you

are implying something unpleasant," chides

N. Rotash. "1 prefer to think of him as her

future husband, her friend, and we can omit

that word 'boy.' I'm sure the sophisticated,

mature Ingrid would resent it also." There

are those who will argue with you that a 'boy

friend' is something unpleasant, my friend.

That's all for now. See you next month

—



delivery

to

GREER
GARSON

One morning several years ago, a well known Beverly Hills decorator answered the

telephone.

"This is Greer Garson," said the voice at the other end. "I have a small problem, and

I wish you would help me with it."

At sound of the famous voice, the interior decorator was like a new man. Here was

one star whom he liked to work for. She always knew what she wanted and, what was

more important, she was rarely dissatisfied with a job well done.

"I'll be right over," said the decorator.

In less than ten minutes he was sitting in the handsome living room of the El Camino

home Greer then lived in. She was prepared for him. She had a notebook in her hand,

a well-sharpened pencil, a yardstick, and some color cards.

"You have a cabinet shop, haven't you?"

The interior decorator nodded.

"I'm asking that because I have rather a nice idea for a dressing table," she explained,

"and also because I'd like to have it within a week." She started drawing rapidly—and

expertly.

"I'm tired of the usual vanities with complicated drawers and folding mirrors," she

went on. "So this is what I have in mind—and it's all done with a sheet of glass and

two pillars."

However, instead of using cut-down sections of front porch pillars from an old house

—

which was very much in vogue at the time—Greer wanted her pillars made to order:

hollow, and with a door that opened into each, with shelves inside where she could keep

her cosmetics.

"I hate a dressing table littered with creams and powder puffs and astringents," said

Greer. "What do you think of my idea?"

"Fine," said the decorator, "but the pillars have to be fluted, and that means each

strip has to be carved and glued separately! One week??!"

"One week," said Greer, firmly. "I want everything in place for my housewarming."

The decorator sighed. "I'll do my best."

"You'll make it," said Greer, cheerfully. "Oh, and another thing—no knobs on the

doors. I want tassels. Here's the color."

The decorator perked up. "I have exactly that color in a cotton tassel."

Greer Garson frowned. "I loathe cotton," she said. "They have to be silk; three

inches long. Take some white ones and have them dyed.

"One week," she reminded him as he left.

The interior decorator kept his promise. A week later to the minute, he backed his

station wagon into the driveway of Miss Garson's home, right up to the front door.

Letting down the back of the wagon, he pulled the two fluted pillars forward. In the

bright California sun they gleamed white and shiny, and looked most impressive. Then,

feeling a touch of pride in his work, he rang the bell.

The door was opened by Greer Garson's stolid Welsh maid. She looked at the caller

and at the two white fluted pillar supports. Then, before he could say a word, over her

shoulder she called:

"Oh, Miss Garson—the man with the garbage cans is here!" 17



FARLEY GRANGER, star of STAGE, SCREEN, TV

^cjul can always tell a HALO girl

Her hair has that look-again look

You can always tell a Halo Girl,

You can tell by the shine of her hair.

The magic glow of a Halo Girl,

Goes with her everywhere.

The magic of Halo shampoo is pure and simple. Halo's modern
cleansing ingredient is the mildest possible . . . the purest possible.

He'll love the satiny shine Halo's rich, rich

brightening-and-smoothing lather brings to your hair.

Get that look-again look, today — with pure, sparkling Halo.

HALO glorifies as it cleans
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It is not good that man should be alone; I will

make him a helpmeet for him.—Genesis II, 18

AND so they were married, on June 7, 1958,

Richard Egan at the age of 36, Patricia

Hardy at the age of 26, in the Church of Our
Lady, Star of the Sea, San Francisco. Church

law requires that the knot be tied in the home
parish of the bride and, if not the bride's, the

groom's. Pat's parish is Blessed Sacrament, in

Hollywood; Rich's is in St. Martin of Tours, in

Brentwood. But Rich wanted more than any-

thing else in the world (Continued on page 53)

by Mike Connolly

"What God hath joined together, let no man
put asunder," spoke Father Willis softly.

20

After the ceremony both families got together for an old fash-

ioned family portrait: (I. to r.) Father Willis, Dad and Mom Egan,

Richard and Pat, and Pat's parents, Mr. and Mrs. Washington.

Off to the honeymoon in a shower of rice.







At the crossroads of her life,

Deborah Kerr prays:

Please

don't let

me lose my
children"

TTVEBORAH KERR paced nerv-

ously up and down the living

room of her sumptuous cream-col-

ored suite in the Hotel Imperial in

Vienna, her pale pink dressing gown
swirling around her. She ran a

hand, anguished, through her au-

burn hair.

In her other hand, she held a pa-

per—a paper which threatened her

whole happiness.

Only a half hour earlier she had

received a paper from her husband's

attorneys in London. As she read it

her face turned pale and she col-

lapsed weakly into a chair.

"I can't let myself go to pieces,"

Deborah told herself. "I can't
"

She forced herself to stand up and

began to stride in nervous steps, as

though to give herself strength.

With unseeing eyes she looked out

the tall French windows at the cars

and people going about their lives

in the busy street below.

The greatest thing in her life, her

wonderful relationship with her two

daughters, was being threatened.

She wasn't too surprised or shocked

at Tony's wanting a divorce. . .

they had both faced that problem

for months. But the shocking thing

was that Tony wanted to take the

two children away from her, make
them wards of an English court, so

that they (Continued on page 64)

by Joanne Smith



wy hen she walked into the

cocktail party that night a few years

ago, back when Bob Evans worked as

a cloak-and-suit salesman on New
York's Seventh Avenue before he be-

came a Hollywood star—Bob had been

about to leave. Instead, he put down

his coat and went back over to the

corner where he'd been standing for the

last hour alone. He had been getting

bored with all these drinking, chatter-

ing people he barely knew. But now

he stood there—still alone—so he could

watch her, this girl who'd just come in.

She fascinated him and she puzzled

him.

She fascinated him because she was

so darn pretty and sweet-looking and,

though she was a blonde—and maybe

even a dyed blonde, she was nothing

like the hard, breezy girls he'd been

meeting and then avoiding at the few

parties he'd gone to in the past five or

six weeks.

Yet she puzzled him, too. Because

sweet as she looked, she'd arrived with

two very dapper-looking men, not too

young—in fact not young at all.

Bob stood there, holding a drink he

wasn't really drinking and lighting a

cigarette he barely puffed at from time

to time. He nodded vaguely at people

who stared his way now and then-—but

kept watching her.

And his fas- {Contiymed on page 59)

"Maybe it's sad,"

admits Bob Evans,

"but it seems

to be a fact..."
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Pvt. Presley answers his



about

his love life,

the Army,

his future,

his dreams -

doB^„Ves « to

MORE LETTERS
ON PAGE 70





^ AM glad to tell you my story

here. There has heen so much
gossip, so much misunder-

Sk. standing about what hap-

pened to Vic and me.

We had a quarrel. He did leave;

hut the stories I have read made
my hair stand up. They were so

distorted. I cannot go from per-

son to person and explain, so I will

do it here, to Modern Screen

readers.

Vic and I had a real spat re-

cently. We are both very high

strung Italians. Usually when we
have a misunderstanding Vic goes

to his study, and I go to our bed-

room. After we cool off, I knock

on his door and we kiss and every-

thing makes sense again.

That's the way it usually is. We
have been married four years. Dur-

ing those years we have had argu-

ments, just like almost every other

married couple. Sometimes I

think our quarrels are a form of

love making. I often wonder if we
don't quarrel for the joy of mak-

ing up.

Besides, no one can be in sev-

enth heaven all the time. Vic and

I have many problems. We can't

sit still and say, "This is heaven,"

even though our beautiful modern
new home on top of a hill in Bel-

Air, secluded, with only one neigh-

bor across the road, is the closest

thing we have known to heaven.

We call it Our Paradise, but still

we must work for our paradise.

One night in May I forgot all

this. Vic and I had a dinner date

with our dear friends, Helen and

Fred Mortensen, the neighbors

who live across the road. She is

an art supervisor and he is a build-

er. They are charming, warm peo-

ple and are like a mother and

father to us.

Our dinner date that night was

for seven. Vic had left early in

the day to play golf but he said

he would be home in plenty of

time. I did not worry then, but

this is what happened. . . .

By seven I am all dressed up.

I had taken an hour and a half to

dress so that I would look just

right for Vic and our friends. I-

was wearing a beautiful grey Ital-

ian suit, my hair and my make-up

just so. We do not go out often

and I was looking forward with

great eagerness to going out this

particular evening.

It is time to leave, but Vic is not

home yet. It is hard for me to

wait, especiaUy when I am all

dressed up and expecting to have

a wonderful time.

Seven thirty, and still no Vic. I

am beginning to get anxious, wor-

ried—then upset and angry. It is

eight and still no Vic. How can

he do this to me! I am beside my-

self.

It is after eight when I hear

Vic's foot- ( Continued on page 71 )

S1YEB
ARHE

by Pier Angeli
(is told to Helen Wetter





Rafael Trujillo

isn't just another romantic fling

in Kim's life—this time

she has touched the heights of love

and excitement, such as

she never knew before . .

.

We are not
ashamed!"
KIM tugged at her lavender bedspread.

She patted it smooth again and

looked around the elegant bedroom,

at the white fur rug, at the lavender

walls, the king-size bed. The house

was new, and this was the bedroom of her

dreams. She didn't want the maid fussing

with her very special room now. She liked

taking care of it herself.

And besides, it kept her mind off other

things . . . her loneliness, the thoughts that

her life was grotesquely different. There was

emptiness in her mind, in her heart.

She had everything she wanted now. Every-

thing about the house—even to the electric-

light bulbs tinted a faint rose-lavender—was

an exact reflection of the dreams she had had
for years. And she didn't have to worry

about the cost of the home. Her studio, in

a salute to her great box-office drawing pow-

er, had presented her with this luxurious

$100,000 home in exclusive Bel-Air as a gift.

Surely, thought Kim, / should be glowing

with happiness. I am a star, as I always

hoped to be. This home is exactly what I

have always wanted. All the things around

me are the things I dreamed of as a little

girl living in a house with a wishing tree in

the back.

Then she shud- (Continued on page 32)

by Linda Post



Rinses twice as clean

.

(Continued from page 31) dered a little,

in spite of the sunlight pouring into the
room. There was a wound stabbing at her.
Only recently she had broken off with a
man who—the studio had warned her

—

would be a threat to her career.

Harry Cohen had been alive then-
Harry, the wise studio boss who had made
her a star. He had said, "Kim, you told
me a long time ago that you loved your
career, that stardom meant everything in

the world to you. Now you say you want
to continue to see this man. Don't you
know that you can't have both?"
And so she had made a final phone call

to this man, telling him that they could
never see each other again.

Now she shook her silver-blonde hair and
sighed. She stared through the glass doors
to the garden, to the pool glistening like a
blue jewel in the sunlight. No one under-
stands, she sighed. How well she knew the
way the gossip had raged around her in

Hollywood . . . how her name had been
on everyone's tongue. . . .

Her phone rang. It was a gay voice, the
voice of joyous Zsa Zsa Gabor. She wished
she could be like the witty, bubbling Hun-

garian charmer, going lightly from one
admirer to another, never caring very
deeply for anyone.
"I'm giving a party," Zsa Zsa said. "Dol-

link, you must come. There is going to be
a wonderful man there. You will enjoy
meeting him. He is just your type."

In a tired voice, Kim said, "I'm not go-
ing to parties much these days."
"But dollink, this one you must go to.

This man is wonderful. He is important; he
is powerful and rich. And very charming.
He has just arrived in Hollywood and he
has done nothing but talk about a certain

woman whose picture he has seen and
whom he must meet. And guess who she
is, dollink . . . you."
Kim laughed. "Zsa Zsa, how you carry

on! Who is this terrific man?"
"Rafael Trujillo, Jr.—he is the son of

the head of the Dominican Republic, and
a lieutenant general himself. He is the head
of the Dominican Air Force, the hand-
somest man you have ever met, and
young—he is just marvelous, dollink. You
must come to my party."

"All right," said Kim, without much
enthusiasm. "I'll come."

It was with this feeling of desolation
that Kim set out to meet the man who has
become the most important man in her
stormy love life.

Kim went to the party alone. Kim al-

ways manages, by accident or design, to

make a dramatic entrance when she ar-
rives at a party. This time, when she ar-
rived at Zsa Zsa's home, she stood for

moments in the doorway, her statuesque
figure draped in a form-fitting beige satin

sheath gown.
A tall handsome man, lean and muscular,

with dark, wavy hair and a wiry mous-
tache, was the center of a group of people.
As Kim stood and gazed coolly at the
guests, he wheeled around and stared at

her. "I must meet her," he said. Zsa Zsa,

who was in the group, smiled knowingly
and said, "I knew this would happen.
Come, I will introduce you."
From that moment, General Rafael Tru-

jillo and Kim were together all evening.
Never for a moment did he leave her side.

Every night during his stay in Hollywood,
they saw each other.

Their romance, which began in an in-

stant burst of attraction, was to make



headlines throughout the world—but while
Rafael was in Hollywood, Kim moved in a
lavender-scented mist of happiness.
As one of the most beautiful stars in

Hollywood, Kim has always commanded
attention. But now, with Rafael Trujillo as
her constant escort, she got more atten-
tion than ever because this man was great-
ly in demand by every important hostess.

Wherever Rafael took Kim, he was greeted
with the kind of deference usually given
only to visiting royalty.

He had come to Hollywood with an im-
posing retinue—his own cook, secretary
and any number of aides. People bowed
and scraped wherever he went. Neverthe-
less, this man who was used to being ca-
tered to constantly was so tender and
thoughtful to Kim that it was obvious he
wanted only to cater to her.

It was a giddy experience for Kim. Kim,
born of a relatively poor family in Chi-
cago, has always felt financially insecure.
Even now, with a salary that approaches
the four-figure mark each week, she has
a disturbing feeling of insecurity. She
couldn't help being dazzled by young,
dashing Trujillo, one of the wealthiest
men in the world.
Kim was a girl who had had to struggle

hard for every dime she ever earned.
Rafael had been accustomed to riches all

his life, and the casually elegant way he
spent his money was breath-taking to her.
From the first, he sent her beautiful

roses every morning. Already her home
was filled to bursting with flowers. They
filled every vase she had, and he had even
sent flowers to her in special vases, so
that her home looked like a garden
nursery.
Then a few days after they met, Kim

opened her first gift—and was dazzled.
Never in her life had she seen such a
jewel! It was a piece of perfection, nestled
in a box from the finest jeweler in Bev-
erly Hills.

Kim, in her love-tossed life, has received
many gifts from men who were infatuated
with her, but never before so many from

one admirer. "She has enough jewels from
Rafael," one observer told us, "so that if

she chose to hock them she could live on
the money for a lifetime."

But it wasn't just Rafael's lavishness
that swept Kim off her feet. It was very
flattering to see the way other women
fawned on him, and the way he seemed to

disregard them completely to center his

adoration on her. With unseeing eyes he
would look at the glamor girls in the
Mocambo, then turn to the quiet, almost
shy Kim, telling her with every word he
spoke, with every look he gave her, that
she, and she alone was the woman he
adored.
Kim has always responded to the ro-

manticism of foreign men. While some of
her best friends are Americans, she has
been swept off her feet by the ardor
of Latin men like Aly Khan and Count
Bandini. But never anything like the
ardor of this man!
Whenever Rafael brought her home, she

knew that he would not be content until

he called her again minutes later to find
out how she was. Where American men-
friends had been accustomed to taking
her more or less for granted, he took
nothing for granted.
One evening, when he had invited guests

to dinner at the mansion he had rented in
Bel-Air, he discovered at the last minute
that he couldn't call for her and drive her
to his home.
"Don't worry, Ramfis," said Kim blithe-

ly. (Ramfis is Rafael's nickname.) "I'll

take a taxi."

"Never," Rafael had replied firmly. "I

would not dream of permitting you to do
such a thing. I would not let you come
alone. I want to protect you, darling." And
he had sent his limousine and chauffeur,
with two of his aides to escort her to his

home in a style befitting a princess.
At the dinner she sat at the place of

honor at his right, and he showed her such
tenderness and courtesy all evening that
the other guests treated Kim with the
same kind of respect. Such attention, such

prestige—Kim was thrilled with it all. . . .

Rafael noticed everything about her.
When she changed the style of her hair-
do, when she wore something new that
he liked—he would compliment her in
ecstatic praises. "You are the most beau-
tiful woman I have ever known, and one of

the most charming," he told her.
Men have told Kim always that she was

beautiful—but Kim has been obsessed with
a feeling of inferiority from the time she
was a child and went to public school
wearing dresses her grandmother had
made for her, dresses that made her feel

clumsy and fat. Although men have ad-
mired her beauty, few men ever told her
she had poise or personality. And here was
Lieutenant General Trujillo—dashing,
powerful, son of a famous and powerful
Generalissimo, a fabulously wealthy young
man with an income of $50,000 a month,
a man who was accustomed to associating
with world famous dignitaries—here was
this man telling her how charming and
wonderful she was.
Clouds . . . purple clouds . . . she'd been

on them before, but never like this. She
felt herself floating on a cloud so high in
the sky it seemed as if she'd drift away
into the upper stratosphere.

In spite of his devotion to her, Kim
hardly dared believe that Ramfis was tak-
ing her seriously. She knew how pursued
he was, and she believed their romance
might last a week, maybe two or three,

but that it couldn't possibly be the love
of a lifetime for either one of them.
Early in their friendship, Rafael told her

about his marriage, that he and his wife
had separated many months ago and that
he planned to get a divorce.
At once, the thought crossed her mind:

People will say I'm a home wrecker.
So she said, "But isn't there a chance you

may reconcile? It might be best, for you
and the children."
He shook his head. "We are completely

incompatible. Our marriage is dead. Only
my devotion to our children has held us
together. (Continued on page 80)
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198% . . . Jimmy, a year old,

with his mom out in the

garden in the back yard.

1937 . .
'. Jimmy on the

sled, his older brother Ar-

chie ready to pull him.

19Ul . . . Jimmy gets slicked

up to have his picture taken.

1

/"\ne gray afternoon—barely a
^-^ year ago—a slim, dark-eyed

fellow named Jimmy Rodgers

stopped his beat-up convertible

before a dinky cottage in a run-

down part of Hollywood. He
switched off the radio, lit a cigar-

ette and slumped down behind

the wheel to think. He had some

news for his wife Colleen inside,

but he didn't know quite how to

tell her.

Colleen was just out of the hos-

pital and still too weak to walk.

There wasn't any food in the

house, unpaid bills cluttered the

table (Continued on next page)

by Kirtley Baskette

Left 19Ul .

.

. Archie, Jim
and their friend Lee Pur-

dy all got together and
built this three-wheel bike.

Below left The Air Force,

Seoul, Korea . . . pic-

ture taken "right out in

front of where I work."

Below That's Jimmy, the

tall one on the right, with

some of his Air Force bud-

dies, relaxing off duty.

1955 . . . Jimmy tours

with Air Force talent.



. . a life which love built

and about everything Jimmy had, including his car,

was hocked.

Six months had passed since he brought his bride

and his guitar to Hollywood hunting a break as a

singer. All Jimmy wanted to do was sing, but a mar-

ried man had to face facts: he hadn't made it.

Jimmy braced his sagging shoulders, pushed back
his rebellious black hair, pulled up the corners of his

mouth and went inside.

"Well, honey," he began bravely, "Looks like I've

finally got myself a job."

"Where, Jimmy?"
"Why—uh—," he stalled. "It's just for a while, un-

derstand—until we get on our feet. That Standard

service station up the street. He says if I come in

Monday—" (Continued on page 75)
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That glamorous world without morals, it looked

Whoever thought the beautiful young girl

(seated in front of her sisters, Plorian, Dorian,

and Georgiebelle) would become a femme fa-

tale ? Who needs marriage . . .? Or so Suzy led

the world to think. Pierre (below, left) denied

being married to Suzy . . . and Dorian (center)

didn't marry the dashing Marquis de Portago

(right) who was the father of her baby boy.

The nicest thing a man could say

about me isn't that I'm beautiful or he's

wild about me or something like that. The
finest compliment he could give me is to

say I'm his best friend. . .
."

That was Suzy Parker, talking to a re-

porter in Hollywood, giving out another of

her explosive interviews. That was Suzy

Parker, who didn't give a darn what she

said or who heard it.

That was Suzy Parker, who didn't know
that only a few weeks later she would be

waiting in anguished uncertainty for a

man to say a few short words about her

—

words on which her reputation, her ca-

reer, her home, her life would hang.

Not the words she had so casually asked

for: "She's my best friend." But simpler

words by far: "She is my wife."

And the man wasn't going to say them.

Until it was almost too late, she was to

lie helpless in a Florida hospital bed, both

arms broken and useless, mind dazed by
the horror of the auto accident in which

she was injured and, worse, lost her be-

loved father—and hear her husband tell

the newspapers : "We have been sharing an

apartment for years, but we are not mar-

ried. It is—a very big apartment."

She was to hear her sister Dorian say

indifferently, "I really don't know if their

marriage was ever solemnized
—

"

She was to see (Continued on page 51)
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attractive to Suzy Parker. . . From a distance

LIFE OF A
(TERNATIONAL

by Linda Matthews
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by Louella Parsons

HPhe afternoon was

warm and soft and

clear with just a mo-

tion of a breeze blow-

ing in from the Pacific,

and the young man in the swim-

ming pool, plunging and turning

over and cavorting like a fish,

seemed to be putting on a private

show for the sole enjoyment of

a laughing little girl plunked in a

nearby sandbox.

Debbie and baby Todd Emanuel . . . Eddie and daugh-

ter Carrie Frances—here's one family I have a strong

hunch will never be separated for any length of time.



Every time the flashing figure in

the water jumped high, or sank

out of sight under the water, the

baby girl laughed in delight and

patted her chubby hands together

and when she said "Dad-dy" she

showed two rows of tiny teeth like

pearls.

In addition to "Dad-dy," the en-

thusiastic swimmer had another

name, Eddie. And, the livin',

breathin' doll so entranced in

watching him was named Carrie

Frances Fisher.

Before I went out to join them,

I stood in the doorway unnoticed

for a moment, loving this happy,

relaxed scene between a young

father and his adored daughter,

the world well lost except for the

two of them.

I was twenty minutes early for

my appointment with Debbie and

Eddie at their Holmby Hills home,

something rare for me as I have

chronic trouble keeping appoint-

ments on time, much less ahead.

But I was glad for this unheralded

moment in the house of my
adopted children Debbie Reynolds

and Eddie Fisher and their chil-

dren Carrie Frances (now called

just Carrie) and Todd Emanuel.

It's a two story modern house

with a large living room of soft

bisque- (Continued on page 67)





my
heart

Tony Perkins
as told to George Christy

Tt all started innocently enough.
-- It was just a studio-arranged

date. Neither of us expected it

to turn out the way it did. . . .

Elaine Aiken and I were in

Lone Pine, California, on loca-

tion for The Lonely Man. And
on our first Sunday off from

the movie cameras, we were

asked by the studio to pose for

a magazine layout near Mount
Whitney.

So, like I say, it all started

out innocently. It began as a

picture date—more business

than pleasure.

The photographer met us late

that Sunday morning, and we
drove to the Whitney Portal

which (Continued on page 78) .

o tne wnitney x-ortai km m
Continued on pag e 78). 1%^



first
Anna and Marlon Brando

live in one of Califor-

i ilia's most extraordinary

M houses—a modern Japa-

nese style house, high on a hilltop.

It's not large in comparison to man-
sions—three bedrooms, two baths

—but it's one of the finest of its

type in this country. From some-

where I recall reading about the

house and the phrase mystical

beauty was used in describing it.

There is a very unusual bed in

Anna and Marlon's bedroom. It's a

huge double one, very low, just

inches from the floor. It's a real

gem of a house if one likes Oriental

art, and Marlon does. This home is

the perfect setting for him.

When they first moved to the

house, Ansa and Marlon hired a

housekeeper. Since the baby's

birth, a nurse has been added.

Because of the baby, and perhaps

because of their own preference,

their entertaining has been very

informal. Most of the time they

just have their good friends Kathy
and Lou L'Amour, the Joe Cantors

and Phyllis Hudson over infor-

mally. Phyllis, Anna and Kathy
spend a lot of time together in the

daytimes. Shopping, etc. Phyllis

calls Anna Bones. The nickname

originated from a joke long ago

and has hung on. Brando has no

nickname for her, calls her Anna.

Marlon love9 to play his bongo

drums. Evenings home alone with

Anna, he always has a go at them.

A typical leisure day at the

Brandos' is spent around the pool

with one of the above-mentioned

friends dropping in, maybe staying

for dinner, maybe not. Nothing

planned.

If Anna and Marlon accept a

dinner invitation, it's a toss-up

whether Marlon will appear or not.

Some say that Marlon is equally

casual about his marriage, and that

it's a toss-up whether or not he will

keep it.

But certainly the baby has made

a very big difference in his life.

After Christian was born, Mar-

lon was at the hospital every

possible moment. Marlon is now
described as a doting father. It

goes beyond casual father pride.

He's become one of these guys who
is interested in every detail about

his baby and takes an active part

in his care.

He was tremendously elated at

the birth. While Anna and the

baby were at the hospital, Marlon

would return again and again to

look adoringly through the glass

wall of the nursery to see his son.

He was terrifically buoyed up by

fatherhood and in a fine-friendly

mood. He made friends with all

the hospital staff and other new
parents on Anna's floor.

The (Continued on page 78)





Paris.

.

. that first morning

as Philippe s bride. . . now

it was all a memory and

Christine Carere was

THE
LONELIEST BRIDE
IN HOLLYWOOD

This is the first story we're

running about Christine

Carere. We think it will be

the first of many. Christine is

very French and very pretty and

very much one of the most lov-

able young things to hit Holly-

wood in a long, long time. As we
go to press, she has just completed

her starring role in A Certain

Smile, from the novel by another

young French girl, Franchise

Sagan of Bonjour Tristesse fame.

Christine is now rehearsing for

her second American picture,

Mardi Gras—in which she plays

opposite Pat Boone. But enough

of the present for now! Let's

go back a little instead to Chris-

tine and a certain night in her

life not too long ago. . . .

It should have been one of the

greatest nights in Christine's life

—stepping off the plane from

Paris and smack into Hollywood,

the flashbulbs going off, the flow-

ers, the fuss, the quick trip to the

hotel to freshen up and then the

quick trip to the party where all

her favorite stars, Gary Cooper

and Lauren Bacall and Van John-

son and dozens of others, had

gathered to greet and welcome

her and wish her well in her first

American picture.

It should have been a great

night for Christine. And it was,

in a way. At least, at the start.

Except that the moment finally

came—a few hours after the

party, after the laughter and

toasts, the being surrounded by

all that glamor and all that glit-

ter—when Christine was alone,

terribly, suddenly, frighteningly

alone.

It came a little while after

she'd fallen asleep, in the middle

of the dream.

It had started out as a nice,

sweet dream. . . . She was young,

just a little girl, and she was in

Paris. She and her mother were

in the living room of their little

apartment and her mother was

opening a big be-ribboned box



and was about to show her daugh-

ter a party dress she'd bought

her. Christine was excited. She

laughed and she tugged at her

mother's arm and she urged,

"Vite, Maman, hurry!" But then

the noise had come. It came
from outside the window and

over the tiny garden, very soft

at first, like a baby's wail. They
had both looked toward the win-

dow at the same moment. Then
her mother put down the box

and turned to Christine. She had

been smiling before, but there

was terror in her eyes now.

"Come," her mother said, rising

and taking her hand, "it is the

Germans in the airplanes and we
must go to the shelter!"

Christine half awoke now on

the sound of the word "shelter."

But she did not awake com-

pletely, and still the dream was

there. And as it continued she

could hear the noise from out

the window growing louder and

louder, not like a baby crying

anymore but like the stark an-

nouncement of death's approach.

And she could see herself being

dragged out of the apartment and

down the street, she and her

mother running crazily toward

the sign that read abri—shelter,

the other people pouring out of

their houses and running too, the

blood-red glare of the sky on the

other side of Paris where the

Germans had already dropped

some of their bombs.

Finally, the wailing noise grew

so loud that it woke Christine,

really woke her.

"Philippe!" she shrieked, as

her eyes snapped open.

The room was pitch-black and

she could see nothing. She
reached out, desperate, to the

other side of the bed.

"Philippe!" she said more

softly. {Continued on page 61)





"SHE'S
ONLY 13

BUT
SHE'S ALL

Jerry Lee Lewis

and

little

Myra

WOMAN 55

"Dock 'n' roll singer Jerry Lee Lewis was mighty happy to accept

r the invitation that night. And mighty happy, too, that the fellow

who'd invited him was a cousin, a second cousin he'd never seen before,

nice fellow named J. Brown who'd been sitting there playing rhythm

guitar through the recording session Jerry Lee had just finished, who'd

come over to him as he was about to leave, introduced himself, ex-

plained their relationship and then said, "The wife and kids would

sure like to meet you and would sure be honored if you came and sat

down to supper with us."

Jerry Lee turned to one of his managers to see if it would be all

right. Couple of months earlier, Jerry Lee didn't

have any managers. But now, all of a sudden, here

it was December 1957 and Jerry Lee had two big

hit records to his name and he had managers and

he knew how they got if you .didn't ask, so he asked.

"Guess it's all right tonight; you worked hard all

day," the manager said. And Jerry Lee was off for

a quiet evening with some kin.

On the way to the house, (Continued on page 73)



to a
Gentle

Hero
We are all a little poorer for

the loss of Ronald Colman



the secret life of an international playgirl

I

—- ———^——— ————^—
(Continued from page 38) her life crum-
bing around her—and be helpless to save

I

herself. She was to wait and to pray as

i she—Suzy Parker who made her own life,

j

thank you—had never done, until finally
' Pierre de la Salle retracted his words, ad-

j

mitted their marriage, and attempted to

I

explain his denial:

"I had been told it was better for Suzy's

!
career if no one knew she was married.

, I am a Frenchman; I don't understand
I things like this."

We are Americans. Neither do we.
We don't understand the sort of world

in which a girl, young, beautiful, even
brilliant, can prefer to let her friends be-

|
lieve that she is sharing an apartment with

l a man not her husband—rather than admit
!
the simple truth: that she loves him, is

!
married to him, wants to bear his children.

Yet that world exists and until now,
I
Suzy Parker was part of it. •

|

How Suzy got here

We don't understand how a girl with so

much can mess up her life so badly. We
|

don't understand quite where she goes
I from here.

But we can understand how she got here
! —by looking back—back to the days before
! there was scandal and panic and death

—

|
the days that led, inevitably, to today.

. Back, for example, to the days when
! George Parker packed up his wife and his

I four beautiful little girls and moved them,

I

bag and baggage, from their home in New
Jersey, to the Florida Everglades—for no
apparent reason whatsoever.
Years later, a newspaper telling the story

of the Parker girls came up with a reason:

|

George Parker was a Republican, and he
moved in protest against Franklin Roose-

I velt's third election to the Presidency. Why
he should consider a move to be a protest,

no one said. Even more, why under the
circumstances he should leave Republican
New Jersey for Democratic Florida, no one
even guessed.

And no one tried. For they were 'those

Parkers,' and that was all there was to it.

George was an inventor; he didn't go to an
office; he didn't go to the city; he puttered
around in a white smock while the neigh-
bors worried over explosions and told their
children to stay away from his homemade

v
lab. His family tree dated back to the
Mayflower, and so did his wife's. Children
who braved their parents to play in the
Parker yard with Suzy or Georgiebelle or
Cissy (Florian) or the oldest girl, Dorian,
heard wonderful tales about the Parkers'
family, about their Texan grandma who
once heard that some people she didn't
like were moving in next door. Grandma
didn't say a word. She just went out on
the front porch and sat herself down in her
rocker—and rocked—with her shotgun
across her knees!! That was all. Sat there
all day, rocking and cleaning her shiny
black gun—and by nightfall they brought
her word that the prospective neighbors
had decided to go elsewhere, after all.

That was the kind of people the Parkers
were, the children learned. Not afraid of
anybody, not afraid of what anybody
thought. Oldest family in the country.
Proud. Independent.

It all seemed so romantic and brave.

Family life in Florida

Anyway, they moved to the Everglades.
They were happy there. Mom joined the
Church and the Daughters of the Con-
federacy and the Daughters of the Ameri-
can Revolution and half a dozen other
organizations, and in between meetings she
still had plenty of time for her daughters.
Dad set up another lab, and in the balmy

Florida weather, would disappear into it

for days at a time. Dorian was growing up
into the most stunning creature imagin-
able and talking about getting married,
talking about going off to be a model,
talking about New York and Paris. Her
favorite little sister was Suzy, fifteen years
younger than she, and already promising
to be just as beautiful. There was an
amazing closeness between them that

seemed to utterly disregard the tremendous
age difference.

And it was Suzy who cried hardest when
Dorian finally left home and embarked on
the first of her marriages, the beginning
of her career. Suzy missed her desperately.

But you couldn't cry forever, not in

Florida where there was so much to do,

so many exciting things happening. Like
the day Suzy looked up from her dolls to

find two big men with fishing poles staring

down at her.
"Hey, little girl—this where the Parkers

live?"

"Yes."
"Well, run tell your mother we wanna

talk to her."
Suzy's chin lifted defiantly. Nobody gave

orders to Parkers, not even little ones.

"She isn't home. What do you want?"
One of the men stooped down. "Listen,

honey, is your mother the one who's been
actually catchin' little fish to feed to the
big ones in the river?"

Suzy's chin went up still higher. "Yes,
she is, and I help her. I help her catch
mosquitoes to feed the frogs, too."

The men stared at each other, then
sighed. "Well, honey, we don't care if you
feed the frogs prime sirloin, see? But tell

your mother she's ruinin' the fishin' for

miles around here. Them fish won't even
look at our bait, after what your ma's
been servin' 'em for weeks—

"

Those Parkers!

"I like people. . .
."

And there was school. Not that Suzy
was so crazy about school, though she liked
to read and learn things. But the teachers
were always telling you what to do and
when to do it, and giving you lists of things
you couldn't do, even when you wanted
to—that she hated, that she hadn't been
brought up to expect. But on the other
hand, there were the kids—and Suzy
loved kids. "I like people even when they
don't like me," she was to say years later.

"Sometimes I like them better when they
don't!" It was true even then. She liked
people, and usually they liked her.

Time went by. While other children
lived in a round of school, home, parties,

Suzy lived half in her own life, half in

Dorian's, related to her by letter. To Suzy
they seemed a ticket of admission to a
grown-up, glittering world, incredibly
gay and exciting.

Someday . . . someday. . . .

And in the meantime, there were Dor-
ian's visits to look forward to, the days
when she would arrive, looking unbeliev-
ably sophisticated, wearing stunning
clothes, smelling wonderful—to announce
that she was getting divorced, or married,
or bringing her children—she had three,

a boy and two girls—home for a bit while
she went to Paris for the winter. Even the
divorces and the marriages that didn't last

seemed glamorous when Dorian talked
about them. People stayed good friends,

it seemed. Life stayed exciting - when you
weren't tied down. Cissy and Georgie-
belle with their high school sweethearts
in tow and their dreams of getting married
and settling down in a house somewhere

—

they mightn't think so. But to Suzy, Dor-
ian's life was perfection; Dorian was a

goddess. She'd like to- be like that.

She saved all her problems for Dorian*

to solve. Like the time she greeted her
with a magazine article in her hand.
"Dorian—you know that plastic stuff

Daddy's been working on so long?"
Dorian nodded. "Sure, the stuff he's

been at for years."

Suzy's face was troubled. "Well, listen

—

I read this article and—Dorian—I think
somebody made the stuff Daddy's trying to

make, years ago!"
Dorian threw back her head and laughed.

"Why, sure, honey. Years ago! But why
tell Papa? He's happy. We have enough
to live on—so why hurt him?"

Mama's method

Mama, perhaps, was closest to reality.

At least enough to see through Dorian's
appearance, to reason that any girl who
couldn't make a marriage last couldn't be
as happy as she claimed. She would have
done anything for Dorian, if she could

—

but Dorian wasn't home. When she was
able, though, Mama protected her. There
was the time the Hollywood agent, a
Roumanian by birth, got hold of Dorian's
photos and phoned her in Florida. Only
Dorian wasn't living home, and Mama
answered the phone, listened patiently to

the man, inquired about his accent and
finally got her chance to speak:
"Oh, you're a European, you poor man.

Well, under the circumstances, you prob-
ably won't understand what I'm going to

say. You see, we're a normal, average,
happy, middle-class American family, and
I want to keep us that way. My daughter
Dorian is impossible already. If she goes to

Hollywood, she'll be intolerable. Please
don't try to find her." And she hung up.N

Perhaps, after all, mama was not so

close to reality. Not even the other
Parkers would have called themselves
average middle class.

Suzy, of course, informed Dorian. "Get
in touch with him," she urged. "It sounds
marvelous—you could be a star

—

"

But Dorian, embarking on her third

divorce, wasn't interested. "Why should
I? I'm making lots of money modeling,
I'm happy—and I don't want to be tied

down on the Coast. Mom was right about
one thing—Europeans are different. I've

met the most marvelous people in Paris.

You'd love them! And they'd love you!"
To Suzy, it was almost an invitation.

"Then let me come. Please, Dorian—I'm
fifteen, I'm done with high school, I could
be a model, too."

"You could," Dorian agreed, visualizing
Suzy, already stunning, in the right clothes,

the right setting. "You could. But didn't

I hear you have a boyfriend in school?"
"Oh, him!" With a wave of her hand,

Suzy dismissed him utterly.

"All right," her sister said. "But New
York. Not Paris. Not yet."

So Suzy said good-bye to her father and
mother, good-bye to the boy she'd been
going steady with for months, and at six-

teen she arrived in New York, to live with
Dorian, to be a model. The life of Dorian's
set swept her up instantly. As long as she
didn't act sixteen, no one cared how old
or young she was. She learned to. smoke
and to order the right drinks; she learned
all the latest dances. She learned to be
quick with a clever retort and not to

notice if the conversation went on, riot-

ously, for hours without anyone saying
anything. She learned to flirt with men
twenty years older than herself, married
men, sophisticated men. It never got past
a flirtation, because Dorian wouldn't let it,

because she insisted on taking such care
of Suzy that disgruntled admirers pro-
tested, "Honestly, you'd think you were
her mother instead of her sister!"

The only thing it wasn't, was a profes-



sional success. Why, no one could say, but
somehow as a model, Suzy didn't click.

Maybe it was because she was too much
Dorian's type, maybe because even under
the layer of quickly applied sophistication,

she was still only sixteen, and it showed

—

whatever the reason, she didn't make a go
of it. When she realized finally that she
was going to be living off Dorian for a
long, long time, Suzy packed her bags. The
Parkers might be dreamers, might be crazy,

but they were proud. With resolution and
misery, she turned her back on New York
and went home.
But once there, she was lost. "Go to

college," her parents urged. "Pick your
school, we'll send you." Unhappily, she
sent away for bulletins, thumbed through
them. But she didn't want to go to college,

didn't want to live in a dorm, keep hours,
go to formals, take orders, study nights.

What would she talk about with the other
freshmen, she who a few months ago had
mixed with millionaires, playboys, princes
and actresses?
And then, her former steady asked her

to marry him.
It was as simple as that. In one hectic

hour, her problems could be solved. She
would be independent of her parents,

wouldn't have to go to school. She would
get her husband to take her back to New
York—if she couldn't live there as a model,
she could as a married woman, a gay
young married. They would have an
apartment, a maid. . . .

It - was all perfect. She married him
without ever remembering that at home
marriages were not contracted as easily as

they were in Dorian's set, that they were
meant to last forever, that they were sup-
posed to be founded, not on an idea of

an exciting life, but on love.

It took only months for her to realize

that she would not get the life she wanted
out of this marriage, for the boy to realize

he had not found a real wife. At an age
even younger than Dorian's at the time
of her first divorce, Suzy Parker's marriage
was annulled.
Dorian came to the rescue. "Come back

with me. The whole trouble before was
that the agency was wrong for you. I've

found another that really wants young
people, new faces. I've promised to switch
to them, if they'll take good care of you."

In a very short time, she was earning
even more money than Dorian.

And the next time Dorian went to Paris,

Suzy went with her.

It was a strange trip. On board the ship
it was just like New York, elegant people,
stunning clothes, constant cocktails, much
laughter, much money. Suzy was in the
center of it all, living it up. But when
they got to Paris, Dorian spoke up:

"This is a wicked city. Honestly, Suzy,
you have to be really mature to get along
in Paris!"

Little sister gets locked up

And Dorian proceeded—incredible as it

may seem—to lock her sister in the hotel
room every night before she went out.

It was an impossible situation, and it

couldn't last. What was Dorian protect-
ing Suzy from, but the life she herself

was leading—the life to which she her-
self had introduced Suzy? How can
you keep an adoring younger sister from
following in your footsteps, how can you
keep a girl earning almost $100,000 a year
locked up at night?
How can you keep her from finding out

that you're in love with a married man?
The answer is simple. You can't.

The locked doors had to open for Suzy,
and they did.

She stepped into a world that made
New York look like a hick town.
Here were people who didn't even both-

er to get a divorce before they swept off

into passionate new loves. Here were
men like her sister's boyfriend, the Mar-
quis de Portago, wealthy, titled, clever

—

and married—who embarked on new ro-

mances knowing there was almost no
chance of ending them in marriage—be-
cause they could not get a divorce. The
Marquis' mother disapproved of divorce,

would have cut off her son's allowance if

he had permanently severed relations with
his wife—-who was herself a former Amer-
ican model. So the Marquis kept his wife
in splendor and his new love in suspense

—

and it was regarded as perfectly natural.

Sometimes he went home to see his chil-

dren. Sometimes he lived in an apartment
in Paris and saw Dorian.
The Marquis introduced Suzy to the fel-

low who shared his apartment—a free-

lance writer, named Pierre de la Salle.

Romance in that crowd
This time Dorian was too busy with her

own problems to keep a firm eye on Suzy.
This time she couldn't have done any-
thing about it if she had tried.

For Suzy was falling in love.

It came like a revelation; she was ut-
terly unprepared. She saw around her
only people whose relationships existed
on the surface of their lives, changed,
ended, began anew with every impulse.
And she, to her astonishment, was be-

coming deeply involved, missed Pierre
when he wasn't there with every ounce
of herself, wanted him, loved him not
for an interlude—but for life.

In Suzy's world, a pair of happily mar-
ried people were misfits.

She and Pierre talked it over time and
again. It wasn't that they were afraid
of being laughed at. It was that for the
first time, they were afraid of losing some-
thing precious. Could a marriage sur-
vive in their crowd, could a love?
In 1955, she and Pierre were married

secretly in New York. Secretly because
they were afraid of anyone's knowing, of
anyone's ripping them apart. Secretly
because in their crowd it was much easier
to pretend to be merely lovers than hus-
band and wife.
And at this time, Dorian told her that

she was going to bear the Marquis' child,

that perhaps when she had done so his

mother would be forced to recognize their

love, agree to Portago's divorce and re-
marriage.
She didn't mention what the future

would be for her innocent child if the
plan didn't work.
Suzy was too much accustomed to the

ways of this world to be anything but
blase now. She took the news calmly,
went shopping for a baby gift, went on
loving Dorian as much as she ever had.
But inside, the conviction grew that, much
as she enjoyed it, this life was not entirely
for her. . . .

Suzy was in Paris with Pierre when
the invitation arrived for her to appear
in Kiss Them For Me opposite Cary Grant.
She accepted it, knowing she would have
to go alone. Pierre, her husband, was
one of the crowd of laughing, cheering
friends who waved good-bye to her at
the Paris airport.

She had taken the offer to make a
movie not only because it offered money
—she had plenty of that—and fame—that
she didn't need—but because it seemed to

extend the promise of a different life.

But once in Hollywood she learned that a
new star was better off single than mar-
ried, that her bosses would prefer her
that way.
"A little longer," she wrote to Pierre.

"We'll keep it a secret a little longer. . .
."

Dorian's child was born, in a hospital
in Switzerland. The existence of the baby
was a closely guarded secret, until a

reporter who had wind of it got to

Suzy in Hollywood. "Is it true?" he de-
j]

manded. I-

Without Pierre to help, Suzy had to]

make up her own mind, and fast. On the
one hand there was her mother to be

]

thought of, her mother, who on hearing
rumors about Dorian and the Marquis had.j

said proudly:
"We must pray for those who have

nothing better to do than spend their :

time spreading lies."

On the other hand there was Dorian,

'

whose baby was supposed to enable her I

to marry the Marquis. If Suzy denied the^
baby, might that mean to Portago's mother

,

that the child was not his?

She came to a conclusion.
"It's true," she said finally. And added

j

softly, "But it will be a death blow to my '

mother."
Having told that one great secret, she?

felt free to say anything she liked—and
she did. Things like— '

I always give different interviews to

different people.

I spend money so fast it hurts my con-\
science.
My mother regards Dorian and me as

her punishment for being on earth.

And in Hollywood, New York, Paris,]

she let people go on thinking that she I

and Pierre, sharing apartments, going*
off together on vacations, going home to-]

gether at night, were not married.
Even Dorian didn't know for sure.

If it had not been for the tragedy of

the car crash, on one of her visits home, 1

killing her father, breaking her arms,'

—no one might ever have known for sure. 1

But when they carried Suzy Parker;
into the hospital, she was not, in that mo-
ment, the glamorous model, the new movie'
star. She was then what she basically i

had been for a long, long time: a fright-;

ened, helpless girl.

And she said then the words she had'
waited so long to say:

"I'm Mrs. Pierre de la Salle. Somebody'
tell my husband."

I

What Suzy can do

She didn't know, saying those words,]
that the worst tragedy was yet to come,
that somehow Pierre, flying to be with her, 1

could imagine that the game was still
j

on, the secret still to be kept. She didn't!

know that with the story that she wasn't
(

married spread across every newspaper
in the country, her reputation would sud-
denly seem a precious thing, that she
would suddenly need to justify herself]

and her life in the eyes of a million peo-
ple—and find that they did matter.
She didn't know that her scandal would

fling its dirt into her father's funeral, tor-

ture her mother in her bereavement, come

;

near to wrecking her own life.

She only knew that the accident some-
how brought an end to the old world.

It now remains to be seen what becomes
of the new. Whether this marriage-that-
wasn't-a-marriage can be made, after

all, into something wholesome and satis-

factory, a marriage in which life can be
shared, children born, without misunder-
standing and fear.

Suzy's face was unscarred. Her arms
will heal. The memory of terror will dis-

appear, as it always does, with time.
But time alone cannot put her mar-

riage back together, cannot give her those
first years of love she should have had.
Only Suzy can do that for herself.

Only she can make something good and
lasting out of the Parker independence,
the Parker pride—and her own life. Only
she can turn the international playgirl into

a real wife. . . . END

Suzy is now in Ten North Frederick for i

20th-Fox.
j

1



the most beautiful wedding

(Continued from page 20) to have his be-
loved brother perform the ceremony. It

took months, because the Church delib-

erates lengthily before it permits any of

its age-old Laws to be broken. And per-
mission was finally granted. . . .

I had known Rich from his beginnings

in Hollywood, when he got his first break
in Wicked Woman. A few weeks before

the wedding I had the honor of hosting

the wedding announcement party for the

couple. Then I had to leave the next day
for a quick jaunt through Europe—to look
in on Hollywood's overseas production in

these cities and to write some stories. I

had to take an eighteen-hour flight over
the Pole from London to Los Angeles to

get back for the wedding. I was weary but
I wouldn't have missed this wedding for

all the sleep from here to the Land of Nod.
This was one story that couldn't wait!

Pat was staying at the Olympia Hotel

in San Francisco before the ceremony.
She was so 'shook up' that she had absent-
mindedly brushed her teeth with the soap
powder she had brought along to wash out

her stockings, instead of with her tooth

powder. And Rich, half-way across town,
at the Fairmont Hotel, had reached for a

cough drop, thinking it was a cigarette,

and tried to light it! As for myself, I had
forgotten to bring my wedding invitation.

But I managed to fight my way into the

church anyway, through the crowd of 2,000

friends and fans. One thing I never forget

is my press card. It turned the trick. I

got in.

It had rained for days before the wed-
ding. The sun came smiling through on
the morning of the wedding, for one
of the loveliest spring days San Francisco

has known in years. And yet the next
morning after the wedding, Sunday, the

rain came pouring down again! Happy
the bride, they say, that the sun shines on.

Happy the bride, indeed—from that first

night, three years ago, at Ciro's, when
their eyes met across the crowded night-

club while the orchestra was playing Hey,
There (you with the stars in your eyes) .

*

Richard was with a group that included
Beverly Michaels, his co-star in Wicked
Woman.
"Who is that pretty girl?" he asked

Beverly.
"Which one?"
"The one with the beautiful smile and

the dimples and the stars in her eyes."

"She's Pat Hardy. Cute, huh?"
"That's an understatement, Beverly.

What does she do?"
"She's an actress. From New York.

Wanna meet her?"
"My gosh, Bev—you know that angel?"

"Sure. Come on, I'll introduce you."

And so they met, and so the courtship
began, and Rich asked the orchestra to

play a few more choruses of Hey, There
while they danced. . . .

Next scene

Dissolve, again, to International Airport,

Los Angeles, the day before the wedding.
Jane Russell and I are taking the same
United Airlines flight to San Francisco.
Jane: Why are you going up so early?
Connolly: I'm tossing a bachelor party
for Rich at the Palace Hotel tonight.

Jane: Poor Rich. The guy's been work-
ing so hard, and tonight they'll be rehears-
ing for the wedding, and tomorrow morn-
ing they've got to get up bright and early

for the wedding Mass—what are you try-

ing to do to the poor guy, kill him?
Connolly: It wasn't my idea. They've

had three bridal showers for Pat and noth-
ing for Rich, so somebody said tonight's

the night for Rich—his last night on earth

as a free soul.

Jane: But a stag party—how dull!. Hey,
I just got an idea

—

Connolly: Don't you dare—Jane, if you
do—
Jane: Do what? I'll be doing him a
favor, that's what! You guys will keep
him up half the night, but if I bust in

on it. . . .

So anyway, here we are in San Fran-
cisco. It's Friday evening, the night before
the wedding. Rich checked in at the
Fairmont yesterday, Thursday. Pat and
the entire bridal party arrived at the
Olympic today. They include May Wynn,
Pat's maid of honor, and her husband,
Jack Kelly; the bridesmaids—Maureen
Lennon and Kathleen Davidson, Pat's sis-

ters, and Leslie White, Richard's cousin;

Kathleen Lennon, the seven-year-old
flower girl, Pat's niece and daughter of

Maureen; Pat's mother, Mary, and the
stepfather of the bride-to-be, William
Washington, both out from New York for

the wedding. (Pat's own father died years
ago.)

The rehearsal

I checked into my suite at the Palace.

I grabbed a quick dinner and took a cab
to Star-of-the-Sea for the wedding re-
hearsal.
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Everyone at the church was nervous
and tired from all the pre-wedding prepa-
ration.

I ran into Stan Musgrove, Rich's press
agent.

"Where's Rich?" I asked.
"I dunno," grinned Stan. "I think he

just took a slow boat to Hong Kong!"
I finally found Rich in the darkness of

the church. In the tradition of all grooms-
to-be, he had left all the details to the last

minute. But, tired as he was, he managed
a smile. "Got an aspirin?" he asked.
The rehearsal took no more than a

half hour. Then the bride and groom and
the bridal party took off in a fleet of cars

—

Rich for the Fairmont, Pat for the Olym-
pic. "I'm beat," Rich sighed. An usher
grabbed his arm and joked as they walked
down the steps of the • church, "You've
still got time to get out of it, Rich!"
The boys all showed up for the bachelor

party on schedule at 9:00.

Rich headed for the hors d'oeuvres table.

He hadn't eaten a thing all day. He'd been
too busy and too harried. The champagne
started popping. Rich and his usher wolfed
down the hors d'oeuvres.

A very special guest arrived late—Lou
Lurie, San Francisco's top theatre owner
and one of the richest men in town.
Rich went over to him and greeted him

with, "Mr. Lurie, I used to work for you.
I was an usher here in town at one of

your theatres, the Alexandria."
The party rolled on. It was mostly base-

ball talk: the Los Angeles Dodgers, the

San Francisco Giants.
And then, at 11:00 Jane Russell 'busted

in' on us, as threatened. But we were all

glad she came. She had Pat with her,

and the rest of the girls in the wedding
party.

The bride and groom aren't supposed to

see each other after the wedding rehear-
sal, until they meet at the foot of the altar

for the marriage ceremony next day. But
Pat and Rich arent superstitious.

The arrival of the girls broke up the
party early, and high time. We were all

pretty well beat.

The next morning I got to Rich's hotel

a few hours before the wedding. The
photographer was already there.

Rich was smiling happily. Too happily,

it seemed to me—after all, his last few
hours as a free soul. . . . But he was also

very nervous.
He reached for that cough drop I told

you about, started to light it, realized his

mistake and grinned sheepishly. "I'll be
all right," he said. "Anybody got a strait-

jacket?"
"Had coffee?" he asked. "Go ahead,

order some."

Richard's city

He walked to the balcony of his suite

and looked out over the city—the city

where he was born.

"Golly," he said, pointing, "there's Al-
catraz." Sure enough, there was Alcatraz,

forbidding, forlorn, in the bright morning
sunlight. "The condemned man," said Rich,

"ate a hearty breakfast." Then he laughed.

The waiter arrived with our coffee.

"Want a cup?" I asked. "Sure," said Rich,

"black!" I poured some for him. But
Rich forgot to drink it. Wow, he was ner-
vous!

"Oh." He started putting on his shirt.

"Do you like this suit? Pat wanted me to

wear one of those fancy-pantsy cutaway
outfits but I wouldn't go for it. The ushers
are all different sizes. I told her we'd look
like a circus act. So here we go—blue
worsted suit, white shirt, black shoes. Now
about a tie—white or light blue?"

I thought the light blue went better with
the suit and told him so. Rich put on the

white tie. (Continued on page 55)
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ING ST
Seldom have sports togs been so happily accessorized as

they are with the new fall shoes by Jills—from now on

you'll want your sports clothes to be going steady with

Jills, too. Natalie Trundy (you saw her last in The Careless

Years, a Bryna production released through United Artists)

poses with the Jills skimmer style trimmed with a detach-

able bow. The two styles shown above and below left are

new easy hook-tye sneekers; the style below right is the

muchly desired 2-face saddle oxford, also with easy hook-

tye closing. Jills feature double wear Stratcrepe or Karak

(also crepe) soles which are cushioned for easy walking.

All these shoes are the hew lighter weight types; all come

in a wide range of widths, sizes and leathers. Jills by

Bristol are priced from $6.95 to $7.95.



(Continued from page 53) Fred Pratt,

Richard's cousin and best man, arrived
at 10:00 on the button with the ring and
the license, wearing the same kind of

blue suit and shaking like a leaf. "I don't
like that tie," said Rich. "Here, wear this

one." He handed over the light blue tie.

Fred, dazed, took it without a word, shed
his own tie and donned the blue one.

I left Rich's suite at 10:30 and got to

Star-of-the-Sea at 10: 45. A cordon of police

was holding back the crowd in front of the
church. In the playground between the
church and the school some youngsters
were playing softball, as nonchalantly as
though movie stars get married at Star-
of-the-Sea every day in the week. It was
Saturday, their day off, and they didn't

have to be there, but there they were.
Richard had played there too, when he
was a boy.
The fans outside the church were ex-

tremely well-behaved. The limousine
carrying May Wynn arrived. The Matron
of Honor was with her husband and the
fans crowded in on them—but politely

—

for autographs. May and Jack Kelly
obliged graciously, signing as many as
they could.
Pat and Rich, arriving in separate cars,

were supposed to have stopped at Penelli's

florist shop, a block away from the church,
to pick up her bouquet and his bouton-
niere. No soap. The hour was drawing
nigh. The florist brought the flowers to

the church.
I walked through the church, down the

main aisle. The church was almost filled

now. Four urns of white stock and gladioli

lined the aisles, and the altar and the rest

of the church were decorated with bou-
quets of white carnations and more gladi-

oli and stock—all white. The organ was
playing softly.

In the Sacristy, back of the main altar,

Father Willis was pacing up and down
nervously. "Say, where's Rich?" he de-
manded. "Will somebody tell him to get
himself in here—it's getting late."

The bride wore

—

The bride's car was five minutes late.

The police made the fans form a path.
Pat walked through it, a vision of loveli-

ness in a peau de soie gown embroidered
with Chantilly lace, topped by a Swedish
crown in pearls with a two-tiered illusion

veil. She carried a Rosary from her aunt
who had had it blessed by Pope
Pius XH. She also carried a white Missal
and the white Chantilly lace handkerchief
that her great-grandmother had worn at

another wedding many years ago. She car-
ried a bouquet, too, of white gardenias
and stephinotis, to match Rich's bouton-
niere. She wore a gold cross around her
neck. Rich had sent it to her a year ago,
when he was on a tour. She has never
taken it off.

She wore

—

Something old: Her great grandmother's
handkerchief.
Something new: Her wedding gown,

from the Bride's Shop in Beverly Hills.

Something borrowed: A pair of stockings,
from Barbara Tobias.
Something blue: A garter, from her

niece, Kathleen Lennon.
The bridesmaids wore bouffant gowns

—

pink dotted Swiss nylon—with sweetheart
necklines—and pearl headpieces and neck-
laces. May Wynn and little Kathleen wore
bouffant dresses too—green dotted Swiss
nylon. May and the bridesmaids carried
pink carnations and stephinotis. The little

flower girl carried pink carnations and for-
get-me-nots.
The organ struck up The Wedding

March. The procession started down the
aisle. I could see Rich and his best man
coming out of (Continued on page 57)

$100 for you!
Fill in the form below as soon as you've read all the stories in this issue. Then (on a
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Please check the space left of the one phrase which best answers each question:

1. I LIKE RICHARD EGAN:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I Read: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: Tj super-com-
pletely Q completely p fairly well

very little not at alt

2. I LIKE DEBORAH KERR:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: nail of her story Opart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-com-
pletely completely rT fairly well

very little not at alt

3. I LIKE BOB EVANS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: nail of his story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely rj fairly well

very iTttle not at alT

4. I LIKE ELVIS PRESLEY:

Bmore than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: Dall of his story npart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: h super-com-
pletely completely rT fairly well

very little not at alt

5. I LIKE PIER ANGELI:
3 more than almost any star a lot

J fairly well very little fj not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: all of her story partQ none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely [T fairly well

very little not at all

6. I LIKE KIM NOVAK:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

_ am not very familiar with her
I READ: Dall of her story npart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: p super-com-
pletely completely Q fairly well

very little not at all

7. I LIKE JIMMY R0DGERS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: rjall of his story Dpart rjnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely p completely fairly well

Q very little not at all

8. I LIKE SUZY PARKER:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: nail of her story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-com-
pletely D completely D fairly well

D very little D not at all

9. I LIKE DEBBIE REYNOLDS:
D more than almost any star a lot

B fairly well O very little D not at all

am not very familiar with her

I LIKE EDDIE FISHER:

Bmore than almost any star D a lot

fairly well O very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: Dalloftheirstory Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely p completely fairly well

very little D not at all

10. I LIKE TONY PERKINS:

Bmore than almost any star O a lot

fairly well very little not at all

P am not very familiar wifn him
I Read: all of his story D part D none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-com-
pletely p completely fairly well

very little D not at all

11. I LIKE MARLON BRANDO:
D more than almost any star D a lot

fairly well D very little D not at all

am not very familiar with him
Read: all of his story D part D none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely p completely rT fairly well

very little D not at all

12. I LIKE CHRISTINE CARERE:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: Dall of her story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: D super-corn-
pletely n completely Q fairly well

very ITttle not at all

13. I LIKE JERRY LEE LEWIS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little D not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: Da" of his story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: p super-com-
pletely completely p fairly well

D very little D not at all

14. I LIKE RONALD C0LMAN:
Bmore than almost any star D a lot

fairly well D very little p not at all

P am not very familiar wifn him
I READ: Dall of his story Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely D completely D fairly well

D very little D not at aTT

B

15. The stars I most want to read about are:

(l) _ (*)-

(2).

(3).

<2>-

(3).

AGE. .NAME.

ADDRESS.

CITY ZONE

.

. STATE

.

Here are the poll prize winners for September: Linda Latimer, Ontario, Canada; Mrs.

Freddy Nihart, Babbitt, Minn.; Judi Anderson, Carona del Mar, Calif.; Mrs. Barbara
Quinn, Kansas City, Mo.; Ollie June Rush, Selma, Ala.; Minnie L. Coxe, Lake City,

Florida; Betty Campbell, Sydney Mines, Nova Scotia; Ada Berge, San Clemente,
Calif.; Martha Stewart, Indianapolis, Ind.; Mrs. Mary Stefanic, Girard, Ohio.



modern screen beauty
\

A &ome perm add one hundred per cent to any hair style

mi

XX ollywood news for fall hair styles is mixed between the

"Tumble" cut, "Ripple" cut, and the sleek well-groomed

long-line cut—choose the most becoming to you. The long-

line cut surely becomes the fragile features of lovely Lee

Remick, whom you will next see in 20th's forthcoming Mardi

Gras. No matter which hair cut you choose for yourself be as-

sured that your hair will have much more manageable beauty

and style if you give yourself (Continued on page 66)



(Continued from page 55) the Sacristy and
approaching the foot of the altar, where
Rich would meet his bride. Pat was on the
arm of her stepfather, her eyes glistening
brightly.

The suspicious glistening in Pat's eyes
turned to real tears that rolled unchecked
down her cheeks when she reached the
foot of the altar and took Rich's arm.
They walked up the altar steps, past the
altar rail, and knelt directly in front of

the altar, on the two prie-dieus placed
there.

Pat's voice cracked when it came time
for her to recite the solemn marriage vows
after Father Willis: "I, Patricia Hardy,
take you, Richard Egan, for my lawful
wedded husband ... to have and to hold,

from this day forward, for better, for

worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness

and in health, till death do us part." But
she made it. She made it beautifully!

Toward the end, as a matter of fact, she
was practically singing the words.
Rich, repeating it all after Father Willis—
"I, Richard Egan, take you, Patricia

Hardy, etc."—created quite a problem

—

because he and Father Willis sound almost
exactly alike! Their voices have the same
timbre, the same quality. I looked over
at his parents, and I don't think I'y > ever
seen happier parents in my life: one son,

a movie star, being married" by another,

a priest. A man of God and a man of the
world, the worldliest of all worlds—show
business. It was quite an occasion.

A special blessing

Father Willis pulled the biggest surprise

of the day—a special Papal Blessing for

the happy couple, cabled to them from
Vatican City on their wedding day by
His Holiness, Pope Pius XII. Father Willis

read the cable, which will be reproduced
for the Egans on a special scroll:

His Holiness cordially imparts to
Richard Egan and Patricia Hardy on
the occasion of their wedding his
paternal and apostolic blessing.
Father Willis spoke about true Christian

marriage: "Like all the Sacraments, the
primary purpose is the sanctification of the
individual. It is intended to make holy
the soul, to make you intimately united
with Almighty God. Dedicate yourselves
to each other. In becoming united with
each other, you are becoming united with
Almighty God.

"I call upon all present," Father Willis
continued, "to be witness to this holy union
which I have now blessed. What God hath
joined together, let no man put asunder."
Fred Pratt handed over the ring. Father

Willis said, "Now that you have been
joined in Holy Matrimony, take this ring
in the name of the Father, Son and Holy
Spirit as a pledge of your fidelity.

"O Lord, watch over them," he prayed.
Then, to Pat and Rich, "May He unite
your hearts in true love, and may you
be blessed in your children and may the
love you lavish upon them return to you
a hundredfold. May the Lord grant you
fullness of years so that you may reap the
harvest of a rich life."

Rich kissed the bride at the foot of the
altar. The bridal procession started up the
aisle. The fans outside the church cheered
the happy couple. Flashbulbs popped, re-
porters pounced on the couple, autograph
hunters shoved pieces of paper and note-
books at Pat and Rich. Pat signed a few of
them, as many as she could, Pat Egan.
On the way to the reception in Atherton,

the car—a rented chauffered Cadillac

—

stalled. Some kind of mechanical trouble.
"We're sunk," said Rich.
The chauffeur was fiddling with some-

thing under the hood.
"Wouldn't it be funny," Pat giggled, "if

we had to hitchhike—me in my wedding
gown—in the middle of the highway!"
"Good movie title," said Hal, " "The

Bride Had to Hitchhike Home!'

"

The chauffeur got the car started. Off
they roared again.
"What's your advice to prospective

bridegrooms?" Hal asked Rich.
The groom kissed the bride, grinned

happily, and said, "My advice to all pro-
spective bridegrooms is, 'Do it!'

"

The garden of the French chateau-type
home where the reception was held was
filled now with guests. The reception
committee, headed by Pat and Rich, their
parents and the rest of the bridal party,
lined up on the terrace, overlooking some
huge oak trees under which more canopies
and candy-stripe-umbrella'd tables and
chairs were set. The guests were served
champagne while Cerruti's combo played
softly.

After the reception, the party moved to

the huge playhouse facing the swimming
pool, in back to the main house.
Two large hearts made of gardenias

floated in the pool. "Pat" was spelled out
on one of the hearts, "Rich" on the other.
Red, pink and yellow roses, carnations
and lilies floated in the pool too.

And the honeymoon?
"I've got to report to Fox next Monday

for my next picture, These Thousand
Hills," Rich said. "So we'll just motor
leisurely down to Los Angeles. Then to
Durango, Colorado, for location shots."
The wedding party, which started at

12:30 noon, broke up at 8:00. Pat and Rich
had left long before that hour, and every-
one's good wishes went with them. And
everyone agreed they'd had a wonderful
time at the wedding of the year. END

Richard will be in 20th's The Hunter
and in U-I's The Voice in the Mirror.

Now
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Cuticura helps

teen-age skin

faster than ever
"Full Treatment" Usually Relieves Pimples

Within 5 Days, Many Doctors Report

Never before have blackheads and pimples yielded so

fast and skin made ever so much lovelier—softer,

smoother, fresher, more radiant!

For sensational results get the full treatment : 1 . Mild,

superemollient Cuticura Soap for lather-massage. This is

vitally important. 2. Healing, softening Cuticura Oint-

ment. 3. Fast-acting Cuticura Medicated Liquid to cleanse

antiseptically, remove excess oiliness, check blemish-

spreading bacteria and speed healing. At drug counters.

Buy all 3 and see!

uticura
Cuticura has said for years —

Wishing won't help your skin, Cuticura will!

f& Guaranteed by *<•

v
Good Housekeeping
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Tom every angle this is one of the most flattering, comfortable con-

vertible bras of the season. "Inside Secret" elastic bands prevent

slipping—foam rubber lined underwired cups are firmed with embroidery

and V-stitching. This Maidenform bra, called Much-Ado Six-Way, was

styled both for the chemise-look silhouette and your favorite,

feminine fated-waist fashions. The straps adjust to every neckline

—

worn strapless, it will also assure you of being beautifully and confidently

groomed. Fine cotton broadcloth, white only. $3.95. Much-Ado is another

tribute to you—and to Maidenform's figure-genius.

much ~ado
a/bout
youLi* figure



jVou? a Special Hygienic Powder

Destroys odor on
Sanitary Napkins
—during those "self conscious" days each month

when ordinary deodorants can't protect you

• Safe— medically approved • Relieves chafing, sticking

• Neat — drying— nonscented

The deodorant powder, Quest, con-

tains the safest—the most effective

deodorizer known for menstrual odors.

This is the opinion of a leading pharma-
cologist. Scientifically tested and medi-
cally approved, Quest can be used
safely where strong irritating sprays,

creams or liquids may be dangerous to

sensitive tissue. Quest powder relieves

chafingbecause it is softand absorbent.
Be sure—be safe.

Use Quest especially at this time
when sweat glands are over-active. Get
Quest at all drug counters.

I'll never fall in love again

(Continued from page 24) cination grew.
Finally, after what must have been half

an hour, when for a moment she was alone,

he walked over to her and said, "Excuse
me, but I'm Robert Evans. And I've been
watching you."
Bob had expected her to say Oh, really?

or Why? Is there a smudge on my face?
or Do you think you saw me in Cannes,
maybe, last Spring? or any of a hundred
empty nothings a girl who came to this

type of New York cocktail party might
ordinarily have said.

But instead the girl looked him in the
eye and, frankly said, "I know. Because
I've been watching you, too."

"I didn't notice," Bob said.

"That's good," the girl replied. "My sex
has to be careful about being too obvious
when it comes to things like that."

Bob smiled.
So did the girl.

And anybody else who might have been
standing around at that point, watching
them as they'd been watching each other,

could have told you that the most beautiful

and important chemicals in the world
were beginning to brew up a storm right

now between these two—a very subtle,

complicated, crazy, wonderful, exasperat-
ing, incomprehensible kind of storm that

is commonly known as love.

The meeting took place five or six years
ago and we don't know too much about this

girl today. As Bob told us recently, "I

can't tell you her name. I wouldn't want
to do that. But she's an actress. And you've
probably seen her a few times, though
she hasn't been doing very much work
lately."

His mother's view

In an interview a couple of days later

his mother said, "She was a fine girl and
very talented and we all wished her well
in her career. For a time, when it looked
as if everything was serious with her and
Bob, we wished them well, too, even
though she was of a different religious

faith."

Said a friend of Bob's, "I liked her
because Bob did. But I could never get
over the feeling that no good would ever
come of this match. She was a swell girl

in many ways. She was smart and she was
good-natured and she was fun. But like

lots of girls who want to become actresses,

she was as aggressive as a Russian in

Budapest. She didn't show it much. But
she showed it at times. And this I didn't

like."

At the time they met, Bob was as ready
to fall in love as any man has ever been.
Unfortunately, as we will see, he fell too
hard.

Why was he so ready? Simple. He'd been
very sick for the last couple of years and
he'd undergone a slow recuperation and at

a time other fellows his age were going out
on dates and flings, Bob had been getting
to bed at nine and nine-thirty every night.
As he now jokes about this period, "You
can dream about girls that way, but you
sure don't get to meet them!"
Joking aside, though, the illness was a

bad one and it nearly cost Bob his life.

"It came suddenly," his mother says.
"Bobby and his father and I were driving
down to Flordia for a three-week vacation.
We were in a little town, a little more than
halfway there, when he began to complain
about a pain in his chest. We rushed him
to a local doctor. The doctor examined
him and smiled and said there was nothing
to worry about, that Bobby had a case of
indigestion. He gave us some pills and
said everything would be all cleared up
by the time we got to Florida.

"But when we got there, Bobby's con-
dition was worse. We took him up to the
hotel room first, thinking that maybe if

he lay down for a while he'd feel better.

But after a very little while we could
see this was no good. Thank God there was
a hospital right across the street from the
hotel. We took Bobby there. A doctor
examined him while we waited in an
office next door. I thought the examination
would never end. Finally, the doctor came
out. He asked us to stay seated and be
calm while he told us what was wrong. He
said that one of Bobby's lungs had col-

lapsed, that it was pushing against his

heart—and that Bobby would be dead in

another couple of hours if he wasn't taken
care of right away.
"Bobby's father and I stayed up all that

night, right there in the office. We prayed.
And the next morning when the doctor
came back in and told us that our boy had
pulled through the crisis, that he'd have
to stay in the hospital a couple of months
and rest for at least a year after that, we
were so glad he was going to live and we
weren't going to lose him, that we couldn't

do anything else but take each other's

hands and cry."

So ends Bob Evans' medical history.

And it had lots to do with his later,

romantic history.

Especially the night at the crowded
New York cocktail party when he met the
first girl he'd fallen for since his teens

—

this very pretty, sweet-faced blonde, this

girl he'd first seen only a little while
earlier and had suddenly wanted so much
to get to know. , .

That night was wonderful

They left the party and had dinner to-
gether. The girl explained that the two men
she'd arrived with were theatrical agents

who were so drunk that they could hardly
remember each other, let alone her.

Dinner that night was wonderful.
The girl told Bob about herself: that

she wanted more than anything in the
world to be an actress; that things seemed
to be moving along pretty well; that she
expected she might be in Hollywood and
in pictures by the end of a year or two.
Then Bob told her something about him-

self. He'd been an actor once, way back

—

when he was eleven, "Here I was, just a
kid," he said, "with this ambition to per-
form burning inside me. Even at that age,

though, I knew the theater was tough to

crack. But our family used to listen to the
radio a lot. And one day I realized there
were lots of stories being told on the radio
and that more than one of them had parts
for boys about my age. So the next day
I got on the subway and went to down-
town New York, to CBS. By luck I got to

see a director and I guess he liked the way
I talked, the tone of my voice, because he
said, 'Okay, young man, we can use you.'
I remember it was later that day when
Eleanor Kilgallen, Dorothy Kilgallen's sis-

ter, was signing me up, that she looked at

me and said, 'This is the sorriest move you
could make, my boy. You know, it's not
going to be an easy life after this.'

"

"It might not have been easy," Bob
went on. "But it sure was fun." He con-
tinued with the kid radio stuff for a few
years, then stopped a while, and again
went back to radio in Florida where, for

about a year, he worked as the youngest
disc-jockey in the state.

"But now that's all behind me, I think,"
Bob told her. "A little while back, when I

was recuperating, I decided maybe acting
wasn't for me. So I came to New York
again to get a job, a steady job. I thought
I'd like to get into the garment business. 59



Nobody would hire me at first. They didn't

think anybody with an acting background
was stable enough. But finally this one
place said they'd give me a try. They took
me on as a messenger boy for forty-five

whole dollars a week. Right after work,
I'd go to school for a course in marketing
and selling. I figured that in this business
it's important to know what adjectives to

use—because if you don't use the right

ones at the right time, you might as well
give up."

He ordered another cup of coffee for

himself and the girl as he went on.

Bob continues his story

"The study paid off," he said. "I was a
salesman in less than a year. And now,
well, my brother, Charles, and Joe Picone,

a friend, have started their own business
in women's sportswear—it's called Evan-
Picone—and they've invited me to join

them as a partner. It's not a big business
yet, but I think someday it will be,

and. . .
."

The young man who was soon to become
a millionaire through this very business,

stopped now and shrugged. "Well, I guess
you've heard enough about me for one
night," he said.

"Why?" the girl asked, stirring her coffee

but not looking down at it. "Will there be
other nights?"
"There could be tomorrow night," Bob

said.

"There could." She looked at him, very
seriously for a moment.
And then she burst into a big, happy

smile.

"I'll be ready at six-thirty," she said.

"Or six, if that's not too early for you."
Bob made it at five to six that next

night, secretly glad that he would be able
to see this girl for five minutes more
than the fates of time-arranging had
planned.
And the girl was glad, too. After their

first meeting, she'd thought about Bob all

that night—as she was to tell him later

—and all that morning and afternoon.
And now he was there and they were
going out on a date and there'd be no
stopping the great time they would have
that night.

And it wasn't many dates later that they
both stopped long enough to tell each
other they were in love and that there were
no two luckier people in the whole wide
world than they.

Two of the nicest

Their love lasted for two happy years.

"They were probably the most in-love
young couple I've ever seen," a friend of

Bob's has said. "And why shouldn't they
have been? They were two of the most
attractive young people in New York.
They were two of the nicest. Her career
was beginning to do better and better.

And on Bob's side, Evan-Picone was be-
coming what it is today—one of the finest

and most successful women's fashion
houses in the world. Yes, things were
really going great guns and there was talk

of marriage.
"And then came a little phone call from

Hollywood and it was like a love story
in a magazine where the type-setters had
made a mistake and suddenly it became
a different story. Because the love element
wasn't there any more—at least, not on the
part of one of them."
The phone call, of course, was for the

girl. It was from a producer who was
offering her a part in a picture. The pic-

ture, he said, was due to roll within a
couple of weeks and she would have to

come out to the Coast, pronto.
The good-byes between Bob and his girl

had to be brief. But somewhere along the

60 line—at the airport, in fact—the girl made

Bob promise that he'd be out to California
to see her.

"It won't be easy re-arranging the busi-
ness schedule," Bob said. "And you won't
be out there very long, anyway. And—

"

The girl interrupted him, frantically.

"But you will be out, won't you?" she
asked. "Please?"

It made Bob feel very good to know
that this girl loved him this much, so much.

"Yes," he said, nodding, "I'll be out in

a couple of weeks, just as soon as I can
get away."
Then he kissed her long and hard.
And he watched her as she rushed off

to board the plane for that fabulous town
in the West that has a tendency to change
most people who come in contact with it

—

some for the better, some for the worse. . . .

It was a few weeks later when Bob
phoned his girl from New York. "Every-
thing's set," he said. "I'm leaving on a
morning flight tomorrow and I'll see you
for dinner."
The girl sounded overjoyed. She ex-

plained that production on the picture was
being held up for a while and so they'd
have at least a week together, just the two
of them.
"Hurry darling," she said, as if she were

about to break down and cry. "Hurry."
And that was all Bob needed.
"I love you. I love you. . .

." he said over
and over, till the operator interrupted
and told him his time was up. "I love you,"
he said once again before hanging up,

meaning those words as he never knew
they could be meant before. . . .

Then in Hollywood . . .

When Bob got to the Hollywood hotel

where his girl was staying, he knocked on
her door and then looked down at his

watch.
It was exactly five minutes to six.

He smiled. This was a very setimental
hour in his book, and it seemed to him
to be one of those perfect coincidences
that could only lead to more perfect things.

When the girl opened the door, she was
in her robe.

"Oh, Bob!" she said, looking terribly

confused. "I'd almost forgotten you were
coming!"
And if ever a heart has dropped, low, to

the pit of the stomach, Bob's did then.

"Bobby," she said, after kissing him
quickly and leading him into the room,
"last night I got a call from the studio.

They want me to go to Boston for about a
week to do some public appearances for

them."
"When do you have to go?" Bob asked.
"Tonight," the girl said.

At that moment, the telephone rang.

"Oh, hello," she said, beginning to laugh.

"Yes, isn't it marvelous? Not that Boston
is New York or Chicago, but I'll be doing
publicity work before I've ever even been
in a picture!"

She shot a quick glance over at a
stunned Bob and indicated to him that

she'd be off the phone in a minute.
"Yes, yes," she continued, "and I spent

all day buying some new dresses and get-
ting a hat and bag and. . .

."

She went on, for lots more than a min-
ute.

And when she hung up, she barely had
time to explain things to Bob. "It all hap-
pened so quickly," she said. "And I meant
to phone you back last night, but then I

forgot
—

"

"You forgot?"
"Well, I kind of put it off and then I got

sleepy and—well, yes, I forgot," she ad-
mitted.

In this business . . .

Bob stared at her as she talked. It was
as if, after two years, he were looking at

another girl. Her voice sounded different

—

shrill, tense, excited. And her face while
still pretty was different too. Her eyes,

especially her eyes, were different—the

softness in them Bob had loved so much
was suddenly gone—all the warmth gone,

all the love gone.
"I had thought that maybe you could fly

back East with me tonight—that is, if you
wanted to," the girl went on, "but then
you're probably tired and would like to

hang around here for a few days."

"Sure," Bob said. "Sure."
The girl patted him on the cheek. "I

hope you're not hurt, darling," she said,

this different voice spewing out the string

of quick sympathy. "But if a girl's going to

get anywhere in this business, she's got to

go where they tell her."

With that she rushed into the bedroom
to change.
And in less than an hour she was

gone. . . .

"It took me a long time to get over that,"

Bob said the other day, "but after a while
you get over anything, I guess, especially

something that you learn probably wasn't
worth having anyway. And still, though I

got over it, it left me with the feeling that
I would never fall in love again. ... I still

have this feeling."

Bob paused as if he were thinking about
another trip he made to Hollwood a couple
of years later, the business trip on which
he was discovered by Norma Shearer and
given a part in Man of a Thousand Faces,

a bigger part next in The Sun Also
Rises, and most recently the big hunk of

part in a picture that is already, months
before its release, being called a Western
Classic by the inside movie crowd, Quick
Draw.

"I guess I feel I may never fall in love

again because, honestly, I don't seem to

meet many girls," he went on. "Oh sure,

I'm out in Hollywood, the business being
what it is, I see a lot of glamor-type girls

and date them from time to time. And
when I'm in New York, at the office, there

are models around all the time, beautiful

girls, very beautiful girls. But, I don't

know—for some reason I can't seem to

get too worked up over them. I guess what
I really want is a girl who's not in these

professions and in a position like mine.
It's hard to meet this kind of girl.

"So what do I do? Well, I turn down
approximately one party invitation a night,

maybe going to one a week. Maybe one
or two other nights a week I'll go to a
nightclub or to the theater. But the rest

of the nights I go home and I just stay

put. I have a big apartment in New York
—a beauty, overlooking the East River.

And on the quiet nights I make a bite to

eat and sit around and read.

Again he paused. And then he asked,

"It all sounds kind of sad, doesn't it?

Well, I don't know if it's sad or not. But
that's the way it is. Sure, maybe someday
I'll be at the right place at the right time
and the right girl will happen to walk
into the room and I'll take a look at her
and I'll know. But then again, maybe that

time will never be. So if sad's the word
you want—well then yes, it is sad."

As Bob was speaking this time, of that

right girl just happening to walk in, we
couldn't help thinking of another girl—

a

pretty, sweet-faced blonde, who'd walked
into a certain room on a certain night a

few years back.
And we couldn't help but wonder if

maybe she—this girl who was going to be-
come a big movie star and who gave the

heave to a very nice guy who's on his way
now to becoming a really big movie star

—

if maybe she feels things worked out pretty

sad, too. END

Look for Bob in 20th-Fox's Quick Draw.
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{Continued from page 47) For an instant,

everything was confusion. Half her mind
knew that this had all been a dream—that

she was a big girl now; that the war with
the Germans was long over; that she was
in Hollywood, California, far from France;
that Philippe was not there in bed beside

her.

But the noise, the wailing noise. That
was not part of any dream. That was real.

The noise, the terrible noise. Where was
that coming from? And why did that not
stop?
She jumped out of the bed and groped

through the darkness to a window. It was
open slightly. She pushed it open all the

way and listened.

Slowly, very slowly, she realized that

the noise was coming from a fire engine
that had since passed the hotel and was
now miles away, its siren still piercing the

still night air.

Her first instinct was to laugh.
Except that she couldn't laugh, and so

instead she began to cry.

"Philippe," she said again, whispering
the name this time through her sobs as

she stood there, staring out the window.
"Oh, Philippe

—
" she said, as if she were

calling for someone to come be with her
and comfort her and, with his arm around
her waist and his lips against her hair,

dissolve the ache that filled her young
lonely body.
But no one came.
"It is silly to cry like this, is it not,

Philippe?" she said anyway, just pretend-
ing. "I remember my mother used to say
to me when I was very little that if you
cried about anything at night, alone in

your room, you should immediately think
of something happy that has happened to

you. 'And puff!' she told me, 'the tears

will vanish!'

"

Christine nodded at the memory of that

advice.

And then, still standing there, she
searched back in her mind, way back, for

some of those happier moments.
They came to her in flashes.

Boys, I like .

Like the day, when she was six or seven,
at her uncle's farm in Burgundy. . . . Her
uncle had a beet-sugar farm. He also had
a young son and two daughters. When
Christine arrived on the farm for a short
vacation—a vacation from school and from
the war that raged in the north of France
—she was introduced to her cousins and
then told to run off and play with the girls.

"There are two things I do not like,"

Christine told her amazed uncle on the
spot. "One is arithmetic. And the other
is girls."

And so Christine galloped off with her
boy cousin, out to the fields to meet some
other friends who were playing there.

For the next three hours they all played
a farm version of soccer, using the big,

heavy sugar beets as the ball.

When the game was just about over,
Christine's uncle came out from the barn
where he'd been working to see how his
niece was enjoying herself.

"But my child
—

" he said, stunned,
when he saw her. She'd just taken what
must have been her fiftieth fall and was
covered with blood and bruises. "You
must not play like this!"

"Uncle," Christine said, taking his hand
and smiling a strange smile, "always in
Paris I have gone to school with girls. As
I said, I did not like them. And always
I wondered about boys, whom I did not
know. 'Would I at least like them?' I

asked myself. Well, uncle—I do, I do. So
please let me play on with them."

The man had no choice but to laugh and
say all right.

He had stayed around, Christine re-
membered, long enough to see her score
three more goals and get herself two
more cuts. . . .

Another happy memory
And—Christine remembered, too, now

—

there was another happy time on another
day, years later, and with another boy.
Actually, the boy was approaching young
manhood, being about nineteen years old
to Christine's fifteen. Actually, too, Chris-
tine had no use for this particular boy
because he was known in the neighbor-
hood as the young handsome Don Juan
and Christine, still a tomboy at heart,

didn't like anything or anyone romantic.
But she had just had an appendectomy

and she was in the hospital and this boy
had come to visit her and she knew she
must try her best to be pleasant.

So, whatever he would say, she would
answer, "Oh, yes?" And, "Oh, is that so?"
And, "Really—well, how interesting."

She was, in truth, not really interested
in anything about him, so suave, so slick,

so much the type all the other girls—silly

things—were always mooning over.

But then, just before he left, he leaned
over her bed and kissed Christine lightly

on the forehead and he said, "You know,
you are a very pretty girl."

For the first time in her life, Christine
blushed.

"No," she said, trying to cover the blush
with her words—true words, she thought.
"I am quite ugly. Look, my face is chubby
and there is nothing distinctive about it

and—

"

The boy shook his head. "You are so
pretty," he said, "that if you were older,

I would come call on you—often."

With that, he kissed her again and left.

And with that, Christine reached for

a mirror and began to study her face.

When her mother came to visit her a

little while later, the woman was amazed.
"What have you done to your hair?"

she asked, coming toward the bed.
"I have pinned it back a little," Chris-

tine said, "like the true Parisiennes are
wearing theirs."

"And what is that on your lips?" the
woman asked, coming closer and closer.

"I know, Maman," Christine said, "I

must not wear lipstick until I am seven-
teen years. But the nurse had some in

her purse and I asked her if I could try

it, just to see how I will look when the
time comes."
Her mother shrugged.
"Maman," Christine said seriously, in the

tone she always used when she was about
to confess something. "Maman, I am be-
ginning to grow old."

"Old?" her mother asked.
"Well, older," Christine said. "And I

think—I think I now like boys."
"But you always liked boys," her mother

said, very matter-of-factly. "The soccer,

the water polo
—

"

"Yes, Maman," Christine said, nodding,
interrupting her, "but now—I like them
in a different way."
The woman looked at her, stunned for

a moment.
And then, suddenly, she began to laugh.

The garden party

How we both laughed then, Christine
remembered now, this first night in Holly-
wood, standing by the open window, think-
ing back. ''But how Maman didn't langh
that afternoon the next year when I came
home and told her about the charity

garden party and the movie stars and the 61



producers and what they had all said to

me. . .
."

The party was held in a movie pro-

ducer's garden in the heart of residential

Paris. Every top movie personality in

France was invited. Not invited was a

young wide-eyed girl, by this time one

of the top movie fans in France. Her
name was Christine. And to get into the

party, she just kind of walked in.

Her reason for doing this was two-fold:

she wanted to see her favorites in person

and she wanted autographs.

She'd been sneaking around the place

for almost an hour and had already seen

most everybody there and gotten a padful

of autographs when two men and a wom-
an, sitting sipping champagne at the far

end of the garden, signaled her over.

Christine recognized one of the men as

Noel-Noel, the great comedian. She'd al-

ready gotten his autograph, a long time

back. She was confused. "You want me?"
she called out.

The three nodded.
Praying suddenly that one of the other

two people was not the host or hostess,

ready to boot her out of the garden,

Christine walked toward them.
"You see what I mean?" Noel-Noel

asked, taking Christine's hand in his. "You
see?"

"Yes," said the other man, who turned

out to be producer Jean-Paul Paulin.

"She is lovely," agreed the woman

—

Jacqueline Audry, another producer.

"What are your measurements, Made-
moiselle?" Noel-Noel asked.

"I don't know," Christine said nervously.

"Whatever they are," said Paulin, watch-
ing her, "they are good."
"And what is your name?" Mme. Audry

asked.
"Christine de Borde," the girl said,

methodically, as if she were answering a

job questionnaire. "My father is the Count
Ivan de Borde. He is a gentleman farmer
and long separated from my mother. I

live with my mother."
"And you would like to be a actress?"

Mme. Audry asked.
"No ... At least—I never thought

about it."

"You are a student?" she was asked.

"Yes," Christine said. "I go to the sec-

retarial school."

"You like it?"

"I do not like it at all," Christine said.

"But since the war we have been poor.

My mother must work and I realize I

must help her, so I am studying to be a
secretary. It is an obligation and I realize

I must be happy at it. It is something
I must do."

At the very moment she said that, a
quality in Christine—a warm, sad, bitter-

sweet quality—came shining through.
"You see?" Noel-Noel said triumphantly,

turning again to the others.

And again the others nodded. . . .

Mama is skeptical

A few hours later Christine was excit-

edly telling her mother, "The woman pro-
ducer said to me that I should come to-

morrow to the studio for a film test and
that if it was good she would put me into

a movie."
"You are sure this was a woman pro-

ducer?" her mother asked, skeptically.

Christine described Mme. Audry and
what she had been wearing, from her
beautiful hat right down to her beautiful

shoes.

"Well," her mother said—and then she
thought for a moment. And then, with
great finality, she said, "No, you may not
be an actress. The cinema is not a good
business and too many young girls like

you are led into it with promises and then
62 let out with nothing but a broken heart!"

And that should have been the end of

that. Except that for three days running,

Christine—suddenly intrigued with the

idea of visiting a real movie studio and
making a real test—bothered her mother
so much that she finally gave in.

It was on a Friday that Christine phoned
the producer saying that she could come
for the test. The following Monday she

made the test, and by Wednesdav she was
called back to the producer's office.

"This is fantastic, I know, Christine,"

the woman told her, "but I think you are

an actress."

She handed the girl a script.

It was for a picture called Olivia.

In it was a part for Christine, a small

part, but the kind that can do wonders
for a young actress.

As it turned out, this particular young
actress ended up doing wonders for the

part.

And so began a beautiful career for

the newly-named Christine Carere.

And so also began the strange chain of

events that would eventually lead to her
meeting the young man named Philippe.

She didn't like him at all at first.
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As she explained it in a letter to a
friend, one of Christine's very few close

friends:

This morning I started work
on a picture called Springtime
In Paris. My co-star is Phil-

ippe Nicaud. You remember
how I used to idolize him on
the screen? Well, he is ter-

rible to meet. He is good-
looking, yes; but not really so

great-looking. And he is so

self-assured, so certain of

himself—unlike myself, who is

more quiet, and a little inse-

cure. And yes, he is a good
actor—but that, too, he knows.
Honestly, my only reaction to

him is: "Here is a man who is

very happy with himself!"

Well, you know how I feel

about that type—
In her next letter, written about two

weeks later, Christine wrote all about the

progress of the picture and the fun she was
having making it. There was only one
reference to Philippe Nicaud this time.

It read:
Oh yes, about him

—

we'll be
working together soon. And
I can't say I look forward to

it.

Not long after, in her third letter, Chris-
tine wrote:

I have always liked and re-
spected you, my good friend,

but I think you are very silly

to say that I have some sort

of 'feeling'—as you put it—
about Monsieur Philippe Ni-
caud. I feel absolutely nothing.

And then, almost immediately after that,

followed the fourth letter:

It was a difficult scene I was
working on all day today with

Philippe, our second scene to-

gether. Both of us were hav-
ing a little trouble with it.

And then, do you know what
happened? He asked me if I

would have lunch with him,

so we could talk about the

scene, he said. At lunch we
talked about the scene and
then we began to talk about
ourselves. And do you know
what? He was so nice to me
and so helpful. After a while

1 realized that though he is a

strong person he is not that

strong—and that some of his

attitudes which I didn't like

are really used by him to

cover up the feelings inside

him about not being so sure

of himself. Anyway, he asked
me to have dinner with him
tonight. And this will sur-

prise you—or will it?—-but I

said yes!

That evening with Philippe turned out

to be the most wonderful Christine had
ever spent.
" And that evening led to another, and
another.
Finally came the evening a few months

later when—sitting together in a small

Left Bank restaurant, their dinner over,

sipping the remains of a small bottle of

sparkling red wine—Philippe asked Chris-

tine to marry him.
"But there are things about me you

should know," Christine said, suddenly
flustered.

"Oh?" said Philippe.

"I don't like the color green," Christine

said.

"Neither do I," said Philippe.

"And I hate to travel on airplanes."

"I have always preferred the train my-
self," said Philippe.

"And in my spare time sometimes I like

to write novelettes. Only—until I write one
I like very much—I will never let you
read it," Christine said.

"I promise not to ask," said Philippe.

"And about my cooking," she continued,

"I know all French girls are supposed to be

good cooks. I am, too. But I don't like it.

I give too much of myself. Then if it's no
good I want to cry—and, believe me, some-
times it is no good."

"I have a very simple appetite," said

Philippe.

He looked into her eyes and took her
hand in his.

"Will you marry me, Christine?" he
asked again.

"Yes," Christine said, radiating happi-
ness. "Yes. . .

."

Hollywood beckons

But word from Hollywood interrupted

their wedding plans. The word was simple:

Twentieth Century-Fox wanted to test

Christine in their London studios for the
lead in Francoise Sagan's A Certain Smile.

It was marvelous news in a way. It

would mean Hollywood. It would mean
co-starring opposite someone like Rossano
Brazzi. It would mean everything a young
actress could ever hope for.

Yet it was sad news, too—news that

could mean not only putting off the wed-
ding, but being separated from Philippe

for month upon month upon month.
Christine didn't know what to do.

Philippe persuaded her to make the test.

Somewhat reluctantly, Christine flew to

London. In the back of her mind was the

strong belief that she wouldn't make it.

After all, she knew no English—and hadn't
that held her back once before, the time
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she'd been considered to play opposite

Kirk Douglas in Act of Love? And if you
only half heartedly wanted something,

weren't the chances pretty slim that you
would get it?

But when Christine arrived in London,
she really worked on the part. For days,

she worked on two scenes. She learned
her lines phonetically because although
she couldn't read the English spelling, she
could learn the sounds. Then she took her
test and the prints were rushed to Holly-
wood.
And, a few days later, a contract was

rushed from Hollywood back to Paris.

"Sign it," said Philippe, who had just

been notified that he too had landed
a plum part—the romantic lead in a stage

play called The Pretender. "Sign it, and
we will be married anyway. And what
will happen after that, will happen. . .

."

The wedding, a few months later—after

Christine had gone to Hollywood to per-

fect her English and prepare for the pic-

ture—was small and lovely. So was the

bride. She wore a dress, with a bolero
top and short tulip skirt designed by Dior,

a veiled hat with a pony-tail of white
satin roses, and carried a tiny bouquet of

white roses and lilies-of-the-valley.

The church ceremony was held at Notre
Dame Auteuil, with one near-mishap:
when it came time for Philippe to reach
into his pocket for Christine's ring—in

France it is the bridegroom who carries

the ring, not the best man—it wasn't there.

Philippe was sure he'd put it in his pocket
and he searched and searched. Finally,

hopefully, he tried the other pocket and
everybody present—especially Philippe

—

breathed a long sigh of relief when he
came up with the tiny gold band.
Then Christine and Philippe and their

forty guests drove to a small inn outside

Paris for a champagne reception.

It was a beautiful party. And every-
thing went beautifully, too, until it came
time for one of the guests to make a toast.

Lifting his glass, he spoke about this fine

young couple, so much in love, embarking
on their great voyage through life to-

gether. Then he reminded one and all

that they should be proud that the play
Philippe had just opened in was the hit of

Paris, and that they should be proud that

Christine would be leaving in just four
days for the United States of America to

play the lead in a great motion picture.

"It is a shame," he started to say, "that
they will be separated

—

"

Never let go

Christine never heard the rest. She was
too busy now fighting back the tears. She
managed to smile when the speech was
over, as everyone applauded and drank
to their health. But then she reached
under the table and clutched her hus-
band's hand hard and she swore to her-
self that she wouldn't let go of it until that
night, so few nights away, when she
would have to board the plane and leave
him.

Their honeymoon was as wonderful as
it was short. They spent it in their new
five-room apartment, right there in Paris.

They had no furniture yet—nothing but a
couple of beds, a couple of chairs, a few
dishes and kitchen utensils. But who
cared? They had each other. And they
had their big terrace overlooking the city

below. And on the two evenings when
the weather was nice Christine prepared
dinner—simple, as she had warned Phil-
ippe, just steak, potatoes, pastry and cof-
fee—and they ate on the terrace. And
then, as night fell, they continued to sit

there, just the two of them, watching the
lights of the city go on, then looking up
at the stars as they too went on. And they
whispered to one another the things that
people in love will whisper, trying to fill

into those few days and nights what they
knew would soon be only a memory. . . .

The morning after her arrival in Holly-
wood—and exactly five mornings after her
wedding—Christine got down to the busi-

ness at hand—namely, to begin to work on
her role for A Certain Smile and to try

to wipe out the loneliness she was already
feeling for Philippe.

For those next few months Christine

was the loneliest bride in Hollywood.
Except that it would have been hard to

tell if you didn't know her very well.

"At night, Christine was always alone,"

someone who does know her has said.

"After a week she moved from the hotel

to a small apartment. And after she got

home for the day and made her dinner,

she would either sit and study her script

or her English, or go out for a walk, or
turn on the little television set in her bed-
room, and lie down and watch until she
fell asleep. . . . But then day would
come again and Christine would come to,

the studio. And so anxious was she to

learn and be friendly, and so delightful

a girl is she, anyway, that you would
never know what she really felt about
being separated from her Philippe. Of
course, there were times when she'd be
smiling a little more glowingly than other
times. And if you pressed a little, she
would tell you, 'Oh, I spoke to my hus-
band on the telephone last night!' or 'To-

night, Philippe will call me and we will

be able to talk for a while!' But other than
those times, as I said, it was always a little

hard to tell how she felt.

That smile

"And then," the friend went on, "came
the day, midway through A Certain Smile,
when the studio decided to shoot part of

the picture on location—in France. I was
with Christine when she was told this.

And to try to describe her expression
would be like my telling you about my
first trip to the moon. Let me just say
that it was a combination of everything
wonderful and happy and thankful in life,

all put together in one pretty little face.

"The trip back to Europe must have
been a dream come true. I don't know
exactly how much time Christine and
Philippe had together in their new apart-
ment. It was no more than a couple of

weeks, tops.

"But in those couple of weeks they
lived, the way some people never live,

no matter how much time they spend to-
gether.

"And when Christine came back to

Hollywood, finally, to finish the picture

and begin work on another, she was in

all truth a different person.
"Yes, she still spent her nights alone.

"And she was, no doubt, still lonely for

her husband.
"But I think she learned something from

that happy, though short trip back home.
"She and I got to talking about it.

Philippe was still in Paris with his

play; Christine was here for another
few months with her new picture, Mardi
Gras—a big bang-up musical with Pat
Boone, Tommy Sands, Gary Crosby and
June Blair.

"At one point she smiled and said,

'You learn that the miles mean noth-
ing when there is love at both ends of

those miles.'

"Then, quickly, she changed the subject.

"But that smile she'd been smiling, that

certain smile of Christine Carere's

—

that

remained.
"And it was good to see that, at last,

everything was tres okay!" END

Christine will soon be in 20th Century-
Fox's A Certain Smile and Mardi Gras. 63



please don't let me lose my children

(Continued from page 23) would remain
in England with him, and so that he could
later get custody of the children.

When she had kissed eleven-year old

Melanie and seven-year-old Francesca
good-bye in London a month earlier, leav-
ing them with their father, she had- done
it because she believed it would be better

for them to be with him. She would have
loved having them with her in Vienna,
but she knew that her days would be
crowded with work. She had felt that

it would be selfish of her to keep them
in Vienna, lonely all day, just so that when
the day's shooting on The Journey was
over she would have a chance to look at

their bright, eager faces across the dinner
table from her.

The words on the sheet of legal-sized

paper seemed to mock her: Because Peter
Viertel has enticed the defendant (Deb-
orah) away from her husband, we are
asking. . . .

She knew that there had been gossip

about her and the handsome, thirty-

seven-year-old writer who was working
on the script of The Journey in which she
was starring. There had been many late

afternoon and evening conferences with
the brilliant, sophisticated writer. Peter
had been attentive. She had found him
charming. But she had tried to be circum-
spect in her behavior. She had always
been shocked at mothers who were so

openly loose in their behavior that their

actions brought scandal on their family.

Now she thought, her mind whirling
with the impact of the news, What will

the children think when the newspapers
in London headline this kind of story?

Tony's always been popular in England—
everyone remembers him as a war hero.

What will they say about me when this

accusation is aired?

I wouldn't care so much what they said

about me—if it weren't for the children.

But how can they stand up to such scandal?
Unbidden tears—the first she'd wept in

many years—came to her eyes. And her
mind flashed back to the time when she
was a child in England, when her father

had died and her mother had said good-
bye to her at the boarding school where
she was to be enrolled.

No heavy weather

"Don't cry," her mother had told her.

"You must have strength and self-control

and never cry just because you're lonely
or unhappy. Remember, never make heavy
weather of things."

Since then she had gone through many
heartbreaks, many lonely moments. She
had suffered as a child at boarding school,

feeling bitterly lonely. Many times when
she had crawled between the cold sheets
at night, she had wanted to sob—but held
back her sobs, remembering her mother's
warning: Don't make heavy weather of
things.

When she had borne her two children,

she had faced her pains remembering the
joys to come. When she and Tony—back
in the early years of their marriage when
love was strong—had been separated by
work, she had repressed all tears.

And when she had had to kiss little

Melanie good-bye and leave her with her
grandmother and her nanny for four
months, because you just don't take a child

into the heart of Africa on location—even
then she hadn't cried.

But now, at the thought of her two
precious daughters being taken from her,

these lovely children for whom she had
endured years of married unhappiness . . .

at the thought of the battle she would have
64 to put up to keep them, the gossip they

might hear about her—the tears she had
never known before came freely now.
For several years, Tony Bartley and

Deborah Kerr have not been happy to-

gether. Years ago Deborah fell out of love
with Tony. She sadly admitted only re-
cently, "Ours was not an ideal marriage as

people thought. For some time it has
been no more than a prosaic one."

That was putting it mildly. For years
it has been a highly disturbing marriage
to Deborah, an ardently lovely woman who
had ceased to feel ardently about her hus-
band. They had been separated many
times, too many times perhaps, and the
marriage that had begun with such high
hopes had become a mockery.

Walter Slezak's young son told
his father he'd like to study higher
mathematics. And he wanted to

start with a bigger allowance.
Barl Wilson

in the New York Post

In the meantime, Deborah—who when
she married had been reserved, almost
prim—had become more beautiful with
maturity, more exciting and lovable than
ever. But the dreams she had dreamed
had died in marriage. A friend said, com-
menting on the frequent separations of

Deborah and Tony, "When a wife and
husband are often separated by so many
thousands of miles, it's a miracle that the
marriage survives at all."

Deborah's marriage has survived for

twelve years, though it has been losing its

meaning to her for the last few years,

because from the day her first daughter
was born she decided, "Nothing will ever
come between Tony and me now. Our
marriage is more important than ever now
because we both adore our little daughter."
Thirteen years ago, Deborah was a

young actress in Europe. To entertain

the troops, she joined a company of Gas-
light playing opposite Stewart Granger.

It was in Brussels that she first met the
great English war ace, Squadron Leader
Anthony Bartley, eldest son of Sir Charles
and Lady Bartley. From the day she met
him, she was attracted by this blond,

handsome, brilliant man. How handsome
he looked in his uniform!
But this romance turned out to be far

more mature than her earlier heart-throbs.
She was fascinated not only by Tony's good
looks and his reputation as a great hero,

but by his inner qualities as well. And he
found her not only one of the most beauti-
ful girls he'd ever known, but a gay,

stimulating companion. They saw a lot of

each other in London, and later, when he
was ordered to the South Pacific their

letters to each other carried such a world
of meaning that they fell in love.

When Tony realized that he loved Deb-
orah he was worried for fear his conserva-
tive parents would object to his marrying
an actress. He asked Sir Laurence Olivier,

one of his close friends, what he thought.
"Marry her," said the charming Laurence.
"She's a wonderful girl—even though she
is unreasonably chaste!"
His doubts dissolved, Tony proposed to

Deborah by cable. He was by this time
back in England, but he was about to be
sent to Australia. Will you marry me?
he wired.

Confident that this was a love that

would last a lifetime, Deborah wired back:
Yes, when?
And so they were married in Novem-

ber 1945, at a very fashionable church in

London.
And all happiness was theirs.

How madly in love they were in the
beginning! Deborah worshipped Tony. She
was so quiet in those days—a bit of an
introvert—afraid to go to parties.

When they'd get an invitation, she'd

turn her troubled face to Tony. "I'd rather
not go," she said. "I'm afraid of strangers."

His happy laugh rang out. "Afraid of

strangers? With your beauty and charm,
darling, you won't be a stranger to anyone
for more than five minutes."
And Tony proved to be right. With

this smiling, handsome man at her side,

she was sought out by everyone at every
party, and as long as Tony, beaming, was
there, she felt sure of herself. It was
obvious during these early years that Tony
always wanted to be beside her—that he
was not interested in any other girls, not
even for the briefest moment. As for

Deborah, in those days, she was interested

only in Tony.
The magic of happiness continued to

hover over their heads. Deborah attracted

attention by her fine acting and her
beauty and received such a fabulous offer

from Hollywood that Tony agreed they had
no choice but to accept it.

Their lives were beginning to revolve
around Deborah's career, but Tony and
she loved each other so much that they
were almost blind to what was happening.
Deborah became an important star al-

most instantly in Hollywood. But nothing
that had happened before was as exciting

as the bewitching moment when her baby,
Melanie, was placed in the circle of her
arms, as she lay in her hospital bed.

And when Tony said, a little later, look-
ing with awe at Melanie, "I thought all

new-born babies were homely, but darl-

ing, she is probably this beautiful only
because you are," Deborah thought her
heart would swell until it burst.

A wonderful father

Francesca's birth four years later seemed
to cement her happiness all the more.
Afterwards, there were many times when

Deborah would awaken in the morning
and think, Things aren't going as well
with Tony and me as they used to. I won-
der why? Then she would shut the un-
welcome thought out of her mind.
He was wonderful with the children. . . .

Why should she feel a strange little hurt
inside? Why should she feel as though
some part of her wanted something out of

marriage she wasn't getting?

No woman got everything, and if her
heart didn't feel like bursting at the
sight of Tony any more, this was the way
it was with good friends and lovers as the

years went by. Marriage was a grown-up
affair, and she and Tony were real grown-
ups, not just romantic children playing at

marriage.
Grown-up problems were beginning to

appear, too. While Deborah became one of

the busiest stars in Hollywood, Tony had
little to do. He became irritated with the

realization that though he was a hero in

his own country, here he was regarded
merely as Deborah Kerr's husband.
Deborah's studio, anxious to keep one of

their most valuable stars happy, gave
Tony a job as a tv producer. It was a
fairly good job, but his salary couldn't

begin to compare with hers. If there were
times when she wished that she and
Tony were not so dependent financially

on her earnings, she stifled the treacherous
thought. After all, as a sensible girl she
realized that stars usually make more
money than all but the most successful

producers.
Even though she began to realize that

her own marriage was beginning to be
bogged down by this big problem, she
hated the thought of divorce because of

its consequences on the children.



(Advertisement)

"I don't want to criticize anyone,"

Deborah once told me as we had tea in the

living room of her lovely Pacific Palisades

home, with its warm English chintzes and
glistening mahogany pieces, "but I've been
surprised at the number of mothers whose
names have made ugly headlines. I don't

see how any mother can ever do anything

to bring discredit on her child. All mar-
ried people have their ups and downs, but

I would never leave Tony because he loves

Melanie and Francesca as much as I do."

If she had been as madly in love with

Tony as she wanted to believe she was,

she wouldn't have dreamed of making
such a statement. But to Deborah there

was just one big reason why nothing and
no one could ever come between them. Her
desire to keep her children happy and
secure meant too much to her to take the

easy way out of her growing dissatisfaction

with her marriage by divorce.

Her own childhood

She could remember her own loneliness

as a child, and she decided that even
though she had to be away from home on
location for months, she would make it up
to her children in other ways. She bought
her little girls all kinds of gifts and show-
ered them with every visible and invisible

symbol of love.

Even so, she used to worry about wheth-
er being an actress was interfering with
her being a good mother until Melanie
said one day, "Mother, it's always won-
derful to know that whenever I really need
you, you're always here."

Her personal happiness or lack of hap-
piness with Tony became very secondary
in Deborah's life. She lived only for her

two little girls and her work. She loved

and respected Tony—but it was mostly
because he was Melanie's and Francesca's

father. The old magic was gone.

But a very special magic entered into

Debbie's life as a mother. Francesca was
only four years old when she hugged her
mother and said, "Mummy, I love you ten

times." Then, not satisfied with that num-
ber she said, "I mean twelve times." Then
she corrected herself, "I love you a hun-
dred times."

Deborah beamed, but Francesca had
still another contribution to make. "Mum-
my, nobody can count how many times I

love you. It's more times than there are

numbers."
Deborah held her little daughter close

and said, "And I can't count the ways
I love you, darling."

Then the stranger within herself said:

"Yes, you cannot measure the love you
feel for your two little girls. But what is

happening between you and Tony? Why
is that love becoming so much less im-
portant in your life?"

What an adult is

Deborah shut out the disturbing thought,
as she had so many times before. This

was what being an adult was: finding out
that Prince Charming was just a character
in a fairy tale. But even so, you kept
a marriage alive for the sake of the child-

ren. It would be ugly to expose them to the
kind of bickering she sometimes saw
among husbands and wives who hurled
accusations at each other in divorce cases.

Because of his personal popularity in

England, and his contacts there, Tony
opened offices for tv production in London;
Deborah, as an international star, had to

travel all over the world. The many sep-
arations forced upon Tony and herself

were both a curse and a blessing. It was a

relief in a way. They had so little in com-
mon these days—would they have had
more if there had been fewer separations?
"We're adults, Tony and I," she'd say.

"We have a very good understanding,

The Opposite Sex

and Your Perspiration
By Valda Sherman

Did you know there are two kinds of perspiration?

"Physical," caused by work or exertion; and "nervous,"
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Doctors say this "emotional perspiration" is the big

offender in underarm stains and odor. It is caused by

special glands that are bigger, more powerful, pour out more perspiration.
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even though we sometimes have to be
separated. Ours was never a roaring pas-

sion."

(Never, Deborah? Never really? Have
you really forgotten those early years?

Have you fooled yourself that much?)
There was always her wonderful life

with the children to compensate for many
heartaches. Deborah was a great celebrity

now, and when she went to London, the

Queen herself wanted to meet her.

Deborah sent word to the Queen's rep-

resentative: "I'm greatly honored, but
would it be possible to bring my two chil-

dren to the presentation?"
And Her Majesty said that she would

love to meet Deborah's little girls.

So it wasn't so bad being an actress.

You might not be able to spend quite as

much time with your children, but when
you were with them, your heart was filled

to overflowing, and you were able to give

them momentous experiences like meeting
a Queen.
Later that night, when Deborah tucked

them into bed, Melanie said solemnly:

"Dear God, bless Mother and Daddy and
Francesca, and mother's queen."
Deborah said, "My queen, darling? Why

do you call her my queen?"
"Because I can't have a queen of my

own, because I was born in America."
"Well," laughed Deborah, "let's all bless

America."
She was proud of her children and their

great sense of humor. How she chuckled
when Melanie said once, after being scold-

ed for being noisy, "Mother, dear, how can
you make such a fuss about a little noise?

What would you do if there were a war
on?"
Looking back at this now in her suite

in Vienna, Deborah's lips curved in a sad,

small smile.

How could Tony, who said he loved the

children, subject them to such disgrace?

How could he have so little thought for

the children as to allege in this legal

paper—that she had been "enticed by
Peter Viertel"?

Even if such an allegation were true,

how could he deliver such a damaging
blow to her and the children?

Her mind went back into the years, back
to the days when she had been living

a lonely life in a boarding school. Her
father had been dead; her mother absent,

she had felt like a rejected orphan at

times.

How much worse for her children if

their father made them feel their mother
had disgraced herself, had ignored them
and their welfare for a lover in Vienna?
Her hand reached for the phone.
She would fight. She would call her

lawyer, Isaac Pacht, in California—tell him
to enter suit in Los Angeles and a counter
suit in Europe.
She would be free of this man who had

thrown this charge against her and Peter.

Above all, she would fight to get her
children back.
She went down on her knees, trembling.

"Dear God," she whispered. "You are my
final Judge. Let whatever judge hears our
case on earth decide truly and honestly:

Is Deborah Kerr a fit mother for her
children?
"Only You, God, know the final answer.

But, please God, if I have ever done any-
thing wrong, don't punish these innocent

little girls by tearing them away from me.
"Dear God, please don't let me lose my

children." END

..Deborah is now appearing in United
Artist's Separate Tables; and she will soon

appear in The Sundowners for Warners;
and The Journey and The Blessing, both

for MGM. 65



Here are two of the summer's best

««» HITCHCOCK*
*W SCRf£N TIUUUJEM

A spellbinding eeri©

thriller about a

beautiful woman
who dies

—

three times.

One of Hitchcock's
best, starring James
Stewart and Kim
Novak.

Thomas

Narce/ac

A magnificent, ring-

ing novel of the

days when lusty

Northmen raped
and plundered the
civilized world . . .

then set out upon
unknown seas in

search of new
conquest.

Now a spectacular,

multimillion dollar

motion picture star-

ring Kirk Douglas,
Tony Curtis and
Janet Leigh.

tops them all

(Continued from page 56) a home perm
regularly.

For the new hair cuts choose a home
perm that gives the hair body as well as
curl for top results. With the home perm
your hairstyle will never droop or let

down in rainy weather—it will withstand
heat and humidity.
Once you have given yourself your home

perm regularly don't miss up on the use of
hair sprays. Select those that condition
your hair, that condition and hold your
hairstyle, and those that particularly aid
you with setting and styling tricks. If you
decide on the new "wear your hair short

—

and wear it tumbled" edict you will need
home perms and hair sprays just as much
as the gal whose choice is the sleek long-
line cut—for short hairstyles require much
hair care and conditioning if they are to
have the groomed look of studied careless-
ness. Also, remember that the new short
hairstyles need expert and skillful cutting
—and, you do need to set them carefully.
The "Tumble" cut (cut all-over the head

to a length of about two and one-half
inches) can be worn windblown, brushed
down and forward in delicate strands to
touch the eyebrows and cheeks; or, it can
be hoydenish, arranged atop the head in
a mad froth of open curls and wisps; or,

it can be elegantly sophisticated (shown
below, C).
The "Ripple" cut (shown below, D) with

its fount of curls, short and close, springs
forth as a fashion leader, too. And, "Rip-
ple" is really a warm-weather darling. It

also needs an expert and skilled hair cut.

Ruel, style director of Coiffures Americana
Salons, explains that "Ripple" is really the
shortest hair cut since the "poodle" cut.
It starts at the back of the neck, a bare
one-half inch in length, and progresses to
a maximum of two and one-half inches.
Razoring is a must with this hair cut—

a

finely tapered strand molds perfectly into
its lines.

If you've never worn a short cut—try it.

It's a flattering easy-to-handle hair-do

—

it's perfect with the new silhouettes.
If you prefer the sleek long-line cut

—

have this cut expertly done, too. It isn't

smart to cut your own hair. You will find
your home perm and setting jobs are
easier after you have had a professional
cut.

Right now decide to adopt a new hair-
style. Your choice decided—the next step
is your home perm—then your hair will
be ready for the new sprays and novel
settings.

All the hairstyles featured in this
article are smart and new. Some are frothy
—all are flattering and flirty. (Hairstyles
below, courtesy Coiffures Americana.)

The "Ripple" cut
is short, close
and curly. It

combs up in back,
forward and
over the temples
and forehead.

Wear "Tumble"
cut for the short

open-curl hair-
style with tousle-

look. Add a
"headache band"

for fun.
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(Continued from page 41) colored walls

i and tangerine-colored chairs. There is a

small piano near the window and across
! the room, a TV set. There are three pianos

j

in all, two visible in adjacent rooms.
Comfortable and airy, this pleasant liv-

ing room might belong to any successful

American family rather than two movie
'

I and tv stars, many of whom have to have
I a special room or guest house by a pool

for every conceivable activity. (One star

I know has a room for just playing

I

records.)

But this room in the Fisher house has

|
the feeling of being lived in. On one wall

- hangs a clown painting of Eddie Cantor,

bearing a remarkable resemblance to the

j
comic who discovered Eddie. In a smaller

i space hangs an adorable painting of Carrie.

|

On a coffee table is a large silver-framed

:
photograph of Elizabeth Taylor, Mike Todd

|

and their baby, affectionately autographed.

I

(Of these prized possessions, more later).

Now I stepped through the door saying,

"Hi."

The young man hand-sprung himself

out of the water, brushing his eyes, shak-
ing his head like a poodle. "Hi, Louella,"

called Eddie. "Debbie isn't back yet, but
come on out and meet Carrie who's
learned to talk since you saw her last.

I I'll just dry myself if you'll excuse me.
j
You're early," the words tumbled out of

him.

Carrie talks to Louella

Wrapping a large towel about himself,

he kissed me on the cheek and pulled me
j

by the hand over to the curious Carrie
' who had stopped pouring sand over her
I head to regard me.

"Say 'Hi, Lollie,' " he prompted the
twenty-two-month-old debutante.
Carrie considered this a moment. "Lol-

lie," she said suddenly, so plainly both her
father and I jumped. That did it as far

as I was concerned!
"Say 'Lollypops!'" I cried. "That's what

all the little boys and girls call me."
Again Miss Carrie mulled the possibili-

ties. "Lollypops," piped the baby, and I

was lost, sunk, gone!
"A genius!" laughed Eddie. "A lovable

genius. My daughter is not yet two years
old and—talking. And, she crinkles up
her nose just like Debbie." He picked up
the chubby little girl and handed her to
me.
A cheerful voice called from the door-

way, "What's going on out here?"—and
we all turned to see the laughing face of

j

Debbie who had come in without our
I hearing her from a charity luncheon,

j

I thought how smart she looked in a
pale gray dress, matching shoes and a
white hat, bag and gloves. Yet there is

something so innately youthful about her
that she still looked a bit like a teenager
dressed up as a young matron.
"How are the charity club ladies?"

kidded Eddie who may joke about it but
who is secretly proud of the enormous
efforts Debbie makes for many worthy
causes, particularly those for emotionally

j
disturbed children, her favorite work. Just

I the previous night she had won the Heart
]

of Gold award for her outstanding work in
connection with Mt. Sinai Hospital fund for
children.

"Come on inside and I may tell you,"
threatened Debbie, leading me back into

, the house and taking Carrie who had been
I squealing with delight ever since the

|

appearance of her mother.
She plunked Carrie on the floor, herself

I

on the big divan, kicked her shoes off and

I
pushed back her hat. "That's my girl,"

[ laughed Eddie, leaning over and kissing

her. He had slipped into slacks and shirt.

Eddie's emergency
For the first time I noticed that he looked

thin and a little tired. And why not? He
was just out of the hospital after an
emergency siege of appendicitis in which
an operation was postponed, not avoided

—

and this coming on top of his strenuous TV

season had taken a lot out of him. Debbie
must have caught my train of thought for

she said, "It's awful that Eddie has to be
sick to get a rest." But she added, "I'm so

proud of him and his wonderful rating

—

it's a real accomplishment."
We're all proud of Eddie. In a season

that has seen top tv headliners chopped
off right and left, Eddie Fisher has emerged
a greater star than he's ever been, that

greatness made all the more intense by his

charming humility in front of the cameras.
Someone said his graciousness made him
'a male Dinah Shore.' Certainly he has
the same warm appeal of Dinah and also

Perry Como.
"You gals are prejudiced," said Eddie.

Then turning serious he added, "Naturally,

I'm happy.
"But it's not my ratings alone. It's the

guest stars who have made my show. I

couldn't have done it alone." And then
he told us of his plans to use big stars on
his new series coming up in the fall

—

"the biggest of which shall be my talented
wife, Debbie Reynolds," he smiled.

"Tell me about all your plans, profes-
sional and private," I put in. "This is an
official interview, you know. Not just a
visit from your adopted 'mother' as it used
to be when I'd drop in your house near
mine on Maple Drive."
"And, you're the only person we'd give

an interview to in our home," said Debbie.
"This is the very first, because you are
our friend."
She's such an honest little person; I was

touched. And proud.

New York vs. Hollywood

"Well, getting back to our plans, there
are a few things that should be cleared up,
corrected," Eddie said. "Our moving back
to New York next season, for instance.

That isn't true any longer.
"I guess it started because Debbie and I

had such a wonderful time our last trip

back. We were in a whirl all the time. We
fell so much in love with New York I

thought, 'Why shouldn't I do at least half

of my shows in the big town?' It would
be a wonderful change."
Debbie, smiling, said, "Now tell her why

we changed our minds."
Eddie whistled, "Do you know what it

costs to live in New York for a family
with two children? Ouch! Besides, it

costs twice as much to put on a tv show in

New York. I get $100,000 a show and foot

all the bills for guest stars, music, etc. But
there are more good guest stars available
in Hollywood and a show can be produced
with far less cost if it emanates from the
West Coast."

"So, we're keeping New York for a
vacation spot," laughed Debbie, "on an
expense account, preferably."
And now, Eddie spoke very softly when

he said, "New York always reminds me
of Mike, too. Mike Todd. Whenever I'm
there, I can't believe he isn't."

The beautiful photo of Mike and Liz and
the baby, the one which had appeared on
the cover of Life magazine before the
tragic air crash snuffed out Mike's life,

again caught my eye. We all looked at it

—

at the pride and happiness reflected in

Mike's strong face.

"He was like a father to me," said Eddie.
"There's not another guy like him. He
never saw little Todd, our son, but he was
so delighted that we named the baby for

him. He telephoned Debbie to thank her
and to say he would make young Todd
proud to be named after him."
Debbie, with her quick sympathy of all 67
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Eddie's moods, patted his hand. She, better

than anyone else, knows how deeply he
took the death of his pal.

Eddie went on, "Mike was so eager to

see the baby. We made a date for him to

meet his namesake—then something came
up, a business appointment. The next day
he wanted to come over—and I had to

work. And then—," he could hardly go
on for the choke in his voice, "—the ter-

rible, terrible accident."
I've know Eddie a long time, and I be-

lieve that the shock of Mike's death has
had a marked effect on his personality. He
isn't the old carefree, sometimes thought-
less boy he used to be, loving night life,

jam sessions and being out with the boys
so much he sometimes forgot to go home
until the wee small hours.
His grief in the loss of a valued friend

has matured him; he has truly grown up.
He is sweeter, more gentle, more apprecia-
tive and much more of a family man.
Debbie and the children are his life these
days and nights. His booming rv career is

his 'job,' and between his family and his

work he has little time for anything else.

Debbie, who had left the room with
Carrie Frances, returned with Todd.

"Here's my fella," Eddie called, taking
the heavy baby (he weighs 16 pounds)
from Debbie—and he handled him most
expertly I noticed. And, after that we all

had eyes for no one but the youngest ad-
dition.

If you ever saw a beautiful baby, this

is it! He gurgles; he laughs; he's such a
good-natured darling he lets everyone hold
him. His eyes are big and black with long
sweeping lashes. He looks like a picture
of a baby on a magazine cover, only cuter
and prettier.

"He's another reason we aren't going to

New York," Debbie kidded, "Todd likes

California."
"He's never seen any place else—-not

much choice," Eddie laughed.
"Then with New York out of your plans,

you'll just stay right here in this house,"
I continued after we'd temporarily stopped
oh-ing and ah-ing over the baby.
"No, we'll build a new house," Eddie

replied.

Cake and potato chips

Debbie, who was again curled up on the
couch and eating potato chips (she's so
thin she doesn't have to worry about diet)

and sipping a Coca Cola, explained, "We
like this house and architecturally it's good.
When we bought it—there was just Carrie
Frances then—it seemed all right. There
are two bedrooms with connecting bath
for the children and our own large suite,

but the arrival of Todd makes a difference.
We have to have more help—and we need
more grounds, for little boys take a lot

more room to burst around in than little

girls."

"Where will you build next time?" I

asked.
"In Beverly Hills," she said.

I told Debbie, "Eddie and I have been
doing a lot of talking about his plans—how
about yours, young lady?"

"I'll work," she replied, "as long as it

doesn't take me away from Eddie and the
children. I've just had a wonderful offer

to make a picture in London, the best role
of my career. I would tell you what it is,

only it isn't fair to the star and producer
because it v/ould make the girl who accepts
the part look like second choice. But any-
way, I turned it down without a qualm
because," she said, "I won't leave either
of these boys or my girl." She smiled at
them.
She took another potato chip and

remarked as a simple matter of unargued
fact, "Eddie's career is more important
than mine."
He interrupted quickly, "I don't want it

to be, Debbie. Maybe we could arrange
things so I could get away to go to Europe
with you if you really want to do that
picture."

"I don't, and I won't—and nothing you
can say will make me, sir," and now she
was really laughing. "I have to have some
excuses!" He sat down beside her and
they held hands.

I have a strong hunch the Fishers will

never be separated for any length of time.
They are determined to make a success of

their marriage and if you ask me, they're
doing a very good job of it.

"More than I want to go London, I

want to go with Eddie to Las Vegas for his

eight-week engagement at the Tropicana,"
Debbie went on. "When he finishes there,
which will be about the middle of August,
he's due to start conferences and rehearsals
on his new TV series. This is enough to

keep one family busy. And, when he goes
back to work on television, I'll probably
start a new picture at MGM."

Eddie's club woman
I complimented her on still finding so

much time to work so enthusiastically for
charity. "I'm a member of the Thalians,
a group of young players dedicated to

helping emotionally disturbed and handi-
capped children," she said. Without men-
tioning that she had won a personal award
for her own efforts, she explained, "Re-
cently we've been putting out a special
effort for Mt. Sinai Hospital which has a
special fund for children, and we work
hard for SHARE, too, because it's another
fine organization."

"I told you I was married to a club
woman," Eddie laughed.

"Well, it's better than all the effort you
put in trying to get another dog in this

house," his wife opined.
'We already have the poodle Eddie gave

me," Debbie explained. "The poodle's
name is Rocky Marciano and right now
he's getting married. So I guess we'll have
another baby around the place."
Before I could get into the dog argument,

Gloria Luckenbill, Eddie's efficient secre-
tary came in bringing with her some
beautiful pictures she had taken of Debbie,
Eddie and the baby, Todd. Gloria's really

an expert with her camera and we all

admired the photos—one of which I had
every intention of stealing, of course the
one of baby Todd

—

"I love pictures and photos of people I

love," Eddie said. "Maybe you notice
we've got them all over the place." He
pointed to the clown painting of Eddie
Cantor and the one of Carrie Frances
which I had noticed when I came in.

"That picture of Cantor is the best clown
painting I've ever seen," he went on. "It

catches perfectly the appeal of Eddie's
comedy. And, the one of Carrie Frances
was painted by Gali, who taught President
Eisenhower to paint. I like these things
around me, like to look at them. Makes
me remember who to be grateful to—and
for." I liked Eddie's saying that. When a

young man is on top as he is, it isn't often

he thinks of being grateful.
The afternoon shadows were growing

shorter in the happy living room and it was
about time for me to go when suddenly
Miss Carrie Frances bounced back in.

Debbie hailed her daughter, "Do you
want to see Gregg?" Carrie jumped up and
down and clapped her hands.
"Who's Gregg?" I asked.
"Gregg is Carrie's boyfriend, Marg and

Gower Champion's son," said Debbie. "She
loves him and he loves her. Looks like

everybody around here's in love."

That's the way it looks, I thought—and
what could be grander? END

Debbie is starring in This Happy Feeling
for 17-1, and will be in MGM's Snob Hill.



new movies (Continued from page 4)

IMITATION GENERAL Glenn Ford
Red Buttons

an adventure of World War II Dean"ionl%
Kent Smith

The funniest things happened during World
War II. Like Glenn Ford and Red Buttons got

hold of some hand grenades and tossed them
into some German tanks (while sitting on the

hatch so nobody could come out). And no-

body did come out. This is the crazy, but may-
be very true, humor that runs through Imita-

tion General. Kent Smith was the real general,

who surprised everybody by coming up to the

front lines. He came up because a lot of

American soldiers were stranded and surround-
ed in the French countryside and had lost their

will to fight. Glenn Ford was the general's aide

(and just a master sergeant) until machine
gun fire changed all that. With Smith dead,

Ford figures somebody has to take his place,

or all is lost. Buddy, Red Buttons, thinks may-
be it's wiser to let all be lost, but he goes along

with Ford's idea. The fact that they're head-
quartered in Taina Elg's farmhouse makes
things pleasant. Ford rallies the men to mag-
nificent action; his only worry is that a pri-

vate named Tighe Andrews is in the area and
would like nothing better than to expose him.
—MGM.

INDISCREET

sparkling romance

Cary Grant
Ingrid Bergman

Cecil Parker
Phyllis Calvert
David Kossoff

London has some beautiful flats and in one
of the most beautiful flats of all lives one of

the most beautiful actresses of all—Ingrid
Bergman. But she's lonely. Her older sister

(Phyllis Calvert) worries about her. Phyllis is

comfortably married to NATO official Cecil

Parker. It's Parker who produces American
Cary Grant. What a production! Suave, im-
portant, rich—and unmarried? Well, no. But
he can't get a divorce. Ingrid falls for him,
anyway, and they have a wonderful romance.
Then Grant drops the bomb—NATO wants to

assign him to New York. They plan a senti-

mental farewell. Ingrid's being very brave; so

is Cary. Too bad he's a liar. Ingrid's reliable

brother-in-law has discovered that Grant was
never married in his life. Don't think Ingrid

takes that news lying down. She explodes, and
the effect is comical and tender. The movie as

a whole will charm you to pieces.

—

Techni-
color, Warners.

RECOMMENDED FILMS
NOW PLAYING:
VERTIGO (Technicolor, Paramount) : Detective

James Stewart quits the force when he discovers that

he's got vertigo, that terrible feeling of dizziness. But
he agrees to follow old friend Tom Helmore's wife
(Kim Novak) because she seems to lose her memory
at the strangest moments and forget who she is.

Barbara Bel Geddes tries to keep Jimmy from falling

for lovely Kim, but she's not too successful. For
thrills and chills don't miss this one.

THE VIKINGS (Technicolor, United Artists): Ern-
est Borgnine, king of the Vikings, and his son Kirk
Douglas think Tony Curtis is a slave, but he's really

a prince in disguise—the son of their greatest enemy.
Tony and Kirk stage a major hassle over princess

Janet Leigh. And there are some pretty fantastic

battle scenes that hold you at the edge of your seat.

THE MATCHMAKER (Paramount): Matchmaker
Shirley Booth takes client Paul Ford to New York
to meet lovely Shirley MacLaine. But things get
mixed up and Ford ends up by dating a fictional

charmer named Ernestine, while his chief clerk, Tony
Perkins, takes out Shirley MacLaine. The mix-up
leads to lots of laughs and a terrific movie!

VOICE IN THE MIRROR (U-I) : Richard Egan, a
long-time alcoholic, meets Arthur O'Connell, a drink-
ing ex-schoolteacher. Egan, whose wife (Julie Lon-
don) has tried to commit him to an institution, has
run away from her and tries to help O'Connell. With
each other's aid they make it on the long road to

recovery. It's a tough struggle with lots of slips.

GUNMAN'S WALK (Columbia) : Tab Hunter really

gets himself into a jam when he pushes Kathryn
Grant's brother off a cliff, then shoots his way out of
jail. Brother (James Darren) is a good guy and thinks
maybe something's wrong with Tab, but it takes Dad
a while to agree with him. There are many moving
scenes in this rip-roaring Western drama.

TWILIGHT FOR THE GODS (CinemaScope, U-I)

:

Rock Hudson's a captain of a leaky ship en route to

Mexico with lovely Cyd Charisse for a passenger.
She doesn't tell Rock that she's got to get- to Mexico
fast to escape from the police and a murder charge.
He's got some pretty hot secrets too. They fall in

love and jealous Arthur Kennedy tries to break up
their romance.
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Discomfort?
Such a common thing as unwise eating or drinking

may he a source of mild, but annoying bladder ir-

ritations—making you feel restless, tense, and un-
comfortable. And if restless nights, with nagging
backache, headache or muscular aches and pains due
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ing to your misery—don't wait—try Doan's Pills.
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private presley answers

(Continued from page 27)
Hi, Buddy:

I'm in service too and find girls give
ME A REAL TOUGH TIME. Don't KNOW HOW
TO COPE WITH IT. WONDERED IF A BABE EVER
GAVE YOU THE BUSINESS AND WHAT YOU DID.

Elmer Paterson, USCG
Key West, Florida

Yup. A girl can give me a pretty bad
time, but I'm not begging. I've learned the
hard way. A girl doesn't want a man she
can lead by the ears. If there is an under-
standing from the beginning . . . "Look,
I'm in love with you—but I'm not so in

love I can't live without you,"—then it's

right. Once a girl knows how much I care—she can make it rough. I know. So today
I'll call a girl for a date and if she hesi-

tates or kind of starts off with some ex-
cuse, I forget her. I don't call again. I

learned not to go out of my way or break
my neck to make a date. The more you
try, the less they like you. So it's not
going to do any good anyway. A girl seems
to get the idea that if you run after her
you're weak and she takes advantage of
it. Sometimes, however, a girl wants the
feeling that she's being run after. If a girl

can't take a hint—well!

Dear Elvis:
do you mind if girls call you? do you

expect to date much while you're in the
Army? Where do you like to take your
girls and do you send them flowers?

Dusty Towers
Washington, D. C.

I'm pleased when girls call me . . . and
flattered. Yes, I hope to meet lots of new
girls while I'm in service. It will be a long,

long time before I'm a civilian again—
and naturally I love all pretty girls. When
they come running at me, I want to run
to them—not away from them. I'm a great
movie fan. I like to go to the movies with
my dates. The flower bit? No, I don't send
flowers to a girl unless she dies. I'm kid-
ding. I send flowers if they are sick or if

it's their birthday. But if I want a date I

don't send flowers first.

Elvis:
i'm heartbroken. i heard you're look-

ing forward to being shipped overseas
because foreign girls treat their men
much better than american girls do!

Jenny Lincoln
Lordsburg, New Mexico

Honey, you heard wrong. American
girls suit me just fine.

Dear Elvis:

Why do you always take beautiful
girls to Memphis to meet your folks
when you have no intention of marry-
ing these girls?

N. W.
San Francisco

My folks always like to know my
friends and. the girls I date . . . and I like

them to.

About the Army

Dear Private Presley:
My daddy tells me the army is going

to make it real hard for you because you
are famous. daddy served with glenn
Ford in the Marines and says Mr. Ford
was kept on latrine duty and assigned
other difficult jobs to prove he was not
PRIVILEGED? ARE THEY TREATING YOU BAD? If

they are, I'll fix them good.
Elinore Stevens
Los Angeles. California

In the Army, I'm just another trainee,

just another guy. Sure I did KP, stood
guard, went through combat training in

the field, made the fifteen-mile hike with
sixty-five pounds on my back—but so did
all the other fellows. The officers are strict

but fair. They have a job to do and won't
stand for nonsense. And I'm flexible. I

expected to conform. I've never been ac-
customed to things real easy. If I make it

hard, the only one it's going to be hard on
is me. I certainly don't mind hard work.
I've done plenty of it before this. I worked
as a laborer, up at three every morning
working in a defense plant. When I was in

high school I'd get out at 3:30 and be on
the job at 6:30 for $12.50 a week ushering.
And I'd be up at dawn every morning to

complete my homework. This is nothing to

me. I can always make out.

Dear Elvis:
Please tell me—are you happy, really

happy in the army? are the rest of the
fellows friendly? do you get homesick
much? Cynthia Goldstein

New York City

I like the Army and I like the fellows
just fine. Nope—the guys haven't needled
me about my career. Only time they seem
conscious of it is in the evenings when
they drop into the barracks to get auto-
graphs for their sisters or friends. About
getting homesick—there's been so much
to learn and do that few of us have had the
time to get homesick after a day filled with
climbing mountains, hopping fences, shoot-
ing at targets, etc. I had looked forward
to going into the Army as a new experi-
ence. And it sure has been. I miss by
buddies back home and my friends, but
you can't go through life depending on
friends. You have to depend on yourself.
And you learn to do that in the Army.

El Dear:
What do you miss most while you're

in the Army? What do you enjoy most?
Suzannah Ballin
Mobile, Alabama

You can say I miss my Mama's cook-
ing. Like her pork chops, brown gravy,
apple pie and her vegetable soup. And it's

nice to be home and lounge around in

slacks and sweaters. I enjoy my freedom
most. That might sound strange but it is

true. I have more freedom in the Army.
Of course I obey the rules and regula-
tions—but off duty I'm left alone. As a
civilian everyone feels they must 'pro-

tect' me: security police are hired and
elevator operators aren't allowed to take
anyone they don't recognize to my floor.

Such protection can be isolating . . . and
confining. That's why I feel more free now.

His Plans, His Future, His Career

Dear Elvis:
how do you plan to spend your fur-

LOUGHS? Are you going to Hollywood or
New York to whoop it up, live it up, be

wild and gay?
J. D.
Memphis, Tenn.

You make it sound like I'm leaving life.

I haven't any plans. I never do. I like to

be in Memphis with my folks. I just take
things as they come.

Dear Elvis:
i promise i won't—but do you fear that

most of your fans will forget you or

find new favorites during your long so-
JOURN in the Army? Do you fear your
CAREER WILL END?

Mary Rogers
Sal^Lak^CiU



1 hope not. But if they do, 1 hope I can
start all over again when I get out as an
actor. I want to be a good actor. My role

in my last picture, King Creole, is the
best one I've ever had. I'm not a polished
actor yet, but I'm trying to be efficient. I

can't do anything I don't feel and I did
feel these lines. I hope my fans will like

me in it enough to remember me.

Dear Elvis:
I met you when you were down here

making King Creole and you told me
TO write you when you went into the
Army. I did. Five times. But i never got
an answer. Don't they give you your mail
there or is it just that you don't care
about your fans anymore?

Liliayne Dunne
New Orleans, Louisiana

Hon, I love my fans—and I miss them.
I just hope they won't blame me for the
Army regulations which at times force me

to ignore them. About my mail—several
thousand letters arrive here each week.
Getting those letters were really great . . .

and I did try to acknowledge some of the
mail and packages. Only it's impossible to
write or call everyone. The other fellows
wait on long lines here to speak for a few
minutes to their mothers and sisters and
wives—and I don't want any special privi-
leges. But getting all those letters are
great for the morale. I'd be miserable if

they stopped coming. That's why I hum-
bly hope that although I can't promise
answers—you, and the rest of my fans
will understand that I'm not deliberately
neglecting you, nor appreciating your
loyalty any the less.

Luv ya. . . .

Elvis can be seen in King Creole for
Paramount.

how god saved our marriage

(Continued from page 29) steps in the
house. "Here I am darling," he calls. In-
stead of greeting him with a kiss, I am so
mad I begin to cry and shout at him. I

have an Italian temper. So does he. I feel

like a mess by this time. It is late; I do not
feel we can go any more. I feel that he
has forced us, by his lateness, to disap-
point our dear friends.

Vic cannot understand why 1 am so
upset merely because he is late. But I

feel there is no reason for him to be so late.

I begin to blabber in Italian. For me it is

very important to keep a promise to be on
time. He says, "Let's go. I can dress in a
iiffy."

I say, "No. I cannot go out any more.
You have ruined my evening. You have
ruined their evening. You have ruined
everything. How can you do such a
thing?"
One word leads to another. He says,

"Calm down." But by this time I am hys-
terical and cannot control my feelings.

This time he does not go to his study.
I do not go to my room. We do not
calm down, think things over and cool
off.

We are both too upset. Finally, Vic
looks at me and in a tired voice says,
"We cannot be together tonight. It will
only bring more words, more quarrels. I

will go to a hotel. We will think better
that way."
So he packs a bag and leaves. And

there is no Vic in the study, no door to
knock on, no lips to kiss mine. When I

hear him close the front door, I fall on
my bed and cry my eyes out.

I cannot sleep. I call my mother and
she says, "You are being very foolish,"
and she gives me comforting words en-
couraging me to make up. Poor Vic, he
has no one to go to. He stays in the
hotel room alone.

The next day Vic calls. He says, "Dar-
ling, I could not sleep all night."

I say, "I could not sleep either."
He says, "I am coming home."
When he comes home, I call my mother

to come over to help us settle our dis-
agreement. When she arrives, we all go to
our bedroom and sit and talk. We
straighten it out—the three of us. All to-
gether. She makes a lot of sense. Vic likes
to talk to her. He calls her Mama. She
told us what she felt. We all opened up
to one another. Italian people can't keep
things to themselves, and in some ways
that is very good. There are no tensions
after we are through talking.

How it is with us

People do not understand about my
mother and Vic and me. There are so
many things that they do not understand,
and that is why some horrible stories
have been printed.

It is true, my mother was unhappy when
Vic wrote a story in a national maga-
zine which said that my mother had
brought me up to be a creation—a big
movie star and not a happily married
woman. My mother was very upset
about what was said about her. And she
is very direct. She never goes through
two bends, but comes out straight with
what she wants to say. So she came to
our house very hurt and talked frankly
to Vic. He explained that he did not
mean it the way she took it. He had
been reminiscing about a time when they
did not understand each other—but now
they do.

In the beginning it was very hard for
Vic to understand my mother's attitude
toward me.
You must understand what it is be-

tween my mother and me. For my mother
it was an adjustment hard to make when
I got married. All the years before that,

it was she who had lived with me, traveled
with me, been part of my life and my
work.
Every mother, when her daughter gets

married, is lonely for a while. Mine was
more so than the rest because she had
been with me all the time. And she was
in a new country.
You see, we are a European family; she

is a European mother. In Europe, the
family is very close, even after mar-
riage. Here a child is apt to be inde-
pendent at the age of fourteen or fifteen.

At sixteen many children go off on their
own. Although his parents are Italian,
Vic was raised in New York, and Vic was
on his own since he was a boy.
In Italy it is not like that. It is hard

for a mother to make her own life after her
daughter marries. My mother still calls
me my little girl and my little Anna.
People say Vic dislikes my mother and

my mother dislikes him. That is not true.
They do like each other, but it was hard
for my mother to accept the fact that once
I got married, my husband came first in
my life.

I told Vic, "We must have a heart, try
to understand my mother, see her side."

The Italian mother
In the beginning of our marriage, when

Vic and I lived in our former home, my
mother lived close by and came to the
house or phoned every day. It was hard
for Vic to see my mother this way—how
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would you say it in English?

—

possessive.

He did not understand. My mother does
not understand either. In Italy, the mother
is still very important in the household,
even when the daughter gets married.

But Vic understands her much better

now. And she understands him much
better. She understands now that we
should have some privacy, because we
have so little time to be together.

When we bought the new home we
live in now, my mother bought one fairly

close to us. When Vic is away, she is

with me all the time. But when Vic is

here, she stays away so we can be to-

gether—alone with each other and our
little boy Perry, who is now three.

The outside world does not know how
we live. It breaks my heart that people
should think there is anything seriously

wrong. We live quietly. We stay home
most nights; we want to be together.

And so when we have disagreements,
like most married people do, they say Pier

and Vic are getting a divorce!

This shocks me terribly. Out here in

Hollywood there is so much divorce. Di-
vorce to many people is as casual as

smoking a cigarette.

But in our religion, marriage is a sac-
rament. To Vic and me there are three
people in every marriage—the two who
marry and God. So when two people
decide on a divorce they are separating
themselves from what God wants. Vic and
I hate the very thought of divorce. We
would not even think of it. As long as

you believe in God, you will work things
out.

When you have a religion, as Vic and
I have, you work at solving your diffi-

culties and problems. Vic and I always
pray to God for help.

The phone call

This is what happened when Vic and
I came back together after that night
when he was at the hotel.

A reporter called the house. Vic an-
swered the phone. The reporter was
surprised to hear Vic's voice.

The reporter said: "What are you doing
here?"
Vic said, "What do you mean what am

I doing here? This is my home. This is

where I want to be."
The reporter asked, "Aren't you get-

ting a divorce?"
Vic said, "Of course not. Here is Anna."

(He calls me by my real name.) "Do you
want to talk to her?"

I got on the phone and said, "It's ter-
rible to have so many people talk about
us. We had only an argument. How many
people have arguments? Vic does not
have a mother or a sister to go to out
here so he went to a hotel to cool off. Is

that so terrible? Why do people try to
break us up?"
Even though the rest of the town was

still repeating the rumors that Vic and
I were separated, we knew in our hearts
how much our marriage really meant to
us.

After the telephone call, Vic says to
me, "Darling, let's do something special
tonight. Let's dress up and go out, just
the two of us, and celebrate. Where do
you want to go?"
Almost as of one mind, we both said,

"Romanoff's!"
You see, it was at Romanoff's that Vic

first proposed to me. What better place
could there be in which to rejoice in our
getting together again?

I wanted to look my most glamorous
for my husband. I get all dressed up, in

a beautiful dress with the new trapeze
line, an elegant black satin with electric-

blue roses painted on it.

As we walked to our table at Roman-
72 off's I could see the people turn around

and stare. They must have been sur-
prised. It was so funny to see their

expression when we walked in together,
the happiness just shining from our faces.

They had read so much about how un-
happy we were!
The next afternoon, I went to a shower

which our good friends, Jean and Paul
Trousdale, were giving for their daugh-
ter. When Vic came to pick me up after-

wards we sat around talking. Suddenly,
Paul said, "You two have been through a

lot of strain this week. Why don't you go
to Palm Springs and forget everything. We
would love you to stay in our home there
and relax."

Second honeymoon
That night, Vic and I are in our sta-

tion wagon on our way to Palm Springs.
I felt exhilarated, as though it were our
second honeymoon. We were able to

be away for only a few days—Vic had
to leave for New York in a week—but I

packed like for five months.
It was so wonderful. Jean and Paul

have a beautiful modern home in the mid-
dle of the desert, and there is a Chinese
couple to take care of the house and of

us.

Vic and I got up early and played golf;

then we'd come home and swim and have
lunch by the pool. Then we golfed again.

Vic is a wonderful golfer, but I am not.

It seems to take me three hours to make
one hole, but Vic is patient and waits

for me and we laugh at the way I swing
my club.

That afternoon I found a wild baby
blackbird on the golf course. I picked it

up; it was half dead and I talked sooth-
ingly to it. He is now my pet at home,
no longer sick, no longer wild, but a dar-
ling pet who likes to perch on my
finger.

When I picked him up that afternoon,

so weak, he was like a symbol to me of

how we can take the things that are weak
in ourselves and build them into strength.

That is what Vic and I must do—take
our faults, win God's blessing on them
—and turn them into strength. I try all

the time to work on my faults so that I

can be a better wife and better also in

the eyes of God.
When we were in Palm Springs some

good friends of ours, Abe and Muriel
Lipsey, called and said, "We are having
a big party and we want you to come.
You will have a wonderful time and see
good friends. Frank Sinatra will be there
and many other people you know."
We like the Lipseys. We like Frankie.

But Vic and I wanted to be alone. This
was indeed our second honeymoon. So we
said, "Thank you very much. We would
like to go to your party, but we have so
little time to be alone together. The time
is so precious. Vic must go to New York
soon. Tonight we want to be alone with
each other. Please do not mind. It

means so much to us."

They understood.

The sky and the stars

So we spent the night alone. I dressed
up for the evening—just for Vic, no one
else. We sat in the patio in swing chairs
very close together and swung back and
forth. We looked up at the sky and tried

to count the stars. We almost fell asleep
in our chairs.

Then Vic touched me gently on the
shoulders and said, "Are you asleep,

Anna?"
I roused myself and said, "No, darling.

But on such a night as this, asleep or
awake, it is like being in a dream."
And then he put his arm around my

waist and we walked into the house.

And we knew again an excitement and
happiness such as had touched our mar-

riage on our first honeymoon. We knew
the wondrous peace you can feel in the
desert, when the stars and God seem
very close.

We thought at first we would stay till

Vic was ready to leave for New York.
But the third night I looked at Vic and
he looked at me and again we had the
same thought.

"I miss Perry so much," I said.

"Isn't it funny? I was thinking the
same thing just now."

It wasn't long before we were in our
station wagon and on our way home.
The next morning, Vic and I and our

little son went to church to pray. It

was not on a Sunday—just a regular day
in the middle of the week. We dressed
the baby up and the three of us went to

St. Victor's Church near our house. We
kneeled in adoration of God—all three of

us together.

We were very still—and sensed the
presence of God in the great stillness.

Vic and I were praying to the third Part-
ner in our marriage.
We were a family together, praying

that we would never be broken up.
Vic and I know so well what our close-

ness to God has done to bring us together.

A wonderful Retreat

The other night, just before Vic left

for New York, we went to a dinner at

Danny Thomas' house and Jane Wyman
was there. We talked about our exper-
ience and Jane Wyman (who has embraced
the Catholic faith) told us about a won-
derful Retreat she has gone to. When
Vic and I drove home from Danny's house
we talked about it. We decided that we
would go to this Retreat together for a

week, where we would pray all day and
think of our lives together, of how we
want to make our life as perfect and
blessed and happy as possible.

When Vic comes back from his sing-

ing engagement we will go to the Retreat.

It is something for the soul. We will even
leave the baby for a week—it is that im-
portant to us. When you are at a Retreat
you hear the nuns singing, listen to the
priest talk. It is purifying and wonder-
ful. Everybody in life should have some
retreat—if not a Catholic Retreat then a

retreat to find peace of mind, to discover
yourself again.

Life is short. We want to make every
moment of it important. We know many
young couples who must be on the go
every night. We don't do that. When
Vic and I are together there is so much
for us to discover about each other.

Vic must go to London this summer
to do some TV shows there, and I am going
to Italy to be at the christening of my sister

Marisa's (Pavan) baby, Jean Claud. I

will join Vic in London and take the baby
with me. We will all be together.

Soon after this, a separation faces

us. I expect to make two, perhaps three
pictures in Europe. Vic will probably have
singing dates in Europe—in Rome and
Paris—so that we can get together week-
ends. But then he leaves again to sing in

Australia and back to America. Maybe
this will make for more talk.

But we are determined to keep our
marriage a holy sacrament, blessed by
God. We pray to God for help. All things

will work for the good of our marriage,
and for our good, as good is reckoned
in the eyes of God.
We have to live our own lives and not

care what people say. We have to close

our eyes and ears to gossip. The main
thing is to believe in each other and in

God. And we do. END

Watch for Pier in MGM's Merry An-
drew, and in The Short Weekend /or

United Artists.



she's only 13 but all woman

(Continued jrom page 49) Jerry Lee and
J. Brown talked. J. Brown was talking

about some of the things he'd done during
his lifetime and Jerry Lee interrupted him
at one point to ask, "How old you be,

Cousin J.?"
"I'm thirty-one," J. said.

"Man, you look younger than that,"

Jerry Lee said.

J. Brown laughed. Then he asked, "How
old you be, Cousin Jer'?"
"Twenty-two," said Jerry Lee.
"Almost time you were married, I'd say,"

J. Brown said.

Now it was Jerry Lee's turn to laugh.

"Man," he said, "I've already been married
twice."
"Son of a gun," J. Brown said, joining in

the laughter as they pulled up to the house.
J. Brown's wife, Lois, a pretty young

woman in her late twenties, met them at

the door. Her husband had telephoned her
from the recording studio about who was
coming and she was obviously excited.

"It's an honor to meet a member of the
family who's becoming such a great suc-
cess," she said, as she shook his hand.
She led him into the simply-furnished

house.
"I'm sorry," she said, pulling up a chair

for Jerry Lee, "that we don't drink and
that we have nothing to offer you in the
way of hard beverage."

"That's all right, Cousin Lois, I don't

drink either, and I don't smoke," Jerry Lee
said, and winking, he added, "and I never
kiss a girl who wears lipstick or face-
rouge or any of that stuff."

"Are you Assembly of God, Pentecostal,
too?" Lois Brown asked, seriously.

"That's my church," Jerry Lee said.

"Well!" Lois Brown said, looking over
at her husband, approvingly. "That sure
makes it seem like real family."
At that moment, in another room, a

baby began to cry. It was the Browns'
second and youngest child, a boy, a little

more than two years old. Lois Brown ex-
cused herself to go see what was wrong
with him.

Enter Myra
At that moment, too, the Browns' first

and oldest child, a girl, walked into the
living room. She was a pretty little thing,
in her earliest teens, small, frail, extreme-
ly serene-looking, with a pale face and big
brown eyes.
The girl's mother had surely told her

a little while back about who was coming
to supper that night because the girl had
surely just washed her face and combed
her tawny pony-tail to perfection and put
on her best dress, a white dress with little

red rosebuds scattered here and there on
its starched collar.

"And who's this cute little ole thing?"
Jerry Lee asked when he saw her.

"That's my daughter, Myra," J. Brown
said, proud at how nice she looked tonight.

"Hello," Jerry Lee said, standing up and
shaking her hand.

"Hello," Myra said, taking in his face
with her big eyes and then nodding and
saying, "It's just like what Grandma told
me."
"What is?" asked Jerry Lee.
"Your beautiful hair," Myra said, point-

ing up to the wavy blond mat atop Jerry
Lee's head. "My grandma used to talk
about you as a little boy and she said you
had the most beautiful hair and that it was
just like hers when she was a young girl
and single and out a-stepping with young
men friends."

"Maybe I should take that as an insult,"
Jerry Lee said, smiling.
"Oh, no," Myra Lee assured him.
All through supper a little while later,

Myra kept looking at Jerry Lee and talk-

ing to him, wanting to know all about him,
barely touching her food so she could
concentrate on him and his answers—until,

at one point, her surprised mother turned
to Jerry Lee and said, "Myra must certain-

ly like you, Cousin Jer', because normally
she's so shy with people, males especially,

that I was beginning to think there was
something wrong with her."

"Well," Jerry Lee said, gallantly, "the
feeling is mutual, Cousin Lois, because I

like Myra, too. In fact, if she wasn't my
cousin I might even end up marrying her
someday."
Everybody at the table laughed heartily

at that one—except Myra. Myra was blush-
ing now, suddenly and hard.
"How old you be, anyway, little gal?"

Jerry Lee asked.
"I'm thirteen," Myra said, her voice

suddenly trembling.
"Mmmm," Jerry Lee said.

And then someone said something about
something else.

And that was that.

At least, lots of people think that should
have been that.

First date

But, a couple of nights later, Jerry Lee
phoned the Brown house and asked to

speak to Cousin Myra.
"How about a date?" he asked.
"I never been out on one before," the

girl said.

"Wanna see what it's like?" Jerry Lee
asked.

"Yes," the girl said, quickly, adding, "I

mean, I would with you. . .
."

They were in the ice cream parlor about
half an hour later, Jerry Lee drinking soda,
Myra eating a sundae, when Myra said, "I

know something about you I bet you don't
think I know."
"You do?" Jerry Lee asked.
Myra nodded. "I heard my daddy tell my

ma that you been married—twice," the
girl said.

"Yep," Jerry Lee said.

Myra waited for him to go on and tell

her a little about his wives or something.
But all Jerry Lee seemed to be doing to-

night was staring at her, in a kind of funny
way, a funny way that made her uncom-
fortable but that made her feel good, too,

at the same time.
"Were they pretty?" Myra asked, break-

ing the silence.

"Yep," Jerry said again.
"Did you love them?" Myra asked.

"At first I did," Jerry said. "But Doro-
thy—she was the first— I was only four-
teen when I married her and she was
seventeen, and she turned out to be too
old for me. So I divorced her after a year.
And the next year I married this gal Jane.
She was okay, too, but after three years
we didn't love each other no more so we
said we'd get divorced and share the baby,
six months for one and—

"

"You got a little baby?" Myra asked,
dropping her spoon in delight.

"Sure," Jerry Lee said. "He's named
after me, his daddy, and he's cuter'n a
passel of monkeys."
"He must be adorable if he looks like

his daddy," Myra said, suddenly drop-
ping her eyes and retrieving her spoon
and digging into the sundae again. She
shook her head. "You, a Daddy—and
married two times," she said. "This must
be right boring for a man like you, sitting

here with me instead of being in a more
interesting place."

"I don't like night clubs, if that's what
you mean," Jerry Lee said. "Only when I

was a kid, then I liked them. I used to
sneak out of the house at night when I

was small and go into town and stand near
the night club doors and listen to them
piano players playing their boogie-woogie.
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That's how I got started in music. I got
near a piano once and began imitating

what I heard and I was pretty good. Then,
after a while, I started to sing and I found
out I was pretty good at that, too."

"You're wonderful at singing, I think,"

Myra said.

A real woman
Jerry Lee was staring at her again,

hard and deep, and he was in the middle
of saying, "Thank you for that nice compli-
ment," when he noticed Myra turn and
wave to a girl at another table.

"She's a friend from school," Myra ex-
plained.
"You still going to school?" Jerry Lee

asked.
"Of course," Myra said, "I'm in eighth

grade." Then, as it to make herself older-
seeming and more sophisticated, she added,
"That's nearly high school."
Jerry Lee smiled and sighed.
"I know," Myra said, "you must be

thinking, 'She's a terrible young one, ter-
rible young.'

"

"No," Jerry Lee said, still smiling, "I'm
just thinking how much a woman you
really are."

Myra didn't know what to say now. So
she said nothing and just sat there, eating
her sundae, letting Jerry Lee continue
staring at her in that nice, uncomfortable
way. . . .

Two weeks later, to the night, Jerry
Lee Lewis and Myra Brown were married.
The wedding took place in a little town
nearby. It was a simple wedding. Jerry
Lee had asked Myra suddenly if she'd
hitch up with him, Myra had said yes, and
now they were here, in the office of a
Justice of the Peace, the Justice not
blinking an eyelash when he heard Myra's
age, not wondering why no friends or rela-
tives of the couple were there. All he knew
was that this young man wanted to marry
this little girl, that the young man had the
two dollars to marry her with and that, in

this particular State, it was all as legal as
if the nine old men of the United States
Supreme Court had flown down from
Washington, D.C., to stand by as smiling,
approving witnesses.

And so, alone in this quiet, gray-walled
room, he married them. And the only thing
that surprised him was the fact that the
groom had neglected to buy his child-
bride a wedding ring; that the groom, in-
stead of saying, "With this ring, I thee
wed," said instead, "Don't worry, in a few
days I'm gonna buy this little doll a white
Cadillac convertible car and that's more
than a lot of gals can say they got from
their husbands. . .

."

Man and wife—almost

Jerry Lee got Myra back to her family's
house just a little before midnight that
night. Myra had said she'd marry Jerry
Lee, and she had. But she didn't think it

was right, she said, that they live together
as man and wife till her folks knew
about what had happened.
"Can't you go in and tell them now?"

Jerry Lee asked.
Myra noticed how impatient Jerry Lee

looked now, how he stood there at the
front door, perspiring a little, his legs wig-
gling a little inside his trousers, looking
a lot like he looked that time she'd heard
him sing that wild song on television.
Myra still said no, she'd rather do it in

her own way. "But by tomorrow night
—

"

she promised. "By tomorrow night."

The first thing Myra did the next morn-
ing was to tell her mother that she wasn't
feeling well and wasn't going to school.
Then, after her mother had left the room,
saying she'd go to the kitchen to fetch her
a cup of cocoa, Myra jumped out of bed,
grabbed her purse, reached for the mar-

74 riage license she and Jerry had gotten the

night before and placed it in full-view on
the nighttable alongside her bed.
Her mother, back with the cocoa a few

minutes later, didn't see it.

At lunchtime, the same thing happened.
Then again at about two o'clock.

At about four, Myra—too nervous to tell

her ma, yet nervous too lest her ma
wouldn't ever see the papers—got up out of
bed again, placed them square in the mid-
dle of the bureau, went into the living

room, turned on a children's tv show—one
of her favorites, watched for a few min-
utes, then called for her mother.
"Ma," she said, "if you go near my

room, would you please get me a box of

cough drops I left on the bureau?"
Mrs. Brown came rushing out of the

bedroom a few seconds later. "Myra!" her
mother called. She was holding up the
marriage certificate. "What in the world
is this all about?"

Gregory Peck, narrating Small
World, a documentary about insect

life, says it's the first time he has
been emcee for a beetle.

Sidney Skolsky

"It means what it says, Ma," the girl

told her. "It means I'm married, just like

you."
"But Myra darling

—
" her mother started

to say.

"But Cousin Jer'
—

" her mother said a
little while later, after Myra had phoned
for her husband to come pick her up and
take her away, "Cousin Jer,' this little girl

is still in school, only eighth grade—

"

"I can't go to school anymore, Ma,"
Myra corrected her. "Tennessee don't al-

low married ladies in school, not even if

they're thirteen years old."

Her mother brought her hands up to

her face. "And your pa," she said, wor-
ried. She turned to Jerry Lee. "She's her
pa's little girl," she said. "He'll be so
angry."
Jerry Lee shrugged. "He shouldn't be,"

he said. "Myra here is young in years,

maybe, but she's a grown-up in her heart.

Besides, she told me she's been driving a

car since she was ten years old and that

makes her pretty grown up, don't it? And
she told me she can cook real good, and
that ain't what kids do, is it?"

He looked at Myra as he said that, and
she looked at him, noticing that look in

his face and his body again, that look
like he had last night, like he was ready
to break out and start singing some wild
song.

"I'm gonna make you spaghetti first

thing," the little girl said to her husband.
"See?" Jerry Lee said. "And besides you

don't have to worry about her future none,
Cousin Lois, because I'm already starting

to make over a thousand dollars a week
sometimes and soon I'll be making more
and that ain't the kind of money you
worry about, is it?"

"But—" Lois Brown tried again.

"Besides," Jerry Lee said, "we're in love."

For awhile, it seemed as if their life to-

gether might be happy. Myra's Pa report-

edly became reconciled to the fact, once
he realized it was a fact. Jerry Lee's par-
ents didn't seem to mind. Nor did his

managers—though they didn't exactly
publicize the news. Nor did Jerry Lee and
Myra's small group of friends seem to

think there was anything very unusual or

wrong about it at all.

But then, suddenly, the world found out.

And all hell broke out for the newly-
weds.

The reservations mix-up

The news came to light five months after

the wedding, in May 1958. Jerry Lee had

just signed a contract to sing throughout f

England and Scotland on a long and
money-making personal appearance tour.
Just before he left the States, he cabled the
London booking agents that he was bring-
ing his wife, his mother-in-law and his
sister along and to please make hotel
reservations accordingly.
They all arrived in London late at night

a few nights later and the comedy of
errors began. The manager of the plush
Westbury Hotel greeted Myra's mother as
Mrs. Lewis and assumed that Jerry Lee
had left his mother-in-law at home and
brought along two sisters instead. But he
was more than a little surprised, once the
formalities were over, to see young 'sister'

Myra walk into Jerry Lee's room and re-
main there the night.
Someone at the hotel tipped off report-

ers about this mix-up the next morning,
just before a mass interview.

It has been said in journalistic circles

that there are no more hard-working or
hard-asking reporters than the ladies and
gentlemen of the London press.
They outdid themselves this time.
"Just who are you, young lady?" one

of the reporters asked Myra.
"Why, I'm Jerry Lee's wife," Myra said

honestly, nervously.
"And how old are you?"
Myra thought that if she told the truth

these people facing her might not be quite
so understanding as some of the folks back
home. So she lied. "I'm fifteen," she said.

The reporters looked at one another and
shook their heads.
And that night, at Jerry Lee's opening,

an audience who'd read the news in the
late afternoon papers applauded the sing-
ing of the newest rock 'n' roll sensation
from the States as mildly as if he'd been
lecturing on the planting and care of nas-
turtiums.
The next morning, while Jerry Lee was

having breakfast with his frankly-worried
booking agents, a couple of reporters who
had a hunch about something decided to

have another talk with Myra.
They found her in the lobby of the West-

bury, looking happily through some comic
books she'd just found stacked on the

lobby's newsstand.
After exchanging a few pleasantries, one

of the reporters asked, "How old are you
really, my dear?"

"Thirteen," Myra said, figuring they
somehow knew.
The reporters raced for the phones.

Baby snatcher

And at that night's performance, an
even quieter audience greeted Jerry Lee,

so quiet that at one point Jerry Lee
stopped in the middle of a number and
said, "You all seem mighty silent out
there. I'm alive and I sure hope you all

ain't half as dead as you sound."
This was all the audience needed—an

insult from Mr. Jerry Lee Lewis.
"Go home, baby snatcher," someone

yelled from the gallery.

"Kiddy thief," someone else yelled.

"Go home," everybody joined in, finally,

breaking up the performance, "baby
snatcher . . . kiddy thief ... go home . . .

go home!"
It was during this second and last per-

formance Jerry Lee was to play in Britain

that those never-say-die British reporters

were busy uncovering some more interest-

ing news. A phone call by one of them to

the police chief of Jerry Lee's home town
revealed that "this makes twice Lewis has
remarried before he's been divorced."

Now it was up to Jerry Lee to do some
explaining.

"It's true," he said, wearily, in his hotel

room late that night. "I married Myra be-

fore my divorce went through, and we
haven't been remarried since. But I con-



sider that Myra is morally my wife and
she will stay with me, here in this room."
A sleepy-eyed Myra— "up way past her

bedtime," as one of the reporters noted

—

added, "I know my own mind, even though
I am only thirteen. I don't regret marry-
ing Jerry Lee and I'd marry him a million

times if necessary. Jerry Lee's a wonder-
ful husband and I love married life." As
if to prove her devotion, she further added,
"I'm going to have my first baby—

"

A woman present gasped.
"—when I'm seventeen or eighteen,"

Myra finished. . . .

The next day, several things happened.
The management of the Westbury asked

the Lewis party to please leave the
premises.
The English booking agents cancelled

the rest of the tour.

The next plane out

Jerry Lee's own agents—despite the fact

that they said they now had proof 'from
six lawyers' that the marriage was legal

—

bought a batch of airplane tickets for the
States on the next plane out.

At the airport, there was a delay due
to mechanical difficulty and Jerry Lee,
Myra and the others spent an uncomfort-
able eight hours waiting.
To a cordon of reporters who wouldn't

be moved, Jerry Lee said at one point,

"People think I'm a ladies' man, a bad
boy. I'm not. I'm religious and I love my
wife."

Back in the States the next day, the
Lewis party transferred planes at Idle-

wild Airport, New York, and flew straight

home for Tennessee.
Then, a few days later, learning that all

their marital troubles would be straight-

ened out if they got married again, Jerry
Lee and Myra went to the home of Jerry
Lee's folks, summoned a minister and went
through the wedding ceremony again.

After the wedding, a few people had
gathered, among them a very old lady
who'd very nicely thought of bringing a
box of rice along.
"Good luck, Jerry Lee," she said, wob-

bly-voiced, as she flung a handful of rice

at him.
"Thankee, Ma'am," Jerry Lee said.

"And good luck to you, little girl," the
old lady said, doing the same for Myra.

"It's not little girl," she said, almost be-
seechingly; "it's Mrs. Lewis."
The old woman didn't seem to under-

stand. "Yes, yes," she cackled, "good luck
to both of you."
Myra watched her for a moment. And

then, as the tears began to rush to her
eyes, she got into the car alongside Jerry
Lee and he began to drive away.

" 'Bye, little girl," the old lady started
up again, smiling and waving and empty-
ing her box of rice, as the car moved
faster and faster and faster away. ... end

Look for Jerry Lee in MGM's High
School Confidential.

life story of jimmie rodgers

(Continued from page 36) "No," she
checked him.
"Look, Colleen," he blurted desperately.

"It's either that or the papermill back
home!"
"Never! Jimmie, I married a singer and

a good singer. That's what you're going
to do. We'll just hang on," she stated
firmly. "Something's going to happen. . .

."

That same week something did. Jim-
mie Rodgers was called to New York to
make a trial record. It was Honeycomb.
Before a month was out he was famous
and on his way. Today Jimmie has three
more hits and a best-selling album. His
bookings stretch from here to eternity.

He's been on every big tv show that
counts. He has a movie contract at MGM.
This year, Jimmie will make over $200,-
000—and that's just the beginning.
Jimmie and Colleen's story is one of true

love, faith and plain, old fashioned de-
votion.

Because, when Colleen courageously
bolstered the belief in himself that was
beginning to waver in Jimmie Rodgers,
she was only paying him back in kind.
Two years before, when Colleen desper-
ately needed reassurance, hope and love,
Jimmie was there.

That was after the foggy night when
Washington state patrolmen lifted her out
of a smoking wreck on a highway. In the
broadside crash, Colleen's ribs were bro-
ken, her spine twisted and some internal
organs ruptured. Worst of all was her
face. It was smashed almost beyond rec-
ognition.

Unwanted
The highway tragedy was especially

sickening. Colleen was the prettiest girl
in Camas. In fact, she was so beautiful
that Hollywood had already discovered
and made her a starlet with a bright
future. She was on a visit home when the
accident occurred and, ironically, was to
return to Hollywood the next morning.
Hollywood would never want her again.
But Jimmie Rodgers did. He wanted

her more than ever. And forever.
Jimmie wasn't with Colleen that tragic

night. But he had been two nights be-
fore. He'd taken her into Portland, Ore-
gon, sung to her until dawn and confided
his hopes and dreams. When he took her
home he had given her his heart—and
Jimmie doesn't give that lightly. Although
he was past twenty-one, Colleen was the
first girl, and, from then on, the only one.
To Jimmie, her beauty wasn't only skin
deep.
For a year, as surgeons worked to re-

store Colleen's health and her face, Jim-
mie courted her in the hospital. Most of
that time she was wrapped in bandages,
with a plastic mask covering her shattered
features. Seldom could she even walk.
But in her pain and in her shock, Colleen
could still give what Jimmie Rodgers had
to have—encouragement and inspiration.
In that year, with her urging, Jimmie
made his start as a singer, developed his
style and won his spurs. When Colleen
was strong enough, he married her and
they came to Hollywood.
By now, the miracle of modern plastic

surgery had brought back much of Col-
leen's beauty, just as the success Colleen
inspired has restored Jimmie's belief in
himself and his future.
When Jimmie Rodgers sings, I'm Just A

Country Boy, it's no mere lyric. The
country is bred in his bone, blood and
fibre. It comes out in Jimmie's clear, un-
pretentious voice, his raw-boned good
looks, gentle, soft spoken manner and his
uncomplicated values and virtues. Right
is right with Jimmie, and wrong is wrong.
Anger is anger, love is love and loyalty,
loyalty. No sophisticated frills clutter him
or his thinking—and he's not likely to

collect them. Jimmie has been just him-
self from the time he was born in the
timber country of Washington, September
18, 1933. His folks came from pioneer
stock.

Jimmie's granddad, on his mother's side,

fought with Teddy Roosevelt in the Rough
Riders and, after that, drove cattle in
Texas. Jimmie's mother, Mary Elizabeth
Shick, was born on a ranch and is part
Cherokee Indian. Brought to a Washing-
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ton farm as a little girl, she sat in a one-
room schoolhouse next to a sturdy boy
named Archie Rodgers, whose forefathers
had hit the Oregon Trail West. When she
turned eighteen she married him. James
Frederick was their second son, although
they'd hoped for a girl to balance the
family. Maybe it was just as well that he
was another boy.

Depression days

Because things were rough with Mary
and Archie Rodgers then. The Depression
was bumping rock bottom, and Archie
eked out a living working for the CCC.
Later when thmgs picked up, he hired on
at the big Crown-Zellerbach plant in

C?mas. He still works there, and so do
Jimmie's mother and his big brother, Ar-
chie, Jr., four years older. When he was
big enough Jimmie worked there, too. It

was back to that mill that his thoughts
turned in desperation a year ago in Holly-
wood.
The first home Jimmie Rodgers remem-

bers is a dingy paint-flaked shack in Tid-
land Heights, out towards the woods from
Camas. He had to toddle outside in the
freezing winters to the privy and, on Sat-
urday nights, his mom heated kettles on a
pot-bellied stove, then poured hissing
streams into a galvanized tub on the
kitchen floor. She scrubbed Archie and
Jimmie together, once a week, whether
they needed it or not. Jimmie was a fat

little guy until the big ice storm when he
was four. Then he contracted double pneu-
monia and almost died.

That night the doctor couldn't walk up
the steep, slick path to their lonesome
house. He crawled up on hands and
knees, and Jimmie remembers the ice-

crusted bag he opened before bending
over his tight, wheezing chest with the
stethoscope. The doctor stayed all that

night and all the next day until the crisis

passed. He couldn't take Jimmie to the
hospital; there wasn't any, anyway.
After that, Jimmie Rodgers dropped his

baby fat and seemed to stop growing. All
his boyhood he stayed runty. Jimmie
weighed only 99 pounds as a sophomore
in High School and today, although he
pushes six feet, he fights to keep 140,

gulping malteds with raw eggs almost
every time he turns around. It's just a

fix with him now, but back then it was a
real problem. "I hated being a runt," re-
members Jimmie. "So I did everything I

could to prove I was as good as any other
kid." Mostly, where he lived, that meant
a scrap.

Little tough guy

Jimmie's long, string-pickin' fingers are
still crooked from the times he busted
them flailing out for his honor. He had
his head split open four times. His cheeks
were chronically striped with cuts and
his eyes framed with purple shiners. He
didn't always fight fair and didn't feel

bound to. "If a big kid—even Archie

—

was beating me up, I grabbed a club or

a rock and let him have it," admits Jim-
mie. "I wasn't fighting for fun."
By now he can control the flash temper,

but as a kid what he chronically saw was
red.

Jimmie's mortal enemy was a German
boy named Alvin—bigger, of course—who
lived across a field. They were constantly
engaged in bloody combat. "I guess I de-
veloped my voice," allows Jimmie, "yell-

ing insults at Alvin from my back porch.
He cussed me back in German, and I

never figured that was exactly fair."

Stealthily at night he'd raid Alvin's yard
for his toys. Next day, he'd find his moth-
er's flower garden stomped. And that

really hurt.
His mom's gladioli were the only de-

76 pendable asset the Rodgers boys had until

they became men. Glads were Mary
Rodgers' specialty. In the rich soil and
moist Northwest climate she grew giant
stalks of every variety. Archie and Jim-
mie worked the year round in the beds.
In the fall they'd dig the precious bulbs,
husk and divide, tag and store them and
then replant that winter. When summer
brought the crop of gorgeous blossoms,
they'd pack them in a wagon and pull it

to Camas. On street corners the flowers
went fast at fifty cents a bunch. Some-
times between them Jimmie and Archie
would collect $100 a summer—and that
meant their clothes for school.
Money was always scarce, it seemed,

around the Rodgers' house, even though
everybody worked. When Jimmie's dad
came home from the paper mill, his moth-
er left for the night shift in the bag
factory. "I wish I had a penny for every

"We live in an age where the
money is all over the place except
in your pocket," said Alfred Hitch-
cock. "It's called being R/ch."

Leonard Lyons
in the New York Post

meal I've cooked and dishes I've washed,"
smiles Jimmie. "I'd be rich."

Still, it wasn't all drudgery and Jimmie
looks back on his boyhood with a special

fondness. His country was a kid's para-
dise. All around him tall pines pierced
the sky, deer bounded, rabbits scurried
and quail whirred away with heart-stop-
ping surprise. Jimmie could hike in the
summer days to Lacamas Lake or Dead
Lake to fish for trout, bass and perch. The
swimming was great in Sandy River.
You ask Jimmie Rodgers when he first

began singing and he can't rightly remem-
ber. "Why, I guess I've been singing all

my life," he says, a little surprised at the
question. It's almost the truth. Music
and song were as much a part of the
Rodgers family daily fare as food.

Mary Rodgers played the piano and sang
with a silvery voice. Jimmie's father
liked to sing, too, and even Archie. They
gathered around the piano after dinner
and on Sunday afternoons to sing the old
sings that Western people love. In a way
it was their only home entertainment.
There was no TV then, of course, and half
the time the battered radio was out of

action. As soon as he could wobble to his

feet, Jimmie joined the group, piping first

a song his mother taught him:
There must be little Cupids in the

briny.
There must be little Cupids in

the sea. . . .

In first grade at Forest Home School,
Miss Schimmelpfennig, the teacher, used
to crook her finger. "Jimmie Rodgers,"
she'd say, "The kindergarten children are
about ready for their naps. Come here
and sing them to sleep."

Jimmie never had to be urged. He'd sit

down by his wriggling wards and happily
croon Danny Boy or Let the Rest oj the
World Go By until they fell asleep peace-
fully. Pretty soon Mrs. Inez Russell, the
music teacher, was taking him over as her
special project. It got so that every youth
singing group in town had Jimmie Rodgers
out front, leading with his cool, clear boy
soprano. He was a regular in the Chris-
tian Church school choir every Sunday.
Oddly enough, the other guys never

razzed Jimmie about his singing. Because
what Jimmie sang were the songs they'd
heard from their fathers, mothers and
grandparents, and when he sang them it

was like waving a state flag.

Singing wasn't all he could do, of course.
Jimmie was good in his studies. He caught

Archie—who'd been sick a year and*
flunked twice—in sixth grade. Later, they
graduated from Camas High in the same!
class. Reed thin but wiry, Jimmie still!

was a fair country athlete, too. He played I

top basketball, football and starred on the (I

tennis team.

Jimmy drew a blank

In romance, though, Jimmie Rodgers <

drew a blank. He never had a date all

through high school. At dances he'd sing
to the girls but he didn't dance with them.
Why? "Well," explains Jim, "I didn't
have a car, I didn't have any money, I

didn't have time and I didn't have a girl

I cared for." Funny part was, Jimmie
had already met the girl who was to mean
more in his life than anyone ever could.
But he certainly didn't suspect it then.
He was playing one afternoon with the

Pollack brothers, in their barn out in the
country, riding the plough horses, when
the little girl down the road came over
and made herself a pest. Colleen Mc-
Clatchey was her name, and she was as
Irish as it was. "A blonde, blue-eyed,
freckle-faced monster," was how Jimmie
first remembers Colleen. They tried to

shoo her away but she stuck like gum.
Finally, to get rid of her, they tied her to

a tree and told her they were going to

burn her at the stake. All through Camas
High Colleen McClatchey followed Jimmie
three grades behind, and he never knew
she existed. But there were plenty of ':.

things Jimmie Rodgers didn't know about lj

then.
Even when he graduated, at seventeen.

Jimmie was as vague as the average teen-
ager about what he'd do for a living. If

you'd have told him that strumming a
guitar and singing those old time songs
would make him rich and famous he'd
have called you crazy.
After high school, most guys around

Camas counted on the paper mill for a

living. Some joined the service, as Archie
did, three days after graduation. Jimmie
Rodgers did both, as things turned out,

with an unhappy crack at college thrown
in.

It might have been the Aaron Music
|

Award he won on graduation day that

made him try to swing a classical music
education. Clark Junior College in Van-
couver, thirteen miles away, had a good
music department. So Jimmie worked
that summer as fifth hand at the mill,

bought a $200 Ford and that fall checked
in at Clark. He left home at 7:00 in the
morning, got out of school at 3: 00 o'clock,

drove home and took on his heavy mill

chores from 5:00 to midnight. He lasted

seven months before he was skin and
bones and falling asleep in his classes.

He thinks what made him finally figure

what's the use was his voice teacher's ver-
dict: "You're wasting your time—you'll

never be a singer." How could anyone
arrive at that conclusion? It's sort of

funny—Jimmie's voice didn't change for

keeps until late. In college, trying to sing
exercises, he sounded like a mocking bird
with the croup.
Jimmy joined the Air Force and was

sent to Japan next with Supply, but it was
so dull dishing out gear over a counter

!

that he promoted a transfer to Korea. In ;

Seoul, Combat Cargo Training kept him
loading freight and passengers on planes,
twelve hours a day. One GI passenger .

heading for home, proved to be a lucky
passenger for Jimmie.
He spotted him lugging a guitar toward

the plane and swearing as the clumsy box
banged his other baggage. Jimmie saw
opportunity and grabbed it. He bought
it for ten bucks.

Until then, Jimmie Rodgers hadn't
touched his pads to a string or sung a 1

tune outside the shower. "I'd been too I



busy," recalls Jimmie, "learning a thou-

sand things—including how to control my
temper." For hot-headed, independent
Jimmie Rodgers, Service discipline wasn't

easy. Right off, in basic, he bumped an-
other trainee on a stairway, and got a

name he wouldn't take. Jimmy knocked
Ihirn headlong down the steps, bounded

|

down after and stomped him—Indian fash-

ion—right into the hospital. Don't think

j

Jimmie got off easy for that. But he mel-

I
lowed. "I finally learned to count ten,"

ijgrins Jim.

I

Barracks jam

Now, with his ten-buck guitar he
started fooling around with the old tunes

again. Soon you couldn't jam your way
around his bunk at the barracks. A
band called The Melodies was swinging
things around the Officers' Club, and rec

halls, finally copping second prize in an
all Korea barracks contest. Jimmie sang,

of course, and tickled his guitar along
with a piano, drums and fiddle.

Whenever he got lost in a song Jimmie
Rodgers also got homesick. When Jimmie
sings today, done out in a tux, at some
big city spot like Hollywood's Moulin
Rouge, he's really back in the timberlands
of Washington. It was that way in Korea.
And just about then he got a box of

cookies and a note from a girl he knew at

home, doing her bit for the boys overseas.

"Hope you enjoy these, Jimmie," she
wrote. "Colleen McClachey helped bake
them." As Jimmie remembers, he got

just two cookies out of the box in the
scramble. But as he munched them he
mused, "Colleen McClatchey—wonder how
that kid turned out?"

It took Jimmie Rodgers some time to

find out. He came back stateside July 4,

1954, and dropped by Camas on leave.

Colleen was out of town. Jimmie Rodgers
wound up his service hitch in Nashville,
Tennessee, as base dispatcher loaded with
the responsibility of as many as forty
planes in the air at once. But he still

found time to win the talent show and, in

a national service contest at Langley Air
Field took second. A female imperson-
ator—of all things—beat Jimmie out for

first prize. Still, that showing told Jim-
mie Rodgers part of what he wanted to

know.
"At last, I knew what I was going to

try to do when I got outside." To prep
himself he sang on week ends at the Club
Unique in Nashville.
But then he went back home to Camas

and started a ninety-day sweat. Inside
that time he could take over his old job at
the mill and not lose seniority. In the
same period of grace, he could re-enlist
in the Air Force without losing his rank.
"I tell you, I chewed some on that one,"
says Jimmie. "I had just $200 saved up
and I was past twenty -one. I guess I still

didn't believe that singing was really a
man's work." Very soon he found out it

surely was.
Jimmie also found out that Colleen was

in Hollywood—with a contract at Univer-
sal-International. Audie Murphy, himself,
had discovered her working in a Portland
hospital. Jimmie eased out a low whistle
when he heard that. "I guess that crazy
freckle-nosed kid turned out all right," he
said.

One afternoon Jimmie dropped by Mc-
Clatchey's Cleaning Shop with a jacket.
"How's Colleen doing down in Hollywood,
Mrs. McClatchey?" he asked.
"Just fine," she told him. "But, she's

here now—right in back. Don't you want
to say 'hello'?"

Jimmie said more than 'hello' when he
saw Colleen. He blurted, "My goodness

—

how you've changed!" That night he took
her out for a cup of coffee, then got an
idea. "How'd you like to drive into Port-

land? There's the swingin'est little band
there that you ever want to hear!"

All night long

That was the night Jimmie Rogers still

remembers as strictly a case of Cloud
Nine. They went to the Yalta Club and
stayed until 4:00 in the morning listening

to the throbbing rhythms around them
and, as far as Jimmie was concerned, to a
deeper beat from inside himself. It was
the first like that he'd ever felt. They
went on to another all-night spot and
wound up finally at 7:00. "I sang all night
long," sighs Jimmie in recollection. "I was
in heaven." He was also in love.

Next day Jimmie's head hummed with
melodies that his heart echoed. They told
him two ringing truths: He'd never be
happy in any other job but singing—and
he'd never love another girl like he loved
Colleen.
She'd promised Jimmie another date be-

fore she left. In between Jimmie went
over to Seaside, Oregon, and into the
Sandbar Club. He practically forced the
hillbilly band there to let him sing, and
he sang as he never had before—all night
long. By morning he had a job at $65 a
week. Jimmie called his folks with the
news, but he made them promise not to

tell Colleen McClatchey. He wanted to

tell her that triumph himself, when he
drove back for the date. But there wasn't
any date. When he came home Colleen
was in the hospital. She'd almost made
it safely home from a dance in Seattle

—

but not quite.

It was a poignant courtship those next
few months for Jimmie Rodgers. "I knew
Colleen wouldn't want to see me or any of
her friends," he says. "So I stayed away.
But I sent her notes and flowers and little

gifts and I tried to be jolly and keep her
spirits up." Later on, when she could be
moved, he took her out for drives into
the country they both loved so much, even
though it stabbed his heart to see her
lovely face covered with bandages.
But if Jimmie worried secretly about

her, Colleen didn't. Her anxieties were
about Jimmie Rodgers. Jimmie was still

singing with the hillbillies at the Sandbar.
"You're too good for hillbilly music,"

she told him. "You ought to go on your
own. You can make it. When I get out
of here," declared Colleen spunkily, "I

want to see you doing a single—Jimmie
Rodgers and his songs!" Before she was
through with the hospital, Colleen got
her wish. Although what she saw made
her burst into tears.

One-man band

That was up in Wenatchee, Washington,
at the Elks Club, where an agent in Port-
land booked Jimmie sight unseen at the
fabulous figure of $150 a week. He'd
driven up all by himself, excited and
trembling with what he thought was the
Big Break at last. The manager met him
the minute he walked in. "Where's the
rest of the band?" he asked.
"What band? I'm a singer. There's just

me," stated Rodgers.
"You mean," exploded the boss, waving

his hands wildly around the room, "you
and that guitar are going to make all these
people dance?—How?"

"I don't know, Mister," confessed Jim-
mie Rodgers. "But I'll sure try."

Jimmie junked the guitar at first, sat

at the piano and sang. Nobody moved.
Desperately, he yanked a chair out to the
middle of the room, called for a spotlight,

introduced himself and explained the
mix-up. Then he sat down and went to

work.
He mixed up the old songs with rock 'n'

roll, pop, hillbilly and what have you.
But even to things like Danny Boy and
Cool Water he gave a dance beat. When
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Jimmy had time to look up the dance
floor was jumping. The manager came
over and patted his back. "Son," he said,

"I don't know how you did it, but it looks
like you're in."

But Jimmy was more than just 'in' and
earning his $150. That night, working
forty -five minutes out of every hour, he
hit on something new that has been Jim-
my Rodgers' trademark ever since. He
became a 'folk-swinger.'

All that week—as a one-man dance band
—he packed them in. "People came just to

see if it was true!" grins Jim. One who
came—even though it was a big effort

—

was Colleen. She was still wearing a
mask to fill out her face. That's when she
cried—not for herself, but for Jimmy.
His left wrist was raw from sliding up

and down the guitar neck. His fingers
were oozing blood. You can still see the
scars.

After that, Jimmy Rodgers didn't have
any trouble finding a job in those parts.

He went to the American Legion Club
next, with a drummer to help carry the
load. He broke all records there and at

the Fort Cafe in Vancouver, Washington.
People started coming from miles around.
But Jimmy's fairy godfather turned out
to be right across the street.

Chuck Miller was a veteran song-and-
piano man from the East. One night Chuck
came over himself to hear Jimmy. The
minute he heard Jimmy it was no longer
a mystery. He knew talent and he recog-
nized a new singing style.

Jimmy gets an angel

From then on Chuck Miller became Jim-
my's volunteer praise agent, advisor and fi-

nancial agent, too. Back in New York Chuck
talked up Jimmy and his style around the
pop recording set he knew. Hugo Peretti
and Luigi Creatore, then with Mercury,
were especially interested. So before long,

Chuck Miller wired Jimmy $300 from his
own pocket, with the message, Hop a plane,
Honeycomb.
All the way back to New York the pro-

pellers seemed to drum that tune. When
Chuck took him around the record offices,

it was Honeycomb he sang for them. Later,
of course, it became the tune that made
Jimmy big. But not that trip.

"We'll get hold of you later," is what
he got everywhere, but that didn't cash
out at the bank. Jimmy stayed nine days
while Chuck staked him. Then he flew
back to the Fort Cafe. A telegram was
already there from Chuck, telling him to

get down to Hollywood, if he could, and
look up Chuck's agents there. Maybe the

Golden Gate for Jimmy was out West.
Jimmy bought that idea, but he had

to settle something first. Those few days
in New York away from Colleen had
proved that without her he was nothing.
He bought an engagement ring, took Col-
leen out for a drive and, at a stop sign,

begged, "Here, Honey—put this on

—

please." She did. They were married in

a double-ring ceremony January 4, 1957,

in Portland. At the time, Jimmy Rodgers'
fortune amounted to exactly five dollars.

He worked at the club until he had $200
coming, then they drove to Hollywood.
Things looked all right at first. Jimmy

hooked a job the first week at the Key-
board Club, and Chuck's agent lined him
up for a few tv guest spots. Then—noth-
ing. But Colleen, hungry and sick as she
was, said, "No—hang on. It's coming."

Call it a woman's intuition, maybe. But
even as she spoke, 'it' was already on the
way. Back in New York, Hugo Peretti

was frantically trying to locate Jimmy in

Hollywood. He'd started his own Rou-
lette record firm and wanted to tee off

with a new singer. He remembered
Honeycomb, but the bee had buzzed off.

Nobody knew where Jimmy Rodgers was.
Of course, they finally tracked him, and

that was a day Jimmy Rodgers won't for-

get. "It was two o'clock in the afternoon,"
he recalls. "And all morning it had been
gray and foggy. But when that voice said,

'We're sending $300—can you come back
and record Honeycomb'—I looked out the
window. You know what? The sun was
shining bright!"

He drove East with Colleen and, with
his honey by his side, Jimmy didn't have
much trouble cutting Honeycomb. But
there wasn't any advance and toward the
end they got down to dining on tootsie

rolls and collecting coke bottles to cash
in at the flea-bag hotel where they lived.

Then a lucky $700 he made on the Ar-
thur Godfrey Talent Scout show paid their

bills and left enough to drive home on.

In North Platte, Nebraska, stopping
with Colleen's relatives, he got the ver-
dict. "You'd better get set for a disk-
jockey tour, Jimmy," advised Hugo;
"Honeycomb's starting to move." It

moved, all right—clear on past the million
mark.
"Ever since then," grins Jimmy, "it's

been wonderful. And it's been murder. . .
."

The wonderful part, of course, has been
Jimmy's terrific success. "I love it, be-
cause I love to sing," allows Jimmy, "I

wouldn't really be happy doing anything
else. But it's sure been no vacation."
Jimmy hasn't had a rest since the ball

began. Most of his play dates have been
one-nighters, so he's been hopping all over;

|

the country like a flea, leaving one plane;
'

for the next, dressing out of a suitcase,!

getting along on six hours' sleep, drop-: (

ping pounds and collecting an ulcer, t

Whenever she can, Colleen travels with! f

him, because, "I like to know she's in the| a

audience," Jimmy Rodgers reveals. "She's
my good luck piece." t

Right now, the only family the Rodgers '

own are two toy poodles—Bivi, a white
one Colleen had before they married, and' r

a black one, named Honeycomb, naturally, s

They're camping in a small rented house t

perched above the Sunset Strip, with a v

black Thunderbird and a white Plymouth; s

in the garage. But they aim to buy a
bigger place and fix it up, "when the dust| f

settles." ;

1

The Rodgers haven't been to one Holly- o

wood shindig and that's only half of it.

Neither Jimmy nor Colleen dig the social I

bit in the slightest. In fact, about their only t

good friends among the entertainment set t

are Tommy Sands and Molly Bee. Some- i

times, when there's a breather, Jimmy: t

takes Colleen dancing to the Cocoanut t

Grove. But, neither care about drinking, v

The other night some business friends c

dropped in and Jimmy hastily called his I

manager, Bill Loeb. "How do you make- a

martinis?" he asked. Bill gave him the a

proper formula for gin and vermouth, v

"And you might drop in an olive or an I

onion," he added. '

The guests almost gagged. Jimmy filled I

their drinks with chopped scallions! r

"Actually, I don't need much to make !

me happy," says Jimmy Rodgers honestly, t

"I'm grateful for all the luxuries I never
dreamed about that have come my way, \

of course. I want to keep on singing and \

have people like to hear me. I want a 1

i

home someday near good hunting and I

fishing—maybe a boat to fool around with, a

too. I want some children, if we can have! t

them. But mostly, I want to do as much t

for Colleen as she has done for me." !
t

In his pocket, Jimmy keeps a silver me-
dallion and he wouldn't think of singing t

a note without it. Colleen gave it to him \

when she married him. It's engraved
j

f

with the prayer, Guide my destiny. s

The face on the medal is that of St. .

j

Genesius, patron saint of entertainers,
j

But to Jimmy Rodgers it's the face of!

Colleen, the girl who has guided his des-
j

'

tiny since he put it in her hands and, al-
j

ways will. end '

Jimmy is scheduled to be in MGM's'
Snob Hill.

first report on marlon as a father

(Continued from page 44) prescribed time
for a new mother to stay home after hav-
ing a baby is four weeks. Anna went out
one evening, three weeks after Christian
was born. She wanted to see The Purging
of Simon Madden, a new play a friend of
hers was producing. Marlon couldn't go.

He had business to take care of. He drove
her to Phyllis Hudson's and Anna went
with her. She looked lovely, slim and
beautiful in a black early summer dress
with a deep red, full-blown rose design.

There was a party after the play but Anna
skipped it to go home to Marlon and the
baby.
Only five days later, Anna started feel-

ing ill. Slowly her temperature began to

rise. By the time they called the doctor
it was obvious she was really ill. It was
a kidney infection and she was rushed back
to the hospital. Kidney infections aren't

too unusual after childbirth and unless
78 complications set in, modern drugs cure

them. But it's painful and a very diffi-

cult thing for a young mother to go
through. Far more than the pain, it's bit-

terly difficult for a new mother to leave
her infant when it's only three and a half
weeks old.

It was no easy set-up for Marlon either.

Even though there is the housekeeper and
the nurse, it's not like having the mother
or some member of one's own family
around. The nurse has been there only
since the baby's birth. No matter how it's

twisted, Marlon had the main responsi-
bility of Christian when Anna was hos-
pitalized. He visited her often. She needed
his cheering up and every snitch of news
about the baby was important to her.
Marlon was so entranced with his new

son he didn't mind. In fact it was a labor
of love in the true sense. Housekeepers
and nurses have days off, Marlon didn't.
There's a new Brando at the hill-top

house. Those who think of him as an

aloof genius should see him tenderly
steadying the tiny wobbly head, gently i

comforting the infant son. He knows about
vitamins and formulas.

Christian's nursery looks like a toy
shop. Marlon had a heyday buying toys
for him in the weeks after he was born and
before Anna got sick.

Marlon has been slowly changing in re-
cent years. There are many evidences. His
more conservative clothes and more con-
ventional public behavior. Everything

j

about him is more tempered. His car is

no high-powered Mercedes Benz. It's a
family-type Chrysler. When he bought
Anna a car as a gift it was a Ford.
Some men seem to be born fathers. A

child seems to give meaning to their lives

and they are willing to give of themselves
unendingly. So far Marlon Brando seems
to be emerging as that sort of a man.
While marriage didn't seem to change him
drastically, a little boy named Christian
has! end
Marlon is now starring in The Young

Lions for 20th -Fox.



the day I discovered my heart

(Continued from page 43) is at the foot of

the mountain. We drove out in two cars

—

Elaine and I in one, and the photographer
and his assistant in the other.

The air was brisk, not too cold, the kind
that puts a pink glow in your cheeks and
warms you inside.

When we arrived at the spot the photog-
rapher wanted for the setting, the air was
so invigorating that Elaine and I began
to race around the trees, around the lake-

water which was as blue as a summer
sky.
The photographer was pleased. He pre-

ferred taking candid pictures. He didn't

like formal poses—and so he took a slew

of candids.
It was then I realized how enjoyable

Elaine was. She was willing to try any-
thing I wanted to try. If I wanted to climb
trees, for instance, she'd go along with
me. If she scraped her hands on the tree

trunks, that didn't matter. She wanted us
to have fun, and she let me be the leader

which, no matter what they say to the

contrary, a fellow likes.

Don—the photographer—took innumer-
able snapshots. About two o'clock in the
afternoon I said I was famished, thinking

we'd head back to the diner in Lone Pine
for hamburgers.
Elaine ran to the car, took out a canvas

bag, and gave me the surprise of the after-

noon. She had packed a picnic lunch! A
little early in the season for picnics, yes,

but very thoughtful.
She had fixed it all the night before. We

were living in a motel court while we
were on location, and we all had tiny

alcove kitchenettes in our rooms. The
kitchenettes were the kind where you have
a pint-sized refrigerator and a small stove
on top of it and a baby sink that your
two hands barely fit into when you wash a
coffee cup.
Elaine really did a bang-up job with

the picnic food. She had fried chicken and
hard boiled eggs and potato salad and
pickles and a chocolate layer cake—which
she confessed was store-bought—and milk.

Picnic in the car

We all sat in the car the studio had
loaned Elaine and me for the day, and we
devoured the food. I never thought Elaine
had it in her, this talent for cooking, so it

came as a pleasant shock to me.
We told funny stories while we ate and

we looked at the vast mountains and the
calm lakewater. There was a peace about
the surroundings which was comforting
after the hectic week we had in front of

the film cameras. The sun was bright, and
it gave the snow a dazzling sparkle. And
the air was fresh and bracing.
We finished our food and thanked

Elaine. Don said the picture-taking was
over, as far as he was concerned. We could
return to Lone Pine and our motel.

I didn't feel like breaking up the party.

Don and his assistant were putting their

stuff away in their car, and I looked at

Elaine.
"Do you feel like going back?" I asked

her.
"Doesn't matter," she said. "What would

you like?"
I hemmed and hawed like a jerk. Women

are so much better at expressing them-
selves. I wanted to stay, but I was ashamed
to say it out loud. I didn't say anything.
Elaine came to the rescue.
"Would you like to stay?"
When she said that, I realized she

understood me. She knew I wanted to

stay. She was tuned in to my feelings.

"Yeah," I said. "It's so nice here. How
about you? How do you feel about it?"

"Sure," she said. "I'm game."

So we told Don to head back to town.
We were going to explore the Mount
Whitney country. Don and his helper left,

and we waved to them as they traveled
down the long, winding road.
Elaine and I were both smiling.

"I'm glad we stayed," she said. We
took a hike and looked for animals. We
never saw any close up, but we did hear
a lot of different animal noises. Elaine
yelled out to me when she saw a flash

of red wings in the treetops but we couldn't

make out if it was a cardinal or a red-
winged blackbird. Far off, on snow-capped
Mount Whitney, it seemed to me as though
I saw a coon, but his coloring camouflaged
him. When I went to point him out to

Elaine, we could no longer see it. He was
gone.
We returned to the car and the sunlight

was beginning to wane. I turned on the

radio, but couldn't get a decent music pro-
gram. There were either operatic selec-

tions or preachers lamenting the crisis in

education.

Mountain dance
Elaine fiddled with the dial and in a

few minutes, picked up a Nevada disc

jockey who was hip on rock music. We
listened to the program for a while.

"Let's dance," I said.

I turned up the dial all the way. We
got out of the car and began dancing
right out there in the open. I swear if any-
one saw us they would have called us nuts.

But I couldn't care less if someone did

see us and say we were crazy. For the first

time in my life I was really relaxing on a

date. Elaine made me feel like myself. She
didn't push or press me in any way.
She let the conversation flow naturally.

She was herself, I guess, and I was myself;
it was wonderful to know that two people
could get to know each other like this.

We danced in the setting sun, hardly
noticing that the day was getting cold and
dark. We danced to Elvis and Fats Domino
and LaVerne Baker.
Evening comes early up there in that

Whitney country, and so I figured the day
had ended. We would go back to Lone
Pine, and that was that.

We got into the car and began driving
back. I was saying to myself that I

didn't want our day to end. I was hoping
by some miracle it wouldn't. It was too

good to give up.
We arrived in Lone Pine and were driv-

ing along the main drag to our motel
which was called The Portal. The neon
sign of one of the restaurants caught
my eye. I had to be reminded that we
would have to eat soon. I guess men wait
for their appetites to remind them. They
never think ahead.

I suggested we go to our cabins to

shower and dress and then go out for

dinner and do the town.
She responded enthusiastically. But she

added, "Let's not expect too much of Lone
Pine."
Now Lone Pine is a hamlet of only a

few thousand people. A general store, a
saloon, a movie house, a barber shop, an
alderman's office and not much else

—

that's the main drag of Lone Pine.

Both of us were used to living in big
cities that have all kinds of entertain-
ment within arm's reach. In New York
you can go to the theater or any movie of

your choice on the spur of the moment.
Movies play at hundreds of movie houses
all hours of the day and night. There are
restaurants everywhere—two, three and
four in a block; and there are all kinds of

them—Chinese, French, Greek, Mexican or
plain old steak-and-potatoes American. If

you like symphonies, there are concerts.

If you like night clubs, they're every-
where in town. So to 'do the town' in

Lone Pine might take some meditating
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I parked the car in the motel courtyard,
and I left Elaine at her cabin which was
next to mine. We agreed to meet in a
half hour.

Getting ready for a big night

I showered and shaved and put on a
white shirt and tie and my dark brown
herringbone suit. I was excited. Our day
was turning out to be an adventure. We
hadn't expected it to be this way, and
suddenly we were looking forward to

spending the evening together.
When I went next door to pick her up,

she was dressed up, too. She was wearing
a smart neat-fitting red wool dress,

little pearl earrings and high-heeled shoes.
She put on her coat. I was wearing my

raincoat. We headed for the main drag of

Lone Pine which was about a block long
—like a Western frontier town.
We didn't have much choice of res-

taurants. We walked to the one where the
neon sign had attracted my eye.
The restaurant was called Mama The-

resa's. It was Italian. We weren't full-

fledged movie stars in the sense of people
recognizing us, so we entered unnoticed.
Anyway there weren't many people eating.

Mama Theresa's was small but cozy. The
tables had red-checked tablecloths, and
there were candles stuck in old raffia-

covered wine bottles. There was a white
trellis in the back covered with crepe-
paper flowers, and it masked the kitchen
area. In a corner was a juke box, and I

got up and played some of the songs. All
the titles were in Italian so I just punched
a bunch of numbers, and in a minute the
place was lively with that jumpy music
I call Italian rock-and-roll.
An old man with a big white mustache

and his fat wife, Mama Theresa, ran the
place. I asked then what we should order,
and he told us they'd take care of every-
thing.

It was one of the best Italian dinners
I've had in my life—Italy included.
We started off with a terrific antipasto.

we are not ashamed

(Continued from page 33) finally come to

the conclusion that it is wrong for us to
remain together. It is a farce."
The infatuation, which began like a

sudden flame, now was raging like a
forest fire. . . .

Then came their first separation. Kim
had to follow studio orders and leave for
San Francisco to help publicize Vertigo.
She knew that Rafael would have to leave
soon for the Army Staff Officers' School
at Fort Leavenworth, where he would
study American techniques in air and mil-
itary procedures. Leaving him was like

dying a little. She begrudged each day she
would be away from him. For a moment
they even considered his following her to

San Francisco. But they decided their ro-
mance would be a little too obvious if he
did that. For the time being—until he
could come to her a divorced man, free to
woo her openly—it would be better to
keep their romance as quiet as possible.
Then while she was in San Francisco,

a bombshell exploded.
Black newspaper headlines told of the

lavish gifts the young Latin general had
bestowed on Kim—the $8500 Mercedes
Benz, and of the $11,000 chinchilla coat
he'd bought for Zsa Zsa for introducing
him to her. There were critics who be-
lieved that the money for these gifts came
from our gifts to the Dominican Republic.
We might as well give our foreign aid

directly to famous actresses as let a young
playboy from the Dominican Republic

80 spend our money on such lavish gifts,

Then veal cutlet parmigiana, a side
order of spaghetti al dente and a fresh
green salad. It was so good, all of it, that
I decided to celebrate and order red wine.
I never drink, but this was turning out to

be a special occasion.
The old man with the mustache served

us the wine, and Elaine and I both toasted
to the future and the good things it would
bring.
For dessert we had spumoni and espres-

so coffee.

We could barely move from the table
when we finished. The other guests had
left, and the old man with the mustache
and Mama Theresa showed us around the
kitchen with its gleaming pots and wooden
workboards.
They told us about the time they

immigrated to America from Italy, and
how they loved the United States, their

adopted country. It was good to them, they
said. It gave them work, and they raised
their children and were able to send both
their boys to college. They showed us
snapshots of their sons who were hand-
some and rugged-looking.
After we said arrivederci—goodbye in

Italian—we walked along the dark, empty
street.

We window-shopped, looking into the
few lighted store windows. The most ex-
citing window in Lone Pine was the hard-
ware emporium's—there were all kinds of
guns, knap-sacks, fishing tackle and bowie
knives.
At the end of the street there was a

dimly-lit pool parlor, and we walked in

and watched some cigar-smoking, red-
skinned Indians shooting pool.

A new game
We played some pool, Elaine and I. She

had never held a cue stick in her life,

but she told me she was willing to learn
so I taught her a few fundamentals and
we played a couple of games.

It was eight-thirty when I looked at
the clock on the wall in the poolroom. I

the critics said very loudly.
"This is ridiculous," replied an aide of

the General's. "General Trujillo is one
of the wealthiest men in the world. He
believes he has the right to spend his

money as he sees fit."

The studio is alarmed again

The studio, alarmed by the publicity,

called Kim on the carpet and suggested
that she try to mollify the reporters. Kim
and Rafael had been hoping to announce
their romance with some dignity once he
was free. Now Kim was shattered by the
bitter criticism.

Confused by the spotlight glaring on
their romance, she began to stammer out
denials that she knew he was married.
Does this seem wrong? Put yourself in

her place. If you had been foolish enough
to fall in love with a man who was still

married, who was separated from his

wife and wanted to get a divorce without
exposing himself to harmful publicity,

would you like to see your love affair

blazoned to the world prematurely in
screaming headlines?
So often on the screen Kim has played

'the other woman.' She knew how un-
sympathetic most of us are to such a
woman. But she had nothing to feel shame
for. "I'm not the other woman," she kept
telling herself. "I never met Rafael until

long after his marriage was dead."
She told one reporter that she was

shocked at the news that Rafael had a
wife. She told another that he was a kind,
sincere man and that it was dangerous
to our country's relationship with the Do-
minican Republic to treat a good -will

asked the Indians when the last movie was
j

playing. They told us around nine. . . .

After the movies, we went to the soda
|

parlor next to the movie house. We read 1

movie magazines on the racks and won-
dered if we'd ever be in them, if we'd
ever become important movie stars.

They kicked us out of the soda parlor I

because it was closing time.
But I didn't want to go home. We walked

in the direction of The Portal, our motel.
Behind our motel was a baseball diamond

|

with billboard ads—BUY MOXIE, BUF-
FERIN FOR QUICK RELIEF, GET RID

|

OF YOUR FIVE O'CLOCK SHADOW.
The moon was floating high in the sky like i

a bubble, and it cast a beautiful bluish
j

light on the baseball field. We held hands
and walked around the diamond; we

|

touched the bases and looked at each
other in the moonlight. Then I brought ',

Elaine home to the cabin, wishing
that we were just starting out, that it was
Sunday morning and we were getting

;

ready to go to the foot of Mount Whitney
j

for the picture-taking.
Maybe you can't believe it, but this

was the greatest date of my life. It was
so simple that we were very relaxed, and
consequently we discovered each other, i

And I discovered something else too—

I

discovered my heart. I've never been able I

to discover a girl in the same way as I

did Elaine—maybe because I've never
experienced such an easy-going date again.

Elaine and I talked about easy things, un-
pretentious things. We were honest and
down-to-earth with each other. When we
held hands walking around the baseball

j

diamond in the moonlight, I really felt a

communication with her. I felt I had got-

ten to know her. We had shared some-
J

thing unexplainable. . . . and made a won-
|

derful discovery. END

Tony is now appearing in This Angry
Age for Columbia, and in Paramount's I

The Matchmaker; he can soon be seen ;

in Green Mansions for MGM.

ambassador so cruelly. Then she retired

to her room with a splitting headache.
When she got back to Hollywood, she

j

wouldn't see anyone. She wouldn't leave
|

her lavender house. She changed her '

phone number. She had received orders
from her studio to say nothing to anyone.
But Rafael was not ashamed of his love.

If anything, he seemed to be relieved that
j

he could now tell the world the truth i

about his romance. Previously, for Kim's
sake he had wanted to wait until the
divorce was an accomplished fact.

Now he said, "I love Kim. My wife Oc-
tavia and I have been formally separated i

since last December. I started divorce pro-
ceedings in March. Some day, soon, I hope
our divorce will be final."

On a misty Spring night, Kim kissed
Rafael good-bye on the platform of the
station where his streamliner was to take
him to Fort Leavenworth.

"Till we meet again, Ramfis. . . . hasta la

vista, darling," she cried. She waved to

the departing train and blew kisses. When
the train disappeared around the bend,
Kim stood alone for a few moments, look-
ing forlorn. Then she turned and walked
slowly down the platform to the car wait-
ing for her. . . .

The new Kim

Many men in town thought that with the
glamorous Trujillo away, they could make
time with Kim. But Kim wouldn't date

j

any other men.
She did go to a lavish party given by a

millionaire oilman in town, Arthur Camer-
on. But she went mainly for the sake of L

her mother and sister, who were visiting



her. She wanted to give them the thrill

of seeing a big-time movie party with

loads of stars. Although she could have

been escorted by any one of a number of

eager young men, Kim chose to go alone

—

except for her family. In a clinging, laven-

der gown she was the sensation of the

party. Guests noticed how Kim had
I changed. Once she was always quiet;

this night she sparkled. In the past Kim
kept to herself at a party. This night, she

laughed gaily, danced all night and dis-

played a vivacity that she had never

I
shown before. What the General has done

i for her! His magic was at work even

though he could not be with her.

At the party, Jeff Chandler found the

new Kim so fascinating he hung around
her all night. In fact, he paid such marked
attention to her, that the grapevine says

Esther Williams slapped his face and
walked off in a huff.

If Jeff tried to get to Kim the next day
he was in for a disappointment—like every

other man who was anxious to date her.

Because Kim drove up north to a swank
dude ranch in Ojai to get away from
everyone—and all those questions.

She may not be in to the Hollywood big

shots who call, but she certainly is to her
Ramfis. Whenever that call would come
to her from Fort Leavenworth, Kim would
rush to the phone and spend long periods

listening to Ramfis tell her how much he

|
missed her.

That car

Although the studio had sent out a

story saying she was returning the ex-
pensive car he had given her, Kim did

no such thing (according to reports).

"Why should she?" said a friend to us.

j

"This was a gift given to her by a man
i

she loves, who loves her. It would be an

I
insult to give it back to him. True, it's

expensive—but what's an $8500 gift to a
man whose income is over $600,000 a year?
It doesn't mean much more, in dollars and
cents, than the gift of a piece of costume
jewelry to a girl by the average guy! And
the sentiment's just the same. These two
are definitely gone on each other."

Kim—practical Kim with the ever-

good-bye to a gentle hero

(Continued from page 50) material than
what I used to do," he said regretfully, in
1956. "What I used to do is gone—romantic
films, the classics. You don't see any more
pictures like A Tale of Two Cities, Beau
Geste and Lost Horizon.
Gone were the days of the swashbuckler,

the cavalier, the debonair hero with the
courtly manners who feared dishonor
more than death. In movies fraught with
Freud, in cowboy epics, in dramas of vio-
lence on the docks, there was no place for
Ronald Colman. He was not an actor
Elia Kazan would seek out, and he knew
this, and could face it without bitterness.
Not so the fans who missed him from

the screen. They sent letters demanding
his return to movies, and Mrs. Colman
answered them all. To one disconsolate
admirer, she explained that Mr. Colman

j

simply could not work so hard any more.
"He is getting older," she wrote gently,
and added, "He is no less immortal for
being mortal."

A gentleman in Hollywood
Ronald Colman cared about his good

name. He was that rare creature in the

j

modern world, a gentleman. He lived in
a town where sin was copy, yet no breath
of scandal ever touched him. He lived in

|
a town where major stars were mixed up
in paternity suits and rape trials and wild

present fear of poverty—was reported to

have eventually sold the car for $4500,

and used the cash to buy furniture for

her new home.
Perhaps she'll put the restraining hand

on her big-spending boy friend if and
when she becomes his wife.

Meanwhile, she was bedazzled by the

fact that when he was in Hollywood he
was pricing yachts. He told her of his

plans to have a yacht off the coast of En-
senada, Mexico. ... So that he and Kim
can drive to this nearby town across the

border and sail off on a romantic honey-
moon at sea?

It could be. . . .

There are many things to be con-
sidered. Mainly, does Kim love Rafael

enough to give up her career for him?
Grace Kelly did that for her prince. But
Kim is more ambitious than Grace; she

is more in love with the idea of being a

movie star than Grace ever was.
On the other hand, if she tells Tru-

jillo that she wants to remain in pic-

tures, will he stand for it? Would he give

up his powerful standing in the Domini-
can Republic to become the prince consort

of a movie queen?
The truth about Kim is that she's un-

predictable. A close woman friend says,

"Kim often sails off on clouds of ro-

mance. She reaches great romantic peaks.

But just when she is breathlessly sailing

along on a cloud, she gets out her little

parachute, and goes right down to earth

when you least expect it."

No one knows whether she'll marry her
Ramfis or not. Even Kim may not know for

sure. One thing we do know—that this

isn't just another romantic fling in Kim's
life—that this time she has touched
heights of love and excitement such as

she never knew before.

There may be problems ahead for this

woman, but neither Kim nor her beloved
are plagued with feelings of guilt. They
know in their hearts that they did all they
could to keep their love honorable. They
are not ashamed. ... END

Kim can be seen in Vertigo for Para-
mount and will soon appear in Bell, Book
And Candle for Columbia.

parties and drug addiction and even mur-
der, yet he made for himself an island of

peace in that place. Surrounded by his

family, his dogs, his books, his antiques,

he was somehow the essence of a modest
country squire. Even after thirty-eight

years in this country, he seemed still very
English.

If the villages of England, and their

little rivers, coursed through Ronald Col-
man's blood, it isn't surprising. He was
born in Richmond, Surrey, and absorbed
its quiet greenness with his first breaths.
The young Ronald went to the Hadleigh
School at Littlehampton, Sussex, and was
wonderful at sports, terrible at history.
He liked the works of Robert Louis Stev-
enson, and he liked girls. Stevenson he
committed to memory, but girls he could
only worship from afar. "I was extremely
shy of them," he said once, in what may
have been the understatement of the age.
When he was sixteen, Colman's father

died, and the boy had to go to work. He
got a job in an office at $2.50 a week,
eventually became a junior accountant. He
might have risen to some high job in
banking, and been bored the rest of his
life, but for the advent of the first World
War.

1914 found him a private in Lord Kitch-
ener's Contemptibles. He fought at Ypres,
was wounded at Messines, and came out
of the army discontent with everything
he'd known before. He was sure he didn't
want to go back to his old accountant's
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existence, but he wasn't sure what he
wanted to go forward to.

Adjusting to being a civilian "was diffi-

cult," he explained, "and while I was still

full of uncertainties, I became interested

in the theater."

Early theater

The theater didn't seem to return Col-
man's interest. He did a vaudeville sketch
in a music hall, and nobody cared. Then
he covered his face with burnt cork and
made a black-face legitimate-stage debut
in a play called The Maharanee of Arakan.
"I do not feel disposed to belabor the act-

ing of Ronald Colman," wrote a London
critic. "I saw Mr. Colman and the play
at a disadvantage. The curtain was up."
Years later, Colman would tell this story

in order to encourage some young actor

from giving up too easily, but the tale al-

ways enraged Mrs. Colman who could nteS

forgive the now-forgotten critic. Tfie

night Colman won his Oscar, Mrs. Colman
bethought herself of her old enemy. "I

hope he's eating his words," she said

fiercely.

Next, Colman tried films. He made a
two-reeler but it was so terrible it was
never released. In 1919, he married Thel-
ma Victoria Maud, an English actress

known as Thelma Raye. The marriage
didn't work; it was one of those post-war
liaisons, both people determined to build
something out of ruin and confusion, both
people searching for roots in an uprooted
world. What went wrong, no one knows.
Colman was not the man to gossip about
his private life, nor would he ever utter

a word against a lady. But in 1920, he
came to America, his wife stayed behind,
the brief union was over.
He arrived in New York with fifty-seven

dollars, three clean collars, and two letters

of introduction. "I didn't stop at the Wal-
dorf or the Ritz, old boy," he told a friend
wryly, remembering that first, strange,

American year.
He lived in a small room in Brooklyn,

and traveled to the city every day on the
subway, and made the rounds that actors

are still making. He went to agents' of-

fices, and producers' offices. He got a
walk-on in a play called The Dauntless
Three, and thought this is it—but it wasn't.

Actually, he had to play three walk-ons
for the same salary. The audience wasn't
supposed to be able to recognize him be-
cause he wore three different beards!
For two years, he did extra roles and

bits, and got shabbier and more depressed.
One afternoon he went up to Central Park
and sat on a bench and stared at his

shoes, one of which had a hole in it. It

was a bleak day, the wind cut through
him, all his thoughts were grey and cold.

He'd left his green countryside, and come
here to live among strangers. His family
was dead. He could hardly remember the
face of the girl he'd married. All the
books and colored prints he could afford

wouldn't make that furnished Brooklyn
room cozy, and his career seemed to con-
sist of being able to hold his head up
while wearing false whiskers.
He imagined himself in years to come,

one of those pitiful aging character actors,

neat, threadbare, proud, being turned out
of office after office, eating his Christmas
dinner in a drug-store, wondering what
had happened to his hopes, his youth, his

life.

The Broadway show
Colman got up from the bench with new

strength, new determination, and walked
down to Broadway. He walked until he
came to the Shubert office. They were
casting a show called La Tendresse which
was to star Ruth Chatterton. When he
walked out of Shubert's, he had the third

82 lead in the show.

Movies came after that. Henry King
signed him for The White Sister opposite
Lillian Gish, and right from his very first

picture, he was a star. He and Vilma
Banky became the silent movies' second-
sexiest team—right after John Gilbert and
Greta Garbo—but of the foursome, only
Garbo and Colman went on to even greater
success in talkies.

Success made Colman no less the gen-
tleman. Once a columnist watching the
shooting of // I Were King, noted that
Colman was fumbling a love scene with
Frances Dee. After a couple of bad takes,

Colman turned to the bystanders and said,

in what was for him an unusually irritated

tone, "I do wish you people would at

least look the other way—it's hard to

make love so publicly. . .
."

When the audience had left, Colman and
Miss Dee wound up the scene with no
further trouble.

Since he had no gift for crudeness in

his private life, it was always hard for

Colman to talk tough to a woman on the
screen. Once he had to tell a bunch of

chorines, "You look like swamp rats," and
he stopped rehearsals to apologize. "I'm
terribly sorry, girls," he said. "I really

think you're awfully good."

A great love

On September 30, 1938, Ronald Colman
found the meaning of his life, when he
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The photographs appearing in this issue
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Barkham, Gene Lesser; IS—United Press, FLO;
16—Wide World, UP; 19-21—Globe, Hal Roth;

22—Bob Willoughby; 27—Gilloon Agency; 28
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Globe, Don Ornitz; 30—Globe, Thede and Em-
erson Hall; 31—Globe; 34-37—Topix, Gene
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chenbill; 42—Globe, Don Ornitz; 45—Wide
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married Benita Hume, at Montecito, Cali-

fornia. Miss Hume was a great beauty
who behaved as simply as a plain woman.
(She is also the kind of woman who gave
blood to the Red Cross so often after hear-
ing an appeal from Korea that the Auth-
orities had to implore her to wait longer
between trips.)

At the time Benita met Colman, she was
engaged to a rich Englishman named Jack
Dunfee, but once she'd looked into Col-
man's eyes, she was lost. She broke her
engagement. As for Colman, he was as-
tonished. His first unhappy experience
with wedlock had left him wary of females.
He had been satisfied to live alone, settling

for peace, since he had no hope of bliss.

Suddenly, bliss overtook him. This wo-
man, tender as she was exquisite, turned
house into haven, man into lover. She
gave up her own career because, "More
than one movie star in a family is no
good, and I'll be too happy just being with
Ronnie to miss the limelight—

"

At the age of forty-seven, Ronald Col-
man looked around him, and found he had
come home.

All through his bachelor years, his

family had consisted of six dogs. Now, in

July of 1944, he became the father of a
baby girl named Juliet. Fifty-three-year-
old daddies must be forgiven if they're a
trifle giddy. He, who had never kept a
clipping of a single one of his triumphs,
filled scrapbooks with every line about
Juliet, every picture of her. When she
began to talk, all Hollywood knew it, and
he could scarcely tear himself away from

her long enough to make movies.
In 1946, Colman was listed among the

j

nation's top moneymakers. In 1947 came
i

his Oscar. In 1950, he tied (with Laur-
j

ence Olivier) for second place as Best All-
j

Time Actor (Charlie Chaplin came in first)
j

in a poll conducted by Daily Variety.
|

1950 was also the year that a group of
plastic surgeons named Colman the world's
best-preserved person. They spoke of his
smooth young face, but Colman was not

\

impressed. Concerned with his dignity, he 1

felt he was too old to go on playing love
interest parts. He didn't need money, so !

there was no point in compromising with
his own fierce standards. He refused to let

j

a whiskey company use his name, though I

they offered him a fortune, and. he would
j

not work on television for a beer sponsor. '

The Halls of Ivy

When he did turn up on television, it

was in 1954, with Benita, in a series called
The Halls of Ivy. They played the presi-

j

dent of a college and his wife. Their
j

show was warm, literate, witty. It was
|

the same show they'd begun on radio, four
years earlier, after Colman had coaxed I

his wife out of retirement.
In 1956, The Halls of Ivy folded, and Col- I

man packed up wife and daughter and
j

left for England, a long rest and vacation.
Ironically, it was on this trip abroad that
he contracted a lung infection. Last year
in Santa Monica he was operated on, but
his health was never really good again. On
May 18th of this year, he became ill at his

ranch home near Santa Barbara. Benita
took him to St. Francis Hospital. Twenty- 1

four hours later, he died. The funeral
|

services were held at All Saints Episcopal
i

Church by the Sea, in Montecito. Monte-
cito, where he and Benita had been mar- I

ried. . . .

And jiow there are so many memories,
cherished by those who mourn him.

|

Memories of the time when Mary Pickford,
Harold Lloyd, Lillian Gish, Janet Gaynor
and Richard Barthelmess were given
awards for "distinguished service to mo-

j

tion pictures," and Colman wired them,
Congratulations. However with John

j

Barrymore, Emil Jannings, Leslie Howard
and John Gilbert gone, it becomes in-
creasingly simple for us to win. All we
have to do is stay alive.

Today he is gone, along with Gilbert and
Barrymore, and his friend James Hilton,

who once was asked if he were writing his

new book with Colman in mind. "Well, I r

haven't exactly got him in mind," Hilton
said, "but he just naturally creeps into

everything I write."
For Benita, after twenty years, he must

just naturally creep into everything she
writes and reads and thinks. She must ;

hear him at the piano, playing badly, but
loving it. She must see him coming across

the tennis court, going to feed dogs, bend- I

ing over the garden.
For her child, because she is young, with

everything before her, Benita will be
strong, pick up the pieces of her life and
go on. But the pieces of her heart, she
will never be able to put together again.

Some of them she left at Montecito, where
she married; some of them she left at

I

Santa Barbara, where she lived; some of

them she left beside her husband's grave.

POSTSCRIPT 1

As this story was being prepared, word
came that Robert Donat, another great

English actor, had died. Oddly, James
Hilton, the man who always wrote with
Ronald Colman in mind, also gave Robert
Donat his greatest role, Mr. Chips. Now
Mr. Chips too is gone. So good-bye, Mr.
Chips. Good-bye, Mr. Colman. Good-
bye all you gentle heroes who once made
movies beautiful. Your day is done, but
it was a golden day. . . . END
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You can always tell a HALO girl

Her hair has that look-again look

You can always tell a Halo Girl,

You can tell by the shine of her hair.

The magic glow of a Halo Girl,

Goes with her everywhere.

The magic of Halo shampoo is pure and simple. Halo's modern
cleansing ingredient is the mildest possible . . . the purest possible.

He'll love the satiny shine Halo's rich, rich

brightening-and-smoothing lather brings to your hair.

Get that look-again look, today —with pure, sparkling Halo.

HALO glorifies as it cleans



What Happens When a Young Q£q
Psychiatrist Falls in Love with jJPjjfc^ His Patient? ^ /9fy

THE moment pale, lovely
Lynn Thorndilce stepped

aboard the steamer Creole Belle,

Dr. Jim Corwin guessed she was
in trouble—her frightened eyes
told him so. Hours later, she
was found almost unconscious in
her cabin. She was in danger
only from herself — she wanted
to die! Jim quickly saw that she
needed a doctor's help and by
the end of the voyage, he also

knew he was in love with this

beautiful, apparently doomed
girl! How Jim is forced into a
desperate medical gamble which
involves not only their future
together, but also his profes-
sional standing, is a story that
will hold you spellbound. Day-
break is Frank Slaughter's new-
est best-seller, blending ro-
mance, suspense, and a close-up
of doctors and hospitals "behind
the scenes". You may choose it

in this 4-books-for-99tf offer!

when you join the Dollar Book Club and agree to take as few
as 6 best-selling novels out of 24 to be offered within a year

*355

Choose any four:
BELOW THE SALT-Thomas B. Cestain's

newest and most exciting romance
—the storv of a "lost princess" of
the Middle Ages reincarnated in a
beautiful twentieth-century girl!

THE BIG COMPANY LOOK - J. Harvey
Howells. What goes on behind the
office doors of big business both
before and after 5 P.M.? New
hit — the story of an ambitious
young executive and the women
in his life. Bold, outspoken!

DAYBREAK-F.G. Slaughter ( Seeabove)

DAUGHTER OF EVE - Noel Gerson.

The fascinating true romance of
history's Pocahontas — "the beau-
tiful savage" who lost her heart
to an Englishman and became the
Belle of London.

THE EXECUTIONERS - John D. Mae-
Donald. What do you do when a
criminal — a violent man seeking
revenge — turns up after 14 years
and menaces your family? Do
you become the law? New best-
seller — tense, shocking!

THE GOLDEN HAWK and A WOMAN
CALLED FANCY - Frank Yerby. All
the romance and excitement of
Yerby's two most sensational hit

novels in one 512-page book!

GRIMM'S FAIRY TALES. Famed chil-

dren's classic in a superb new
edition! 32 stories, delightfully
illustrated.

THE KING'S AGENT - J. Kent Clark.

Brand new adventure-romance of
a daring courier and a wicked
beauty in 17th century London.

MARJORIE MORNINGSTAR - Herman
Wouk. The story of a "nice girl"
who mixes her dream of fame
with a love affair that blazes from
Broadway to the left bank of
Paris. Best-seller on which the hit

movie is based.

MARY ROBERTS RINEHART CRIME
BOOK. Now in one volume — 3
of the most thrilling mystery
novels ever written by the all-time
master of suspense: The Door,
The Red Lamp, The Confession.

NORTH FROM ROME - Helen Mo<-
Innes' best-seller! Lovely Eleanor
Halley breaks with her American
sweetheart to become engaged to
a suave Italian Count — and steps
into a tempest of violence and
intrigue. "Filled with suspense."
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bargain ever offered to new
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books shown for only 99<J.

Choose from new best -selling
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990, when you join.
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SCIENTIFIC CLEARASIL MEDICATION

STARVES
PIMPLES
SKIN-COLORED, Hides pimples while it works

clearasil is the new-type scientific medication

especially for pimples. In tubes or new squeeze-

bottle lotion, clearasil gives you the effective

medications prescribed by leading Skin Special-

ists, and clinical tests prove it really works.

HOW CLEARASIL WORKS FAST

1 .Penetrates pimples. 'Keratolytic' action

softens, dissolves affected skin tissue so

medications can penetrate. Encourages

quick growth of healthy, smooth skin

!

2. Stops bacteria. Antiseptic action stops

growth of the bacteria that can cause

and spread pimples . . . helps prevent

further pimple outbreaks!

3. 'Starves' pimples. Oil-absorbing
action 'starves' pimples . . . dries up,

helps remove excess oils that 'feed'

pimples . . . works fast to clear pimples

!

'Floats' Out Blackheads, clearasil softens

and loosens blackheads so they float out with

normal washing. And, clearasil is greaseless,

stainless, pleasant to use day and night for

uninterrupted medication.

Proved by Skin Specialists! In tests on over

300 patients, 9 out of every 10 cases were
cleared up or definitely improved

while using clearasil (either Lo-

tion or Tube.) In Tube, 69^ and

98fL Long-lasting Lotion squeeze-

bottle only $1.25 (no fed. tax).

Money-back guarantee. ^-^T'
At all drug _^^gSc^
counters.

LARGEST-SELLING PIMPLE MEDICATION
BECAUSE IT REALLY WORKS
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All the sultry drama of Tennessee Williams' Pulitzer Prize Play is now on the screen!
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. . . and decided to switch to Tampax. All

at once. Just like that! I knew Tampax®
internal sanitary protection had all the

advantages I'd been looking for: dis-

creetness, comfort, lack of odor, ease of

disposal. But for some reason, I'd just

hung back from trying it.

One day, however, I took a good,

hard look at those big, bulky external

pads and that clumsy belt-pin contrap-

tion—and the next thing you know, I

was down at the store buying Tampax.

And believe me, it is easy as anything

to use it.

Now I'm buttonholing all my friends

and urging them to switch to Tampax,

too; happiness loves company. Take a

fresh look at the things you want, the

way you want to be—even on difficult

days—and you'll turn to Tampax. There

just isn't anything quite like it!

Choice of 3 absorbencies (Regular,

Super, Junior) wherever drug products

are sold. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer,

Massachusetts.

Invented by a doctor—
now used by millions ofwomen

Want the real truth? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen,
Box 515, Times Square P.O., N.Y. 36, N.Y. The most interesting
letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies.

9 Is it true that Joanne Woodward
and Joan Collins are both under the
care of the same psychiatrist?

—L.T., N.Y.C.
A They are both consulting the same
psychiatrist.

9 Who are the richest directors in Hol-
lywood ?

—E.T., Baltimore, Md.
A Cecil B. DeMille and Willie Wyler.

9 Would you dare tell the true story

of what happened between Frank Sina-
tra and British actress Doreen Dawn?

—S.T., London
A Miss Dawn refused Mr. Sinatra's

company, walked out on him.

Q Does Marilyn Monroe have much
money of her own, or is she dependent
upon her husband for support?

—V.Y., Brooklyn, N.Y.
A Dependent upon husband playwright
Arthur Miller.

9 Why has Mario Lanza cancelled his

South African tour ?

—B.T., Chicago, III.

A Lanza has cancelled his South Afri-

can tour because of a supposed financial

dispute.

9 Is Lana Turner broke? Has she

given up men? Is her daughter being
looked after by a psychiatrist ?

—V.R., Phoenix, Ariz.

A Lana must work to support herself;

she has not given up men; the court

has recommended that her daughter
considt a psychiatrist.

9 Who is the Dr. Ernest Wynder who's
been dating Kim Novak?

—H.H., Chicago, III.

A He is a top authority on the link be-

tween lung cancer and smoking.

9 What happened to Edmund Purdom?
—L.T., Louisville, Ky.

A He is being sued in London for $500
arrears in rent, gas and electricity bills.

9 Is there any chance that Elizabeth
Taylor will marry Arthur Loew, Jr.?

—B.T., Raleigh, N.C.
A Not much. Read about their true re-

lationship on page 22.

9 Does Dolores Hart autograph all

her photos?
—L.T.L., Shelby, N.C.

A Most of them.

9 Does Elvis Presley have a girl wait-
ing for him in Germany?

—N.Y., New Orleans, La.

A Many girls are waiting for Elvis.

9 Will Peter Viertel and Deborah Kerr
get married after their divorces?

—R.T., Rochester, N.Y.
A That's what everyone's saying.

9 Is Audie Murphy retiring from
movies?

—P.T., Dallas, Texas
A No; he's making- The Wild Inno-
cents with Sandra Dee.

9 Is Loretta Young divorced from
Tom Lewis? Is her daughter who just

got married adopted?
—P.S., McAllen, Texas

A Loretta is separated from Tom
Lewis; her recently-married daughter
Judy was adopted.

9 Can you tell me how long Jimmy
Durante's nose is?

—V.T., Council Bluffs, Iowa
A Four inches!

9 What religion is June Allyson?
What religion is Debbie Reynolds?

—EX., Salt Lake City, Utah
A June is Episcopalian; Debbie, Pres-

byterian.

9 How come all of Bing Crosby's boys
go for Las Vegas showgirls?

—T.Y., Elko, Nev.
A Vegas has some of the world's most
attractive beauties.

9 Why don't Dean Martin and Perry
Como acknowledge the fact that they

are brothers ?

—M.H., Columbia, S.C.

A Because they're not.

9 Is Arlene Dahl washed up in Holly-

wood?
—L.T., Colorado Springs, Col.

A She hasn't been getting too many
top offers.

9 Who is the most popular actor in

Hollywood ?

—K.T., Rawlins, Wy.
A A lot of people think Rock Hudson
is.

9 Does Dinah Shore have a son

twenty-one years old she's been keeping

secret ?

—B.T., Memphis, Tenn.
A No.



Released as safe by UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT!

New doctor prescribed wonder drug
does away with ail special diets!

YOU MUST LOSE

UP TO 49 POUNDS OR

WE PAY YOU $14.00!
Never before! Now an amazing wonder drug contained in RX-120
available without a prescription! A miracle drug prescribed and
tested by thousands of doctors for over 10 years! Take off ugly fat

without special diets, without habit-forming drugs, calorie count-

ing, exercise, hunger pangs, massage! Your own doctor can tell you

about this great new victory over obesity!

Of all the problems that have
baffled medical science, obesity has
been one of the toughest to lick!

Think of it — there are 67 million

overweight men and women in

America and nothing sold without

a prescription—until this electrifying

discovery . . . has done any good!
Do you wonder why the whole med-
ical profession is enthused about
this amazing development that has
produced such astonishing results

when tried by thousands of doctors

. . . when tested with brilliant suc-

cess on thousands of patients? Do
you wonder why the United States

Government was happy to release

this formula as SAFE to sell over
any drug counter in the United
States WITHOUT A PRESCRIP-
TION? This is tremendous news . .

.

news that can change your whole
life, lengthen your life span, make
you healthier, happier, more active,

younger looking . . . slender and
glamorous instead of "matronly."

Yes, RX-120 is the fabulous for-

mula scientists have sought for since

Dr. Nooden published his report on
obesity back in 1900. Everything

offered without a prescription since

then has failed miserably—chewing
gums, liquids, powders, crackers

and hundreds of other so called re-

ducing preparations. You can take

your doctor's word for it, the won-
der drug in RX-120 does work . . .

it helps you take off up to 49

pounds. The most extensive clinic

testing ever devoted to any drug is

back of RX-120. There's never been
such overwhelming medical evi-

dence, such convincing PROOF!
There are no "if s, ands or huts'" with

this miracle drug. In fact, we are so

positive we will pay you $14.00 if

you don't take off up to 49 pounds.
Never before has any pharmaceu-
tical company put such a daring

guarantee in WRITING! The truth

is no one could make such a guar-

antee because up to now there never

has been a wonder drug sold over

the counter that does such an amaz-
ing job of taking off unattractive

excess weight!

HERE'S HOW YOU PROVE IT YOURSELF

!

We don't have to tell you all the

products you've wasted your money
on trying to gain back your youth-
ful figure are either frauds or too

dangerous! You know this. Think
back — you tried tablets that were
supposed to put bulk in your stom-
ach, you nibbled on cookies, ate

crackers, swallowed liquid drops,

tried chewing gums, ate candies.

vitamin mixtures, went nearly out

of your mind with calorie counters,

pages of special diets! You got nerv-

ous, jumpy as a cat on risky drugs
that many doctors condemned be-

cause of dangerous side effects!

You'll be happy to hear all this is a

thing of the past! Amazing new
RX-120 contains such an advanced
wonder drug it makes all other so

called reducers old fashioned. RX-
120 is an honest product. It really

works! It's backed by more medical
evidence than any other product
ever sold to take off fat! No other

effective product has proven so

SAFE . . . that's why the United
States Government released it as

safe without a prescription in every

city and hamlet in 48 states. It's true

RX-120 will positively take off up
to 49 pounds of excess weight
caused by overeating or we'll pay
you $14.00. There's no doubt about
it. Here's one product you don't risk

one cent to PROVE! It really works!

Think of it! You must lose 9

pounds in 10 days ... 18 pounds in

20 days ... 27 pounds in 30 days

. . . and 49 pounds in 8 weeks . . .

or the medicine is FREE. Now
here's our unheard of offer—read it

carefully. You must lose the mini-

mum number of pounds stated here

with RX-120 or we'll give you back

every cent you paid for each vial of

RX-120 tablets!

PffOOF POSITIVE!
You mvit lote You mo«f \on

4f HWMBS 27 fOUMes
in 8 w«*ks or in 30 days or

we'llpayyen we'll pay y^u

*14.00

You must low You mi»t low

|$ P9BHBS .9 KMW9S
In 20 4tft or in )0 doyt Of

wVHpoyyou wt'llppy '/©«

Let's make this perfectly clear. If

you take RX-120 for 10 days and
don't lose at least 9 pounds, we'll

send you a check for $3.00. If you
don't lose at least 18 pounds in 20
days, we'll send you a check for

$5.00. If you don't get rid of at least

27 pounds in 30 days, we'll send you
a check for $7.00. If you don't lose

at least 49 pounds in only two
months, we'll send you a check for

$14.00. Did you ever read an offer

.
, _-_
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see these worth w the label!

"FOR TREATMENT OF OVERWEIGHT"
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like this in your life? No—and you
NEVER WILL - because only a

good product that does everything
claimed could be backed by such a

guarantee!

HERE'S HOW RX-120 WORKS!

Unlike other reducing products
you may have tried, new RX-120
works on an entirely different prin-

ciple. It does four amazing things

starting the very second you swal-
low the first tiny tablet—

(1) It depresses your appetite.

(2) It acts on your central nervous

system; decreases your desire

for food.

(3) It acts in your intestinal tract-

fights hunger contractions—tele-

graphs a "stop signal" to your
brain when you're tempted to

overeat or indulge in between-

meal snacks!

(4) It makes the food you eat stay

in your stomach for a longer

period.

lust think what this means to

you! With this amazingly SAFE
formula—that does not have the ter-

rible side effects of other reducing
drugs — your body will oxidize fat

automatically as you eat less food
. . . excess weight will litepally van-
ish into thin air! Yes, your weight
goes down, down, down every sin-

gle day. The exciting part is you
don't have to torture yourself with
starvation diets! You don't have to

take food supplements, habit form-
ing drugs! You don't have to follow
long winded reducing plans! You
don't have to bore yourself count-
ing calories! You don't have to ex-

ercise, spend miserable hour after

hour in reducing salons! A whole
new world will open up as you dis-

cover you can eat and enjoy the

thousands of delicious, nutritious

low calorie foods! You will live an
active normal life—feel better than
you ever did in your life—while you
TRIM down to a glamorous figure

in days, weeks! For now at last you
can get RX-120 containing the new
doctor tested wonder drug—without
a prescription!

HELPS YOU RETRAIN

YOUR EATING HABITS!

Doctors tell us that in most cases

you are fat because you overeat. It's

as simple as that! You may not re-

alize it but fat people have what
amounts to an abnormal craving

for food. YOUR appetite is aroused

by the VERY smell and sight of cer-

tain foods. Be honest now. How
many times have you started to re-

duce only to find you just can't stop

or even CUT DOWN between-meal

snacks? Over-eating soon becomes a

deeply ingrained habit you can't

break. "But why do I have this crav-

ing for food?" -you ask. There are

many reasons. Good food and lots

of it may have been a family tradi-

tion. Some consider rich food a

symbol of success.

What can you do about it? The
answer has been a difficult problem
to solve until the development of

the wonder ingredient in RX-120.
You know how hard it is to change
long established habits. You know
self-denial is not easy. You know
how almost impossible it is to de-

velop a will power of iron! But with

new RX-120 you can change your
habits — practically overnight. You
can eat less without giving up the

foods that taste so good. Down
comes caloric intake—off comes ex-

cess fat. You don't have to rely on
strong will power. You don't have
to fight yourself every time you're
tempted. Now you can take off that

excess weight . . . without your ever

being conscious of it!

GET YOUR RX-120 BEFORE

IT IS RELEASED TO DRUG STORES!

Remember, RX-120 is not a diet,

not a dull plan or regimen that tells

you what to eat! It's not an ordinary

dietary supplenient— it's a clinically

tested, doctor approved medicine
that has been PROVED effective

when tried on over 2,000 over-

weight patients! . . . according to

published reports. We'll be glad to

send your doctor medical literature.

RX-120 has been released as SAFE
by the United States Government
for sale without a prescription . . .

but supply is limited. It won't be
shipped to drug stores until Novem-
ber 15, 1958. But you can order
direct from Wilson-Williams Inc..

273 Columbus Ave., Tuckahoe,
N. Y.— if you act now! So hurry-
order your RX-120 right NOW.
Just fill out the coupon today and
mail it while you're thinking about
it. RX-120 is sent to you on a no
risk 10-day trial.

Remember, you must lose 9

pounds in 10 days or we pay you
$3.00. You must lose 18 pounds in

20 days or we pay you $5.00. You
must take off 27 pounds in 30 days

or you get $7.00. You must PROVE
you can lose up to 49 pounds in just

8 weeks or we pay you $14.00, You
have nothing to lose but ugly fat!

1 SEND NO MONEY! S
10 DAY TRIAL! p!FREE

Fill out coupon below. Be lure to

indicote the tiie of RX-120 you wont
ui to rush to you immediately! Start

taking RX-120 the day it arrives.

Check your scales every day. Keep a

careful record of your weight lossesl

Remember, you must lose 9 pounds
in just 10 days or we pay you S3. 00.

You can just as easily take off 18

pounds, 27 pounds or up to 49 pounds
depending on the number of days you

take this new wonder drugl Don't

forget, you must lose the minimum
number of pounds claimed or you get

every cent back. If you don't loi

18, 27 or up to 49 pounds-merely
send us proof of purchases. Yes, you

mutt lose up to 49 pounds with NEW 55?
RX-120 or we will rush you a check Sv
for $14.00. Don't wait-check the g|
quantity wonted, fill in the coupon

today and mail it right now. You
don't hove to send ony monqy-your iL:

first bottle will be rushed to you. S[:

But do it NOW, S>

1

©Wilson-Williams Inc.,

273 Columbus Ave., Tuckahoe, N.

Jtlttff NO-RiSK C&UPON HOW!
Wilson-Williams Inc., 273 Columbus Avenue, Dept. 122 Tuckahoe, N. Y.

|

Ruth my RX-120 immediately. I mult lose pounds guaranteed by you above I

or you will pay me the amount tpecified.

D Ruth 10 day tupply.
I will pay pottman
only $3.00 plut COD
pottage and handling.

Ruth 20 day tupply.
I will pay pottman
only $5.00 plut C.O.D.
pottage and handling.

Ruth 30 day tupply.
I will pay pottman
only $7.00 plut C.O.D.
pottage and handling.

SAVE MUCH MORE! Postal rates have gone up! Enclose cash.
check, or money-order for $3.00, Q $5.00 or $7.00 and you save

high postage and C.O.D. handling charges! Same money back guarantee.



DAINTINESS
yours...with "Lysol"!

Just as lotions and creams pro-

tect your beauty, "Lysol" protects

your daintiness!

Regular douching with "Lysol"

brand disinfectant keeps you from

offending. Stops embarrassing odor

at its very source, by killing odor-

causing germs!

New, mild "Lysol" won't harm
your delicate insides. Cleans you

thoroughly. Leaves you sweet and

fresh. Try it.

Discover new daintiness. Be sure.

Use "Lysol." Look for "Lysol" in

the new safety-grip bottle. Use it

regularly.

To find out how to

douche the way doc-

tors think best, send for

free booklet ( mailed

in plain envelope).

Write to: "Lysol,"

Bloomfield,N.J.,Dept.

DM-1058.

BRAND DISINFECTANT

A Lehn & Fink Product Also available in Canada

WORTH
SEEING

THIS
MONTH

NEW MOVIES

FOR DRAMA
Cat On A Hot Tin Roof
Proud Rebel
The Defiant Ones

FOR ACTION
The Naked and The Dead
The Hunters
The Big Country

FOR CHILLS
The Fly

FOR LAUGHS
Your Past Is Showing!
Imitation General

FOR SENTIMENT
Andy Hardy Comes Home

FOR ROMANCE
Houseboat
The Parisienne

Liz Taylor holds on to husband Paul Newman with the tenacity of 'a cat

on a hot tin roof in the picture of the same name, also starring Burl Ives.

CAT ON A HOT TIN ROOF
Elizabeth Taylor

Paul Newman
prize-winning drama Burl ,ves

Jack Carson
Judith Anderson

Big Daddy (Burl Ives) is worth about ten

million dollars. He has a wife (Judith An-
derson) he's never loved, and two sons—-Jack

Carson—who knocked himself out trying to

please Daddy by studying law and getting

married and having five children, but Daddy
doesn't even know he exists—and Paul New-
man—Daddy's favorite, who was a high school

football hero and hasn't done much since ex-

cept drink and tell his lovely wife (Elizabeth

Taylor) to get lost. Liz wants her husband
back and she hangs onto him with the tenacity

of 'a cat on a hot tin roof,' and she doesn't

want to be poor the way she was before her

marriage. Burl Ives wants to live to be a hun-

dred. He announces his medical specialist says

he isn't going to die, as he had feared. Carson's

wife (Madeleine Sherwood) is very much dis-

appointed ; she feels she's done her bit and de-

serves to inherit the estate through Jack.

Everybody pretends to be joyous at Big

Daddy's birthday party. Then Burl tries to

bully son Paul about his loused-up life and
Paul retaliates by blurting out the news that

the doctor was lying—Big Daddy's going to

die, and soon. When these two face the reality

of themselves and of how they've failed each

other the screen throbs with life. The actinu

throughout is excellent.

—

Metrocolor, MGM

low comedy in high places

YOUR PAST IS SHOWING!
Terry-Thomas
Peter Sellers
Peggy Mount
Shirley Eaton

Joan Sims
Everybody's got a secret—but if you're fa-

mous and have a secret you're right up Nigel

Dennis' alley. He's an urbane rat who's getting

together a British scandal magazine called

The Naked Truth. Apparently it's the truth,

too. Wherever Dennis goes tipping off his in-

tended victims—for money he'll clam up—sui-

cide is likely to follow. Until he threatens

middle-aged Peggy Mount—a celebrated nov-

elist and current winner of a purity award.

Peggy decides to murder Dennis—and tells her

terrified daughter how to do it. Daughter

goofs and stuffs the wrong body into a trunk.

The body belongs to Lord Terry-Thomas, just

another of Dennis' victims who, fortunately,

revives. He and Peter Sellers, a boyish tv idol,

separately and together try to end the menace

of Dennis by ending Dennis, but nothing



works—not until they get nation-wide support

from all of his future victims. It's an involved,

hilarious plot full of highly comic characters.

—Rank

PROUD REBEL

a Western with heart

Alan Ladd
Olivia deHavilland

David Ladd
Dean Jagger

Cecil Kellaway

All Alan Ladd has left after the battle of

Atlanta is his young son, David Ladd. All

David has left is his collie; the shock of the

war has turned him into a mute. Father and

son wander up to Illinois looking for a doctor.

There they run into a couple of brutes who
try to steal David's dog and get Alan locked

up for disturbing the peace. His freedom is

bought by Olivia de Havilland who runs a

farm of her own, needs a hired hand and a lit-

tle protection, although she has the character

of a pioneer. In his desperation to gather more

money for an operation, Alan sells David's dog,

earning what seems like David's undying hate.

The poignancy of a father's devotion and the

faith that sustains him is beautiful and touch-

ing.

—

Technicolor, Goldwyn.

ANDY HARDY COMES HOME
Mickey Rooney
Patricia Breslin

soap opera time Fay Holden
Joey Forman
Sara Haden

Let me tell you, the city of Carver ain't

what it used to be. Once Mickey Rooney was

a love-struck teen-ager; now he's a family

man. He's in Carver to buy land for a missiles

plant. A newcomer to town proposes a shady

deal to him and when Mickey refuses to go

along, the newcomer manages to make every-

one think that a missiles plant in Carver

would be a catastrophe. Andy puts up a fight

for what he believes.—MGM.

RAW WIND IN EDEN Esther Williams
Jeff Chandler

Rossana Podesta
Carlos Thompson

Eduardo de Felippo
Playgirl-model Esther Williams is out to get

a man—so long as he has a few million dol-

lars. Playboy Carlos Thompson attempts to

fly her to Greece. En route their plane crashes

into Jeff Chandler's Italian island. Chandler

hates everybody—except peasant Eduardo de

Felippo and his daughter Rossana Podesta who
share his hut. In between hanging out petti-

coats—distress signals—and reclaiming an old

yacht—Chandler's, Esther sets him straight.

—CinemaScope, U-I.

Jeff Chandler's island

THE DEFIANT ONES

Tony Curtis on a chain

Tony Curtis
Sidney Poitier

Theodore Bikel
Cara Williams

Lon Chaney
How rough can it get for Tony Curtis who'd

been a grease monkey all his life until he did

something bad and wound up on a chain

gang? Pretty rough. Now he is chained to Sid-

ney Poitier, a southern Negro charged with
attempted murder. The prison truck they're

being transported in crashes and they escape

—

still bound together. The governor of the state

isn't too worried; he figures that they're going

to kill each other anyhow. He's not far wrong.
Tony hates everybody; Sidney hates nearly

everybody. The trouble is—if one dies the

other's going to have a lot of dead weight to

haul around, so they keep saving each other's

life. When they reach the broken-down farm
of Cara Williams, things change; a chisel

breaks the chain, and Cara breaks the ice

around Tony's heart. But what's going to hap-
pen to Sidney? Here's a lesson in brotherhood
learned the hard way.

—

United Artists.

ONLY HERE ON THIS NAMELESS ISLAND

COULD THEY BE MALE AND FEMALE . .

.

nothing else!



For the mother-to-be

51gauge
ALL-ELASTICSTOCKINGS

by Bauer & Black

Guard against varicose veins

this fashion-right way

Pregnancy frequently increases

the possibility of swollen legs and
varicose veins. Don't take a
chance— see your doctor.
Chances are he'll recommend the
sheer, new 51 gauge elastic stock-
ings by Bauer & Black.

Sheer yet all elastic

These are the only full-fashioned,

full-foot hose that employ the
famous Bauer & Black principle

of all-elastic support (with rubber
in every supporting thread).

You get the support part-elas-

tic stockings fail to give, and you
get the sheer look of regular
nylons, too. Ask for Bauer &
Black stockings at drug, depart-
ment, surgical stores.

Bauer & Black
DIVISION OF THE KENDALL COMPANY

MAIL COUPON FOR COMPLETE INFORMATION

Bauer & Black, Dept. DM 10 309 W. Jackson Blvd.,

Chicago 6, 111.

Send free booklet on the complete wardrobe of

Bauer & Black all-elastic stockings for new leg beauty
and comfort (from $6.90 to $16.95).

Address-

City

THE NAKED AND THE DEAD
Aldo Ray

Cliff Robertson
war in the Pacific Raymond Massey

Barbara Nichols
William Campbell

According to General Raymond Massey, a

good soldier is bred out of fear—fear of him
and all the higher-ups. According to the Gen-

eral's aide, Cliff Robertson, men find their

strength through the spirit of love—and if

they don't, what are they fighting for? Ser-

geant Aldo Ray seems to be fighting for as

many gold fillings as he can find in the mouths
of dead Japanase; he's also fighting to forget

his unfaithful bride (Barbara Nichols). And
there are other soldiers—some are gentle boys

like Richard Jaeckel whose wife's expecting,

and Joey Bishop who wouldn't kill a bird, and

James Best whose religious faith never fails

him; some are jokers like L. Q. Jones who
manufactures whiskey and carries a blanket on

which is painted the luscious figure of chorus

girl Lili St. Cyr; some are bitter or cowardly.

All of them are here together on a Japanese-

held jungle island. There's plenty of action in

this movie which is based on Norman Mailer's

best-selling novel.

—

Technicolor, Warners

THE FLY

fantastic science fiction

Patricia Owens
Vincent Price

Herbert Marshall
Al Hedison

Charles Herbert
Old fashioned monsters are pretty compared

to what's loose in this modern electronics lab

—

all because the scientist was careless. Vincent

Price is not the monster; he's just a wealthy

Canadian businessman. His brother (Al Hedi-

son) is the man who likes to put everything

he can get his hands on into a bottle. Well, not

exactly a bottle—a big glass case that resem-

bles a phone booth. Then he pulls a switch,

hundreds of lights flash, there's a blood-

curdling screech and—poof! Whatever was
under glass is still under glass—but in the next

room. As Al explains tr his adoring wife,

Patricia Owens, he's discovered how to dis-

integrate atoms and put them back together

again. (However, a pet pussycat he dis-

integrates simply flies off into space, which is

one up on the Russians.) So how come Pat

calls up Vince one night and tells him she's

just killed Al? And how come she spends the

rest of her free time frantically looking for a

fly—with a white head ? I shudder to tell you

;

so I won't.

—

CinemaScope, 20th-Fox.

HOUSEBOAT

full on the Potomac

Cary Grant
Sophia Loren
Martha Hyer

Eduardo Cianelli
Harry Guardino

Cary Grant has three kids—and they need a

mama. Now Sophia Loren's father—famous
conductor Eduardo Cianelli—won't let her out

of his sight. So one night after a concert,

Sophia runs away—and meets Grant's young-
er son. They both go to a fun park. Grant
hires Sophia as a nursemaid. So there they are,

all living on a houseboat. "That's a nurse-

maid?" screams Martha Hyer. "Yes," says

Cary. He's got a lot to learn !

—

CinemaScope,
Paramount.

THE HUNTERS Robert Mitchum
Robert Wagner

thrilling adventure in the sky
R
'^^

r

pJ^^p"
May Britt

During the Second World War Major Rob-
ert Mitchum was a flying ace. Ten years later,

during the Korean War, he's a little older, but

he hasn't lost anything. He even finds some-

thing—he finds beautiful May Britt sitting the

war out in Tokyo while her husband, Lieuten-

ant Lee Philips, is turning into an alcoholic

because he thinks he's a coward. May's faith-

ful to the memory of the man Philips was and
asks Mitchum to look out for him. Mitchum
gets Philips assigned to his jet squadron, which
includes daredevil sharpie Robert Wagner. Be-

tween them Wagner and Mitchum clean up
the sky; Philips finds himself blasted out of it

over enemy territory. True to his promise.

Mitchum parachutes after him. Wagner fol-

lows suit—and the three begin a tortuous es-

cape. It's real he-man adventure with excite-

ment in the sky and a sensitive unfolding ot

human character on the ground beneath. Rob-
ert Wagner, in an unusual role, is outstanding

—CinemaScope, 20th-Fox

THE PARISIENNE

the spicy life

Charles Boyer
Henri Vidal

Brigitte Bardot
Noel Roquevert

Madeleine Lebeau
a It's spring in Paris—so Brigitte Bardot is

madly in love. Her papa's the prime minister

and in his cabinet is a fellow named Henri
Vidal who has a file full of women, all kinds.

But none of them chase him like Brigitte.

None of them look like Brigitte, either, so

it's hard to understand why Henri puts up
such a fight. When papa finds Brigitte in

Henri's bedroom—in fact, in his bed—he hauls

out the shotgun. Now her only worry is to

keep that husband faithful. When Prince

Charles Boyer arrives on an official visit,

Brigitte decides that a little jealousy won't

hurt. Trouble is, Henri doesn't believe that

she and the Prince flew to Nice together!
—Technicolor, United Artists.

THE BIG COUNTRY
saga of the 187ffs

Gregory Peck
Jean Simmons
Carroll Baker

Charlton Heston
Burl Ives

When Easterner Gregory Peck arrives out in

the big country he's a pretty picture in his top

hat He's engaged to Carroll Baker, daugh-

ter of wealthy rancher Charles Bickford.

Foreman Charlton Heston can hardly keep

from trying to get Peck's goat—but that boy's

a gentleman. Too gentlemanly, it turns out,

for Carroll. But not for Jean Simmons. Jean
owns land that has water on it. Bickford and
Burl Ives are dying to buy the land. While

these two feud violently with each other,

Peck buys Jean's property. He plans to let

everybody's cows soak themselves in the river,

but everybody doesn't want it that way.
There's plenty of action against some magnifi-

cent scenery.

—

CinemaScope, United Artists

RECOMMENDED FILMS NOW PLAYING:

A CERTAIN SMILE (CinemaScope, 20th-Fox)

:

Christine Carere who's engaged to fellow-student

Bradford Dillman falls for flirtatious—and married

—

Rossano Brazzi. Christine betrays her friendship

with Brazzi's wife (Joan Fontaine) and goes off

secretly with him for a week of bliss. After a week,
Brazzi's ready to forget the whole thing, but not

Christine; she'd rather hop in front of the nearest

car than give him up. There's a lot of heartbreak

before the main characters find themselves.

INDISCREET (Technicolor, Warners): NATO
officer Cecil Parker produces a man—Cary Grant

—

for one lonely girl—Ingrid Bergman. But he's mar-
ried—or so he says—and Ingrid thinks their ro-

mance is only a temporary one. When Cary is

called back to New York, he bids Ingrid a fond
farewell, but not before she discovers that he's really

unmarried. What an explosion! The results are

amusing and tender.

IMITATION GENERAL (MGM) : When General
Kent Smith is killed at the front lines, Glenn Ford
thinks that someone ought to take his place, so he
secretly elects himself. Buddy Red Buttons isn't so

sure that it's such a good idea. Both Red and Glenn
are quartered in Taina Elg's house, and that's fun.

But when the going gets rough, Glenn pulls the

men through. There's just one hitch—a certain

private named Tighe Andrews wants to show Glenn
up for what he really is—a lowly sergeant.



THE
BATTLING
BEANS

Editor's Note:

You, lovely Mitzi Gaynor and you, hus-
band Jack Bean, have often been called

The Happiest Couple in Hollywood. We
mention this because (one) we're awful

glad for you and (two) we thought it

might prove to be a real pain in the neck
for us. You see, we wanted to do a story

about you two for this issue. But we just

didn't want any of those cootchy-coo,

lovey-dovey, can't-bare-to-be-parted-a-
minute jobs. So when we met you the

other day—remember?—we decided to be

ornery about it, and we asked, right off

"Do you two ever argue?"
"Do we???!!!" you both laughed.

And thus began a session of the nicest,

funniest, most refreshing husband-and-
wife tattling we've ever sat in on.

Now we'd like to re-tattle about those

arguments of yours.

Ready in your corner, Mitzi?

Ready in yours, Jack?
Sound the bell.

ROUND ONE
TIME OF BOUT: Last Christmas Eve
ARENA: Mitzi's kitchen
ACTION: Mitzi, just back from MGM
Studios where she's completed a hard day's

work on Les Girls, sits at the table por-
ing over a recipe book. Suddenly, Jack—
just back from his office—walks in. They
hi, kiss then—
JACK: What you doing?
MITZI: Honey, I nearly forgot, but our
Orphans are coming over tonight. . . .

(The Orphans is the name Jack and Mitzi

have given to all their unmarried pals)

. . . and I've got to prepare a buffet. I can
order all kinds of cold stuff. But we've got
to have something hot, too.

JACK: We do?
MlTZI: (pointing to book) Oh boy, here
it is. Mushrooms a la Ritz—hot and easy.

(She scans recipe for a moment. Closes
book.) Darling, if you didn't garage the car

yet, let's drive down to Farmers' Market
toute suite. I've got to pick up seven
pounds of mushrooms.
JACK: Seven pounds? Are you sure?
MITZI: Darling, have I ever mis-read a
recipe?
JACK: You sure have.
MITZI: If you're referring to my spaghetti
sauce last week, I think it's much better
to have had extra than not enough.
JACK: A whole gallon extra?
MITZI: Please, Jack. Our Orphans are
due in a couple of hours.
JACK: (taking her hand) Okay, Mommy.
Forty minutes pass. Mitzi is back in the
kitchen, happily peeling the mushrooms.
JACK: I haven't seen that many of those
things since I was a kid. We boys used to
climb a hill near the house called Mush-
room Mountain and

—

MITZI: Oh Jack!
JACK: Mitzi, I know you never check
recipes once you've read them but

—

Mi'fZI: I did once, and I felt restricted.
JACK: Yeah, I remember . . . But just this
once, couldn't you check.

IPZI: (making circles with her knife)
You're the most wonderful husband in the
world. But will you please take care of

whatever you do .

.
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Rinses twice as clean...

the ice cubes and keep your nose out of
my mushrooms! Besides, they shrink ter-
ribly after they're cooked and

—

JACK: (retreating) Okay, okay

—

Another forty minutes pass. Jack, who's
done a few pre-party jobs, returns to the
kitchen. He stops short when he sees
Mitzi, sitting with her face in her hands.
JACK: What's the matter, honey?
MITZI: (pointing to a sideboard) Look.
JACK: (He looks. There, in all its gigan-
tic glory, in a round fat bowl, sits a sky-
scraper of—mushrooms.
MITZI: (miserably) I cooked them and
they didn't shrink as much as I thought.
. . . And I checked the recipe just now and
it said seven ounces, not pounds. You were
right darling. You know what this means?
JACK: (smiling) I know. We'll be having
mushrooms and chocolate pudding, mush-
rooms and yogurt, mushrooms and mush-
rooms

—

MITZI: (trying to smile back) No, honey.
It means I'm gonna become the most hor-

M rible recipe-checker you've ever seen. It
S means that after a while you're not going

to know whether you married me or that
old cook book there. It means

—

10 And though Mitzi goes on and on, Round

One is virtually over. And the verdict goes,
hands down, to Jack. . . .

ROUND TWO
TIME OF BOUT: One night last month
ARENA: Jack and Mitzi's TV den
ACTION: Jack and Mitzi are watching a
newsreel. The announcer says something
about a Red demonstration in Tokyo.
JACK: Hard to believe Tokyo's the sec-
ond largest city in the world after New
York, isn't it, Mitz'?
MITZI: Sure is. Because London is the
second largest city.

JACK: Tokyo, Japan—my dear.
MITZI: London, England—my pet. Jack,
you're so stubborn about facts. You know,
someday we're going to have a big house,
after we find time to move, and I'm going
to stack one whole room with reference
books and nothing else!

JACK: (chuckling) Should be fun. . . .

A few nights pass. Jack and Mitzi are now
watching Playhouse 90. After the first act,

Jack nods admiringly and says—
JACK: This director Frankenheimer

—

great, isn't he?
MITZI: The greatest.

JACK: Only twenty-six years old, too.

MITZI: Oh Jack, he can't be that young.
JACK: I said he's twenty-six.
MITZI: (throwing up her hands) Ohhhhh,
if I only had those reference books. . . .

A few more nights pass. Jack and Mitzi are
watching the late show—an old Barbara
Stanwyck movie this time.
MITZI: (in the middle of an exceptionally
fine scene) Golly, I've been nuts about
Stanwyck ever since I was a kid.

JACK: Me, too. . . . Say, Mitz', is this the
picture she got an Academy Award for?
MITZI: It's amazing, isn't it, but Barbara
Stanwyck has never received an Oscar.
JACK: (definitely) Of course she has.
MITZI: (just as definitely) She has not.

JACK: Sez who?
MITZI: Sez me!
Suddenly, Mitzi rises from her chair.

JACK: Where you going?
MITZI: (as she leaves) The other day,
darling, I cleared out one of my closets.

Then I went to the bookstore and spent my
whole darn allowance on some books

—

books with answers to questions in them.
Mitzi is back a few minutes later. Trium-
phantly, she begins to read from a book.
MITZI: Ahem. In 1927, the first year



. Oscars were awarded, the prizes went to

Janet Gaynor and Emil Jannings. In 1928,

I they were awarded to Mary Pickford and

[

Warner Baxter. In 1929, Norma Shearer
and George Arliss. In 1930

—

(a few minutes

;

later, concluding)—and last year, in 1957,

j
the winners were Joanne Woodward and

j
Alec Guinness. (She turns to Jack). Well?

I JACK: No comment.

j

MITZI: And, much as I love her, no Bar-
' bara Stanwyck. (She kisses the book, then

I

walks over and kisses her husband)

.

I
So ends Round Two, a victory for Mitzi.

j

ROUND THREE
TIME OF BOUT: 7:30 a.m., one recent
Saturday
ARENA: Jack and Mitzi's bedroom
ACTION: Jack and Mitzi are fast asleep.

The alarm goes off. Jack jumps out of bed
as Mitzi opens one eye and asks—
MITZI: Why up so early? It's Saturday.
JAC^ Baby, last night at that party I

met this fellow Joe Bigshot, remember?
(Joe Bigshot, by the way, is a fictitious

name for a Hollywood bigshot named Joe
Something-else)

.

MITZI: Yes, I remember.
JACK: Well, he wants to see me about
some business.
MITZI: On Saturday morning?
JACK: That's right. He asked me to call

him at nine.

MITZI: But darling—
JACK: Never mind the but-darlings. I

know how you're always late and

—

MITZI: Jack, I'm only late because so is

everybody else in Hollywood always late.

JACK: That's nonsense. You're late be-
cause you're a woman and women are
never on time. Well, I'm a man and when
one man makes an appointment with an-
other, it's kept.
MITZI: (going back to sleep) Ha ha.
Nearly an hour passes. Jack has shaved,
showered, shined his shoes, etc. He's even
rushed together a breakfast. At nine on
the dot he picks up the kitchen phone and
makes his call. ... A few minutes later

he walks back into the bedroom.

MITZI: (inquiringly) Well?
JACK: (indignantly) Huh! I phoned. The
maid answered. I asked for Mr. Bigshot.
And the maid said, 'Are you kidding, Mr.
Bean? He won't be up till noon. Never is.

Not even on weekdays." (He turns to

Mitzi, quickly.) And don't you go saying "I

told you so," either.
MITZI: But I didn't say a word, darling.
JACK: (defensively) You were going to.

MITZI: (smiling and patting the bed) Dar-
ling—come lie down for a while.
JACK: I'm all dressed.
MITZI: So?
Jack thinks it over for a second, yawns,
walks to the bed and plops himself down.
And so ends Round Three, making it a
two-to-one victory for Mitzi.

ROUND FOUR
TIME OF BOUT: About 9 p.m., the fol-

lowing Friday
ARENA: Living room, bedroom, back to

living room.
ACTION: Jack is in the garden and Mitzi
is in the living room, on the phone—
MITZI: (into the receiver, struggling with
her high school Spanish) Oh si, si. Noso-
tros would be very alegre if you would
come over, right away, pronto. Si? Okay?
(She hangs up) Dear, that was that nice
Mr. Gonzalez we met in Havana last

month, remember? He just got off the
plane and he's only going to be here over-
night so I invited him here. I'm going up
to get dressed, darling.

JACK'S VOICE: What for?
But Mitzi is already gone ... A little while
passes and we shift now to the upstairs
bedroom. Jack walks in, wiping his gar-
den-soiled hands on a towel. He drops the
towel when he sees Mitzi. She has changed
from blouse and slacks to a strawberry-
pink nylon chiffon cocktail dress. Tear
drop pearls hang from her ears. Her hair

is brushed back in the new angel fluff cut.

She looks gorgeous. But Jack wants to

know.
JACK: Why all glitzed up, honey?
MITZI: Because we've got to take Senor

Gonzalez out, that's why.
JACK: But honey. Senor Gonzalez has
just flown to Hollywood from Havana.
He's obviously tired. He phoned because
he'd like to come over and see us for a
while, and spend a nice quiet evening

—

right here at home.
MITZI: Really, Jack, I don't want to make
a big magoo over this—but nobody spend-
ing one night in Hollywood wants to sit

in anybody's house. I'm sure he wants to

get to Romanoff's or Mocambo or the Cre-
scendo—or maybe all of them.
JACK: Grrrrrrr!
Hours pass. It's now 2:00 a.m. Jack, Mitzi
and Senor Gonzalez sit in the living room.
Jack and Mitzi look at one another. The
senor is fast asleep in his chair.

JACK: (whispering) He wanted to go out!

When he arrived he said, "How nice to be
in your house after such a long trip, a
house where one can relax."
MITZI: Is that what he said?

JACK: Si, si, Senora Bean—that is what
he said.

They begin to laugh softly and move to-
ward one another, snuggling up close, as
Round Four ends—with Jack an easy win-
ner this time.

Editor's Note—again:
If our readers have been keeping count,

they'll have noticed that the score is tied

again—two rounds for you, Mitzi; two for

you, Jack.
And maybe they'll agree that we should

leave you two battling Beans at that.

After all, the important thing is that you
were good enough sports to admit that

—

just like husbands and wives who don't
live in glamorous Hollywood—there are
times when you disagree about this or
that little thing.
And that you're so crazy about each

other that—unlike lots of people in glam-
orous Hollywood—you can be real Champs
and admit it.

So you can put down your dukes now,
Mitzi. And you can, too, Jack.
And yes, you can go off in a corner and

clinch to your loving hearts' content! end
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modern screen's 8 page gossip extra!

LOUELLA PARSONS
in Hollywood

* A Big Birthday Party

IN THIS ISSUE: * Introducing Millie Perkins

* Inside Those Studio Feuds

"It's so good to be home," beamed Marilyn at Jimmy McHugh's birthday
party . . . And it was certainly good to see my charming friend again.

Pat Boone's teenage babysitter nearly

swooned at seeing so many famous stars.

I GIVE A PARTY
"We'd love to come to your garden

party for Jimmy McHugh's birthday
tomorrow," Pat Boone told me over the

phone the day he and Shirley and the chil-

dren arrived back in Hollywood, "But there

are a couple of things I'd like to ask you first."

I laughed, "Ask me anything. Feel free."

"Well," Pat began laughing now himself,

"we have two fifteen-year-old girls Shirley

and I have brought out from the East who are

young friends and baby sitters for our chil-

dren—and could we bring them? I mean, the

girls. Not the children. They'd get such a kick

out of seeing the stars at your party."

"Of course, bring the girls," I told him,

sincerely delighted to have the young teenage

visitors.

Pat went on, "And another thing. Wednes-
day is the night our whole family goes to

prayer meeting. Would it be too late for your

party if we came after the meeting?"

I told Pat "Certainly not," and I was quite

flattered when the wholesome Boone clan

came to the party with the two charming teen-

agers early, left in a body for prayer meeting

—and then came back for the rest of the

evening!

12



Dean Martin and Alan Ladd
(above,) such gracious young

men, talked about work, work,

work . . . while lovely Dana
Wynter and Hubby Greg Baut-

zer (left) beamed birthday

greetings on Jimmy. The Mc-
Guire Sisters (below)—Chris-

tine, Phyllis, and Dorothy—chat
with Anna Maria Alberghetti.

And Dinah Shore looks fine.

More about the party. After not hav-

ing entertained in quite awhile, I found my-
self hostessing two parties within a month.

The first I told you about last month honored

my Hearst newspaper bosses. Then, some
friends of mine, composer Jimmy McHugh,
Mike Connolly (of the Hollywood Reporter)

and hotel executive, Hernando Courtright all

had birthday parties around the same day, so

out came the umbrellas, the party chairs, and
the decorations all over again.

The famous party-giver, Perle Mesta, hap-

pened to be in Beverly Hills from Washington,

D.C. at the time, and when she arrived as my
guest I said, "Honestly, I'm not trying to steal

your thunder as 'the hostess with the most-

est' ". Perle laughed and delighted me by
staying right through cocktails for dinner and
complimenting my help on their good food!

Another guest who caught every eye was
Marilyn Monroe, back in Hollywood for

the first time in two years. She, too, had ar-

rived just twenty-four hours previous.

I've always found Marilyn to be a perfect

darling, and to me there is no change in her

personality. Outwardly, her hair is shorter

and blonder (if possible) and she was wear-

ing a tight-fitting black sheath. She was so

gracious to everyone who met her and kept

saying,"I'm so glad to be home again. You
all look so well." We could return the com-

pliment wholeheartedly.

Dinah Shore, with George Mont-
gomery of course, was also in black, a sort

of modified version of the chemise, in chiffon.

She's becoming quite the social belle while

she's vacationing from her tv show and those

two teenagers Pat Boone brought nearly

fainted with excitement when they met Dinah.

With the exception of Marilyn and Dinah,

most of the girls wore white or summer pas-

tels including Dana Wynter, Jeanne Martin

(with the effervescent Dean), both in white.

Sue Ladd, pounds thinner in a pretty eyelet

linen yellow gown, Ann Miller in red and
white polka-dot chiffon with matching shoes,

Anna Maria Alberghetti in beige and
brown linen and Judy Garland in a very

Chinese-y outfit were as colorful as the flowers

in the garden.

Judy, bless her heart, came after her re-

hearsal for her Coconut Grove opening ten

days away. And, even after all that singing,

she turned loose and gave us a concert with

Jimmy McHugh and Nelson Riddle alternating

at the piano that was just wonderful. She sang
so many of the songs from her early days in

vaudeville when she and her sisters were
billed as The Gumm Sisters.

One particular song, I'm Saving For A
Rainy Day brought tears to her eyes. "My
Dad used to sing that," she explained, em-

barrassed. "It always makes me cry—I love

it so."

If I've neglected the gentlemen guests, I

haven't intended to. My young friend Tommy
Sands was very much on hand—with his

short, short haircut for his scenes in Maidi

Gras. And I had quite a chat with Alan
Ladd who tells me he's tired, tired, tired,

from so much picture making.

"Be glad you're popular and working," I

kidded him.

"Don't worry," he breathed with gratitude,

"Every time I get so tired I can hardly stand

up I keep telling myself, 'Lucky me!'
"

And, when it was quite late and everyone

had gone home after such a gay evening, I

found myself echoing Alan's words and think-

ing how lucky I am to have so many won-

derful friends.
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I NOMINATE FOR STARDOM

I nominate for stardom— Millie
Perkins. She's the girl who, without an
ounce of previous dramatic experience (other

than modeling) won the starring role in The
Diary of Anne Frank and set all Hollywood
to chattering that even famed producer-director

George Stevens would have his work cut out

for him making of a star of a complete novice.

That's before Millie's daily rushes started

coming through the projection room. The re-

sults are—either George is one of the greatest

star makers in the world. Or Millie was the

greatest undiscovered natural talent for acting.

A shy youngster of eighteen, with dark

hair and huge hazel eyes, she's now being

termed a young Audrey Hepburn at 20th.

Although her role of Anne is sheer tragedy,

I found she has quite a sense of humor when
I talked with Millie on the set.

She told me, "The day Mr. Stevens told me
I had won out over hundreds of other girls

for this great story, I celebrated by stopping

in a drugstore on my way home and having

a soda. On the stool next to me was a pretty

girl I'd never seen before but who was very

friendly and said, 'They're looking for a girl

of your type for Anne Frank at 20th. Why
don't you try for it?'

"Without thinking, I blurted out, 'Oh, I al-

ready have the part.' You should have seen

her expression! She thought I was the biggest

liar in the world—and I don't blame her."

Born in Passaic and brought up in Fair

Lawn, New Jersey, Millie began her scant

career as a juvenile model for clothes and
before she was fifteen was posing for covers

on teenage magazines, Glamour, Seventeen

and Miss.

George, who literally had been combing

the world for a girl to play Anne saw her

picture on the cover of Seventeen and sent a

talent scout to contact her. That's how easily

the big break came to Millie Perkins who is

now on her way to stardom.

There's never been such pre-pro-
duction heckling as is going on between

'sex kitten' Brigitte Bardot and Frank
Sinatra, scheduled to make Paris By Night

early in '59.

The French charmer, said to be pouting be-

cause Frankie by-passed a visit to her enroute

to Monaco on his recent trip to Europe, is

quoted as saying, "He will fall in love with

me, naturally. But I am immune to singers."

And, in far off Hollywood where we have

heard much about Brigitte 'worrying' pounds

and pounds off her co-stars, producers and

directors with her temperamental antics,

Frankie says:

"If anybody loses weight it's gonna be her!"

Well, this should be something to watch!

Brigitte Bardot is certain that Frank

will fall head over heels for her . . .

But Frank has other, different ideas.



OPEN LETTER to

Monty Clift:

I hear that when you met Dore Schary, be-

fore you signed a contract for his Lonelyhearts

you said to him:

"Do you think I'm crazy? Do you believe all

those printed stories that I behave strangely,

that I will hold up your production and cost

you much money in production delays because

of my eccentricity?"

And, Dore's answer (as repeated to me)
was, "If I believed any of that I would not

have signed you. I have great respect for you

as an artist and as a person. I believe you
will give a fine performance in my picture.

I like you, Monty."

And then I hear that you reached across

the desk and shook hands with Dore and said,

"Thank you for your confidence. You won't

•egret it."

Good for you, Monty. That's the right idea.

Like Dore Schary, I like you. I think you are

one of the finest and most sensitive young
actors on the screen. And I know you to be

a loyal friend to people you really admire,

like Liz Taylor and Dean Martin.
But there's one thing I wish you would get

out of your mind and that is that the press

is your enemy. Did you read the brilliant re-

views on your work in The Young Lions? They
must have more than made up for some of

those exaggerated magazine stories in which

some of your personal eccentricities were over-

emphasized.

Hollywood had great respect for you as an
artist and we of the press would like to know
you better as a person.

How about holding out your hand to the

press, just as you did across that desk to Dore

Schary, and say, "Let's be friends and under-

stand one another." You'll be surprised at the

response.

7^
NATALIE V

BILL HOLDEN

DEBBIE REYNOLDS

GLENN FORD

Fussin', Feudin' and Fightin'—
There's been plenty of it going on this month
among some top stars and their studios.

Natalie Wood (on suspension at War-
ners) says: "I may never work again. I've

worked hard ever since I was a child and I

have found my greatest happiness being Mrs.
Robert Wagner." Nobody believes that

Natalie will never work again, including

Natalie and Warners. What she wants is a

raise.

Bill Holden says: "I consider that my
contract with Paramount has expired and that

I am a free agent." Paramount says he still

has six pictures to make for them. This dis-

pute has gone to court for clarification.

Debbie Reynolds says: "I'm disturbed

that MGM hasn't sent me a script I like in over

a year. Until something comes along that will

really advance me in my career, something

more than a cutie-pie part—well, I love being

free to be with Eddie and the children." (This

isn't a serious feud and I'm betting Debbie is

back before the cameras by the time you read

this).

Glenn Ford says: "The role Columbia
offered me in The Last Angiy Man is second-

ary to that of Peter Ustinov who plays the

doctor. So I refused it." Columbia argues that

Glenn's role is not secondary and that he

himself asked to make this particular picture.

Meanwhile, he can't work anywhere else

until the battle is settled.

Jim Garner (doing the movie Up Peri-

scope between his Maverick tv episodes)

says: "I'll reluctantly live up to the contract

I signed with Warners five years ago. It

wasn't a good one, but I signed it. I think

the studio is stupid not to give me a new
deal."

Clint 'Cheyenne' Walker says: "I'm

going back to farming. No more 'Chey-

ennes' under the present set-up."

Fess Parker (on suspension from Walt
Disney for refusing to do Tonka) says: "I

don't know what will happen. Perhaps it will

be settled by my doing another story. I don't

want to be unreasonable." And knowing Walt,

I'm sure he doesn't either.

Over a period of many years I have made
it a point not to take sides in these career

arguments. As the old cliche goes, there are

two sides to every problem.

But I do say that these long drawn-out cold

wars benefit no one! Staying off the screen for

long stretches at a time is not good for any
actor or actress.

And the studios which have spent so much
money building up these personalities are

robbed of the financial return they should

realize on their investments when said invest-

ments are not appearing in pictures.

The sooner these things are settled, the

better for all concerned.

FESS PARKER

JIM GARNER 15



LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

PARTIES, PARTIES, PARTIES—and
certainly few of us have seen a more dreamy
one than the Midsummer Night's Dream affair

which millionaire movie producer C.V. 'Son-

fly* Whitney and his bride Mary hosted at

Romanoff's. Shakespeare himself would have
gasped in admiration of this veritable fairy-

land.

All the women guests were asked to wear
only pastel gowns. Only the pastel flowers

and colors were used in the decor. Each table

was covered with a pale pink, blue or lav-

ender cloth over which was draped silver

or gold net. The centerpieces were small

lamps banked with sweet peas, yellow roses

and misty green foliage over which butterflies

of silk and sequins were suspended.

The long bar was banked by a garden
scene of flowers, giant toadstools and flying

elves!

Sonny and Mary received their guests under
a fantasy tree of carnations shading from

lavender to purple representing the tree under
which Titania and Oberon courted. 'Twas a
sight to see, my friends.

"I've never seen anything so lovely,"

Jennifer Jones, looking like a dream her-

self in a white Dior gown, said to me. "What
a nice setting for David (David Selznick)
and me for our ninth anniversary!"

Adding to the beauty of the evening, in

various shades of pastel colors I saw Merle
Oberon, who flew in from Mexico City

just for the party; Mrs. Gary Cooper,
Dana Wynter, Irene Dunne, Mrs.
Jimmy Stewart, Joan Fontaine, Dolly
O'Brien, Mary Pickford and many Los

Angeles socialites, all with their respective

husbands, of course.

Judy Garland, and two

friends take an exciting

whirl in a barrel, as the bot-

tom slowly but surely drops

out from under their feet.

Lauren Bacall (left) admires the light-

bulb on the end of Chuckles the clown's

nose. But Shelley Winters felt that

enough was enough . . . And so she decided

to sit down and take it easy for a while.
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ncensored

ricky nelson

story
J^londe, blue-eyed Terry Donnally (see

Bruce Campbell, Forrest Stewart, and Terry Donnally—three of

Ricky's closest friends—gave Modern Screen the lowdown.

picture on the right) flew in from

Honolulu on Friday. She planned to fly

to Dallas on Sunday. Hearing that the

gang was finally talking about Rick, she

gave up her Saturday to lend a hand.

Terry is typical of the gang. Through the

Los Angeles Tennis Club and Hollywood

High, she and Rick have shared the teens

together.

"When I read these stories on Rick, I

get sad. People just don't know him. One

thing they definitely know," she grinned, "is that Rick likes hamburgers, malts and girls.

It's true. But there's a lot more to Rick than that. Our group went through this fame thing

with him. None of us took it seriously—his first record I mean. Before that he was just

one of us. Oh, we knew that he was on TV, but he played it casual and so did we. His

work didn't have anything to do with our social life. I can remember a couple of

times when we had a party on the night The Adventures of Ozzie (Continued on page 81)

by Dee Phillips
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THE PEOPLE AND THE LOVES
THAT MADE HER SMILE AGAIN

The nights are still bad for Elizabeth Taylor. It would be a lie to say they are not painful.

Her children still waken from time to time to the sound of her muffled sobbing, carrying

faintly through the darkened house. Her servants still leave their beds at night to

warm a glass of milk, to carry a pill to the bedroom where Liz lies moaning, dark hair tumbled

on the pillow, eyes closed tight against the nightmares that will neither let her sleep nor wake.

But the days, one by one, are growing better.

One by one, they are bringing life back to Liz—life in the laughter of her children, the com-

fort of her friends, new sights, new work, new hope.

"I love and care for Liz dearly," said one of these friends, Roddy McDowell, recently.

"She is a girl of great courage and humor—and tremendous spirit. She is fighting to stay alive

as a human being, not only for the sake of her children,

but also for the sake of her own life."

Not many people know it, but it was Liz' sister-in-

law, her brother Howard's wife, who gave her the cour-

age to begin that fight.

And she did it, not by treating Liz with kid gloves

as everyone else had been doing, but by almost slapping

her face!

It happened only a short time after the funeral. It

had been a bad week. Liz, the children, the nurses, had

flown to Palm Springs as soon as Mike was buried. It

was a tragic error. She and Mike had almost lived in

Palm Springs; everywhere she turned she saw him.

They had had to bring her back after three days, on the

verge of a complete breakdown. After that she was under

sedation a good deal of the time, emerging only to sob

hysterically, to refuse to eat, to talk brokenly of being

only half a pair of scissors without Mike. Over and over

she would moan, "Why wasn't I with him? Why couldn't

I die with Mike?"

Until at last, the doctor would put her to sleep again.

Whenever she was awake, friends clustered around

her—her brother, Joanne Woodward, Paul Newman,

Mike Todd, Jr., Helen Rose, Eva Marie Saint, Sidney

Guilaroff, Arthur Loew, Jr., Debbie and Eddie Fisher.

Debbie came daily with news (Continued on page 58)

Debbie took care of Liz' chil-

dren Michael and Chris for her

Eddie made her stand

bravely in front of

the world, and smile

Mike Todd, Jr. found her a place to

live without unhappy memories

Monty Clift gave her

the courage to fly

again, to laugh again

Arthur Loew, Jr. brought

Liz to his ranch to rest
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by Paul Denis

PHIL Everly was a spindly blond six-year-old,

but he knew how to tell a joke.

M m "Dad, I've done a good deed today."

^ ^ Dad said: "Fine, Phil . . . what did you do?"

Phil: "You're going to be proud of me ... I

kept two boys from fighting today !"

Dad: "I am proud of you, Son! Now how did you keep those two

boys from fighting . . . and who were they?"

Phil : "It was me, and another boy . . . and I ran away."

Audiences laughed, and Ike and Margaret Everly were proud of their

little boy just as they were proud of their older boy, Don, eight, who
sang so well.

It was 1945, and Phil and Don had joined their parents' musical act.

It was no longer Ike and Margaret Everly in spirituals and country

songs. It was now The Everly Family, in songs, snappy sayings, bass

fiddle thumpings, and geetar plucking.

It was the year the Everlys had settled in Omaha, Nebraska, for the

season. They always quit touring during winter so that their growing-

sons could finish their school term in one place.

Then, during weekends and summers, the

family would get into their jalopy ^^BH^^^^^^^^^^
and tour the mining towns and

farm areas around Kentucky, _^^fl
Ohio, Nebraska, Tennessee ^fflffPPPWWfWPVPfV^^v
and Oklahoma. They would j
entertain at festivals, wed- A
dings, church socials, re-

vival meetings, country w
music jamborees, picnics ^|
and street corner political V ^^^^^^^W^^^^^y
rallies . . . anywhere they

could earn some money for Bm^^H^^nJw^wn
food and lodgings. ^^^^

It was a precarious life. But ^^^^ ^^^^^
Ike Everly could not forget how he had

worked in the same mine in Ohio County in

Kentucky as his father had . . . how he had drifted from one back-

breaking job to another . . . and how he had, finally, found some measure

of happiness when, in 1932, he joined a band of country musicians in

need of a guitarist. Soon after that, he had married the girl next

door, Margaret Embry.
Each year now, the Everlys would drive from one small radio station

to another, asking for an audition. Once they got the job and settled in

that town, they would stick it out until the boys finished their school

year. They were like gypsies, periodically looking for new work, driving

their much-repaired jalopy, carrying a cooler of milk and home-made
sandwiches so they wouldn't have to spend {Continued on page 63)



by Doug Brewer

TYTATALIE AND BOB were just about to take

off on their honeymoon. There was late-

afternoon sunshine.. There was shining white
rice. There was the sweet sound of music that

still flowed from the reception room behind
them. There was a lot of smiling, too, and ooh-

ing-and-ahhing and everybody was behaving
just the way you're supposed to behave at the

end of a beautiful wedding.

Everybody but Nat's pretty little sister,

Lana, that is.

Not that Lana meant to say the wrong thing

to the snoopy newspaperman. But, like Nat,

she'd been brought up to be an extremely hon-
est girl. And so when the man with the pen-

cil and pad took her aside and asked her what
she thought about her { Continued on page 74)





the MYSTERY
OF MARIA SCHELL As we write this,

the internationally famous movie star, Maria Schell, (Yul

Brynner's co-star in The Brothers Karamazov) has disap-

peared somewhere in Europe. Here, for the first time in any

American magazine, is the full, strange life-story of the little

Swiss blonde who found

suddenly that she had

to pay a terrible price

for having her dreams

ofstardom come true ....

Afew months ago, Maria Schell

[ burst like a bombshell across

this country—across the world—in

The Brothers Karamazov. She was

hailed as the most beautiful, the

most exciting, the most talented ac-

tress to come out of Europe since

Garbo. For weeks, all you heard

were people singing her praises, all

you saw in the papers was her in-

credible smile, her wide blue eyes,

her brushed-gold hair. She gave

press interviews, talked of her new

Hollywood contract, introduced her

husband, German director Horst

Haechler, to everyone, chattered

about how she might play opposite

Charlton Heston in Ben Hut.

And then—she disappeared.

It was as if she had vanished off

the face of the earth; it was as if

she had never been. A newspaper-

man in Europe claimed to have seen

her, to have been told that she was

going on a vacation with her hus-

band—but she said that even she

didn't know where.

And that was all. The broad, radi-

ant smile was gone—and no one

knew where.

But a few people knew why. Why
this girl who had dreamed and

fought all her life to reach the top

should disappear the moment she

got there. Why this frail blonde who

had traveled across war-torn Eu-

rope, pretended to be a Communist,

almost lost her lover, made enemies

right and left in pursuit of her

dream—should walk out on it now,

should hide from the world that ac-

claimed {Continued on next page)

by Heloise La Nouvelle





MARIA SCHELL continued

The day Maria married

Horst Haechler should

have been the hajypiest

day of her life. But voices

all around her insisted,

"It won't work—the wife

more famous than the hus-

band!" Yet it did work,

blissfully . . . for a while.

her to be such a great actress.

Here is the answer to that ques-

tion.

It began on her wedding day. . . .

April 26, 1957—a shining, beauti-

ful, glorious day. She woke up be-

fore six that morning and already

the sunlight was filtering through the

curtains and warming her room.

Around her, the house was quiet—

-

but in another hour there would

be footsteps and voices. Her moth-

er's voice: "Sshh, children—let

your father sleep another half

hour. Please let him get some rest."

Her father's voice, a low rumble:

"Nonsense, I'm up. Let's go nudge

the bride
—

"

It was so good to be here, to

have them fussing around her, mak-

ing plans, laughing, teasing, bring-

ing back her childhood. I'll shut

my eyes for just another minute,

she thought. Today I'm entitled to

dream. Today all dreams come true.

It was well after nine when they

woke her up, and she opened her

eyes smiling. "Has anyone spoken

to Horst? Are his folks all right?

They'll be here on time?"

"Everyone's fine," her mother as-

sured her. "Everything is ready

—

you must get dressed."

"Of course," Maria agreed. She

threw back the covers, ran to the

window. "Oh, a perfect day," she

breathed. "Everything just like I've

wanted it all my life. Sunshine, our

old priest to marry us, the Meadow-

church—oh, beautiful. And nobody-

knows a thing about it but us.

Everything (Continued on page 69)
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Max Factor hi-fi Lbstick
©1956, MAX FACTOR & CO. J_ -

as you wear it!

If YOUR LIPSTICKS lose their life and fade away,
Max Factor has developed your perfect lipstick!

Hi-Fi glides on . . . clearer, truer, sparkling . . . and
stays sparkling! Even gets more brilliant as you
wear it. Because Hi-Fi refreshes its excitement! You'll

love it in exciting new Sparkling Scarlet and 12 other

fabulous shades by Max Factor. 1.25 plus tax.



confessions
of hugh o'brian's

private secretary

by goody levitan

The sun was bright and warm. My boss, Hugh

0' Brian, leaned back in a deckchair beside the

Beverly Hills Hotel pool.

Both of us were dressed in bathing suits, our

usual working garb for hot afternoons. Hugh usu-

ally gave me his dictation while lounging around

the hotel pool.
As I took down a letter to a lawyer in Chicago,

Hugh suddenly stopped in the middle of a sentence.

I didn't have to lookup to know the cause. "What's

she look like?" I grinned.

"Keep your mind on your work, Goody!" he or-

dered. But his was no longer on it and when I fol-

lowed his glance my eyes came to rest on a shapely

blonde who was nicely filling out the briefest

bathing suit I've ever seen. Two seconds later

Hugh dove into the pool and shortly afterwards

happened to come up where ( Continued on page 72)

As Hugh's private secretary I've picked out

his house, his dates, and I've even saved

his life. Believe me, it's a full time job!
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as told to George Christy

You know something important's happened to you if you can't put a girl out

of your mind. Lots of times when you go to do something, there she is

—

like a ding-a-ling bell in your brain, calling you. Some nights you can't fall

asleep without her whispering an imaginary good-night. Some mornings you

wake up and right off—a little sleepy, perhaps—there she is again, haunting

you and beckoning with a smile.

Is this the way love sneaks up on people? I don't know. But let me tell

you a story of what's happened to me. . . .

I first met France Nuyen on the 20th Century-Fox lot. Dick Clayton—he's my
manager—asked me to drop by with him to see her. France was getting ready

for the premiere of her movie, South Pacific, which (Continued on page 61)



NEVER BEFORE TOLD

DICK CLARK'S

SECRET

INSPIRATION
The telegram was clear, all too clear. An Air Force colonel had asked for

volunteers to fly one of the most dangerous missions of the war. Brad Clark

had been the first to volunteer. He'd gone up smiling. He'd come down in

flames. He was a hero. And he was dead. . . .

HP his is the story behind that telegram. It is Brad's story. Butr even more,

it is the story of Brad's kid brother—Dick Clark.

You probably know lots about Dick by now—all about his fabulous success

on television as m.c. of a teenage dance show, about his lovely wife Barbara,

his baby son Richard Jr., his hectic eighty-hour-a-week schedule, his plans to

go to Hollywood soon and make a movie.

But what you don't know is that behind all this recent hullabaloo

over another guy who's made it big, is a small story, a simple story,

about two boys who loved one another very much, about how

a dead brother inspired a lonely, mixed-up, heartbroken,

younger brother to live, really live, and get out there

and conquer a waiting world.

Our story begins at almost any time

during the period -(Continued on page 78)

Without a trag-

edy 15 years ago,

Dick might never

have found the

great happiness

he and hisfamily

now share
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T'd like to remain anonymous . . . because I misjudged

Ingrid and I'm one of her closest friends. I've known
Ingrid as long as anyone in Hollywood. But it's sad

how easy it is to make that kind of error. . . .

We were in France, twenty-five miles out of Paris,

in a village called Choisel. I had driven there with

Ingrid in time for lunch—and it hadn't been a nice

drive. Stiff and cold, I sat beside her and watched

the quiet French countryside roll by. I didn't want

to talk to Ingrid or to see her.

True, I was one of the ones who thought she had

done the right thing when she left Peter Lindstrom. I

had been in her house, had heard his harsh, cold voice

talking to her, had seen him with my own eyes counter-

manding things she told her little girl, making it plain

that only he was boss around here. So when Ingrid ran

away and the storm broke loose over her head, I stuck

up for her, loud and clear. But now, this! To have

her marriage to Rossellini turn out to be nothing much

after all. To have him chasing after other women,

leaving her. And then to have Ingrid instantly

—

instantly—pick up with another man, plan another mar-

riage, go skyrocketing off again—well, it made a farce

out of her whole life and all her loves. It made fools

out of all of us who had believed that what she found

with Rossellini was so beautiful and rare that it was

worth defying the world and (Continued on page 76)







about

a blessed

event

US We're so happy for you. We
know how much you and Mickey have

been hoping for a baby. When did you

first know the good news?

JAYNE On April 10, just before I

left for England, my doctor in Beverly

Hills confirmed the wonderful news.

US But the story didn't come out un-

til four months later. How did you man-

age to keep the secret for so long?

JAYNE I swore my doctor to se-

crecy. I told him I wanted a good

baby doctor. I made two visits to

the doctor in disguise. You'd never

have recognized me, for no one did ! By

the fourth month I hadn't gained a

pound and I started wearing sack dresses

—for obvious reasons. Mickey and I

kept our secret—such a very personal

precious one, just between the two of us

!

US How did you break the news to

your daughter Jayne Marie?

JAYNE Well, that was a disap-

pointment. I had hoped to tell Jayne

Marie one night at our special bed-

time—I always take her on my lap

and we talk and confide to each other.

I sing her one of three lullabies—and

then when I kiss her good-night, we ex-

change a secret.

But before I had a chance to tell her,

she heard the news flash on the radio.

US Was she pleased?

JAYNE She was so excited. She ran

to me, and kissed and hugged me, and

then to Mickey and kissed and hugged

him. And she kept saying, over and over,

"I just can't believe it is true. I want a

baby brother!"

Nothing could have made Mickey and me happier
than the news that we were going to have a baby.

US And you? Are you hoping for a

boy?

JAYNE I just want a baby. I don't

care whether it's a boy or a girl.

US D° y°u think Mickey would pre-

fer a boy?

JAYNE Mickey has never said, but

I can't help but feel—he being so mas-

culine and athletic—that he would love

a son. And I'd like to think of him as

Mickey Hargitay The Second.

US You're not worried that Jayne

Marie might feel just a little jealous . . .?

JAYNE Jayne Marie is so delight-

ed about having a baby coming to us

that being jealous has never entered her

pretty little head. I have read in my
child-care book about a first child's re-

action to the arrival of a second child.

So already I have been careful to make

Jayne Marie feel that this new baby is

equally hers.

Last night when I sang her lullaby,

she whispered, "I'll help you bathe the

baby, Mommy, and I'll help dress the

baby and I'll take such good care of the

baby." I thought she was asleep—but no.

For suddenly her eyes popped open.

"Mommy!" she exclaimed. "We'll have

the baby for Christmas."

(continued on next page)
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c »ntinued US You're looking so well and radi-

ant. Your happiness certainly shows!

JAYNE Our baby is the glorious

fulfillment of our marriage. It is the

God-given enrichment of our lives. 1

went through thirty-six hours of labor

with Jayne Marie, but I am sure that now
—since I am in top physical health and

I am emotionally secure and happy

—

it will be wonderful. I am not afraid

—the reward is so much greater than the

pain you go through. I am not dieting. I

have learned to eat correctly and for

health since I met Mickey.

US Then you're not concerned that

your fans will consider you less glamor-

ous now?

JAYNE Having a baby is the most

beautiful thing in the world. I don't be-

lieve that my fans will find me unglam-

orous. Today's Paris fashions—the sack,

trapeze and the new waistless Empress

Josephine with the high bust and belt

and flowing skirts—are just perfect for
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me. And America's Mr. John's Gains-

borough collection is made to order. As
soon as the news of the baby was out,

the telegrams of congratulations started

pouring in. And after our wedding, we
received thousands of letters of congrat-

ulations and more than half said they

hoped Mickey and I would be blessed

with a baby soon.

US And your parents—they must be

thrilled.

JAYNE Mickey and I longed to tell

my parents our precious secret right

away—but long-distance wires have a

way of not keeping secrets. But when I

did call, Mother said, "You must come
right home to us in Texas. We can hard-

ly wait to see you. And of course I'll be

with you when the baby is due."

US How many children would you

and Mickey like to have?

JAYNE We hope to have at least

four.

US Was your studio upset at your

pregnancy? Will your picture schedule

have to be changed?

JAYNE We finished The Sheriff Of
Fractured Jaw early in my pregnancy.

In fact, I got over my morning sickness

when we were in Spain on location for

it. The baby is due December 5th, and I

have a picture scheduled to start the

last of December.

The studio was pleased with my news.

I think they expected it, for we gave

them warning by saying we wanted a

baby. Studios are not heartless, for they

are topped by people, people who are

understanding—and who have babies of

their own. 20th Century-Fox is wonder-

ful to me.

US How do you feel about breast vs.

bottle feeding?

JAYNE I hope to breast-feed my
baby—for that is the natural way. And

I'd like the 'rooming-in plan' in the hos-

pital, so the baby can be with me right

from the time of birth. That is as it

should be. Oh, I'm so happy. I have

everything a girl could wish for. A sweet

daughter, a wonderful, wonderful hus-

band . . . and soon, a precious new baby.

Having a baby is a woman's greatest

blessing and the richest fulfillment of

her creation. END



Time takes care of some heart-

aches but others have to be con-

quered by you yourself. The

stories that follow are of young

people who hated where they

were, or what they were, or the

way the world treated them. So

they changed themselves, and

they changed their worlds. May-

be one of their stories will apply

to vou . . .

A SPECIAL SECTION

were, or the vy^^v 'm

ited them. So V UL
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these
TEENAGE

HEARTACHES
CAROL LYNLEY:

they called her

"square"

DICK SARGENT:

he thought he was
"too rich"

MARK DAMON:

he knew he was
"too poor"

PAUL ANKA:

they called him
"pest"



DICK SARGENT: was a
MESSED-UPRICH
With June, Dick fought loneliness. KID99
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Tn a few months a movie called Bernardine would be released and a

fellow named Dick Sargent would be a star. The fan mail would

begin to pour into 20th Century-Fox studios. People who had previ-

ously nodded at him would rush up to him and greet him.

But for now Dick Sargent was still an unknown. And he was pretty

new to Hollywood. And he was a pretty lonely guy.

He felt even lonelier the first time he saw June Blair.

He'll never forget that morning. There he was at the studio, sitting

in the drama workshop class along with about a dozen other newcomers,,

listening to a director talk about the finer points of this technique and

that, when the door opened and she walked in.

She was, right off, the most beautiful girl he had ever seen.

The director stopped long enough to welcome her and introduce her

to the class. Then he pointed in Dick's direction and said, "Miss Blair,

will you take that seat next to Mr. Sargent?"

Dick watched her as she walked towards him and smiled.

Now Dick is not a pushy-type guy. He is far {Continued on page 55)



DIANE JERGENS:
66They
called

me
STUCK-UP

Peter is the love Diane thought she'd never find

T n another few weeks Diane Jergens

* will be a bride. Modern Screen

will be at her wedding to Peter Brown;

next month we'll be bringing you the

pictures of that wedding and the love

story that goes with them. We know al-

ready what you'll see—a radiant, beauti-

ful bride—a gloriously happy moment.

But this month we are telling you a

different story—the story of Diane's

years of being unpopular and misunder-

stood . . . years so bad that they might

have poisoned her whole life—might,

indeed, have kept her from ever falling

in love, ever marrying. It's a painful story, but we don't mind tell-

ing it now. For Diane is well on her way to happiness.

And after all—the happy ending is only a few weeks away. . . .

It was awfully warm in Minneapolis for the end of May, but

Diane Jergens felt a little cold shudder go down her back.

"I just thought you'd like to know about Eddie," the girl told her

nastily. "Not that I suppose you'll show up at the prom anyway.

You're too busy trying to be a movie star. . .
."

And she turned and walked away.

So that was that.

Diane Jergens, fourteen years old, did her darndest not to cry.

Not here, right in the middle of the main hall at Nokomis Junior

High, anyway. Later, when she got home she would barricade her-

self in her room and turn the phonograph on loud, so that her

parents couldn't hear her. Alone and miserable, she would throw

herself on her bed the way she had every night for almost a month,

and bury her head in her pillow. (Continued on page 51)

by Linda Matthews



Carol Lynley is sixteen. She's beau-

tiful. She's a successful model

turned even-more-successful actress.

She's on her way to earning more

money than she can count without

the help of an adding machine. She'd

need that same machine to help her

keep up with the number of date of-

fers she gets every night of the week.

One day last June she received

twenty-seven prom invitations from

college boys ranging from Yale to

the Yukon—all promising expenses

paid and a ball. She's got all this

—

and lots more.

And still, she's upset

!

As Carol says, "I just wish some

people would stop trying to make me

into something I'm not. I mean, I was

born Carol Jones on February 13,

1942, in The Bronx, New York, and

only sixteen years have passed be-

tween then and now and yet some

people won't be satisfied until I start

acting like a glamour girl in my mid-

dle twenties with all kinds of marvel-

ous stories to play up. They can't

believe I {Continued on page 65)

by Edward Tone

CAROL LYNLEY:
66They called me

a GOODY-GrOODY
PARTY-POOPING

SQUARE!"



MARK DAMON:

"I hated
99being POOR!

Tt was a windy day, I remember—and

-"- whooing gusts of wind chased

around the street corners and rattled

the windowpanes of our crowded tene-

ment in Chicago's tumbledown West

Side. I hadn't started school yet. I was

almost six.

My mother and I were waiting for

the stranger. My baby brother Bob

was sleeping in his crib.

"When the gentleman comes." my
mother told me, "you behave like a

gentleman. He's coming to help us."

My mother always tried to appear

calm in front of us, but I knew she

was upset, that things were bothering

her. I had heard her crying at night

for a couple of weeks, and I remem-

ber being scared everytime I heard her

cry. She tried to amuse my brother

and me with funny stories all day

long, but at night when she went to

bed and the lights were out, I'd hear

her sobbing in her pillow and I'd go to

her and ask what was the matter. And
she'd say, "Nothing, my son, nothing.

I'm only clearing my throat. I must

be catching cold."

Although those winters in the late

thirties were miserable winters,-long,

bleak stretches of biting-cold weather

that chilled you to your bones—my
mother was lying to me. It wasn't a

cold that bothered her. It was worry,

and the fear (Continued on page 66)

as told to Tony Stevens





PEST..."
YWhen Paul Anka was a plump six-year-old lad

*y in his home town of Ottawa, Canada, he discov-

ered workmen laying sewer pipes in front of the

Anka house.

He quickly brought out a water-filled bucket and

floated a saucer in it. Then he urged the workmen

to pitch pennies into the saucer. For every penny

that stayed in the saucer, he would sing a song . . .

and keep the penny.

Naturally, he also kept the pennies that missed

the saucer.

That afternoon, he earned thirty-five pennies with

this game.

Even at the Desert Inn, Paul has to pes- When he was ten and vacationing with his parents

ter someone-here Ed Sullivan and Sandy. at their friend Johnny Karam's hotel, in Gloucester,

Massachusetts, he decided one day to entertain the

guests in the dining room with imitations and songs. He was so charming, the

guests threw coins to him, and Paul was not above picking them up. He picked

up thirty dollars' worth of coins that way.

He began to learn, early in life, that there was money in entertaining folks.

In fact, Paul Anka always knew it. "He was a going {Continued on next page)



PAUL ANKA: continued

concern from the day he was born,"

says his father, Andrew Anka, who

ran a restaurant in Ottawa until

recendy.

Paul's home town remembers Paul

as a big, lovable pest. "He hounded

everybody who had show-business

connections," says one of his Ottawa

friends.

Paul's father sighs, "He would

have gone off to New York at twelve,

if I had let him. He always wanted

to demonstrate his songs there."

Paul, born in Ottawa July 30, 1941,

was baptized Paul Albert Anka. And

from the time he could crawl, he

chattered away and charmed every-

body within reach of his pudgy hands.

An elderly neighbor, Harry Brad-

ley, says little Paul fascinated him.

"He would come over and sing and

entertain us, and we would give him

twenty-five or fifty cents. He liked

talking to older folks; he was always

so eager to learn. And he had confi-

dence. When he was eight, he told

me, 'Some day, Mr. Martin, I'm going

to be a big name!'
"

Andrew Anka says, "Paul always

knew what he was saying and what

he wanted."

There was the time Paul was ten

and his sister Marion eight, and

daddy bought a piano for Marion.

When Paul wasn't busy with his paper

route, he monkeyed around the piano.

He bought a How To Teach Yourself

To Play Piano booklet and learned

to tinkle out a melody. His proud

parents promptly turned him over to

piano teacher Mrs. Winifred Rees.

She spotted him at once as a bud-

ding musician. But, after six les-

sons, she suggested he drop out and

come back only if he could have more

time to practice.

Paul then went to Dr. Frederick

Karam, who conducted the choir at

St. Elijah's Syrian Orthodox Church,

where the Ankas went Sunday morn-

ings, and took lessons in music theory

and voice. Paul took nine lessons,

and dropped out. It seemed he

couldn't stay {Continued on page 77)

These teenagers don't think Paul's a -pest. He was the hit of the party at Modern Screen's Helen Weller's house.
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they called me stuck-up

(Continued from page 45) And maybe
then she'd cry.

And why? Because Eddie had a date
for the prom. Because with the dance
only a week away and everyone in

school dated up for it for months al-

ready . . . she had still hoped that maybe at

the last minute, maybe Eddie would
ask her. Not that she had a crush on
him, not that he was particularly smart
or nice or good-looking—not that she liked
him, even. But he had spoken to her a
couple of times in the hall at school, he
had picked up some books she dropped,
he had smiled at her one day.
When you're as lonely as Diane Jer-

gens, that's enough to make you go home
hoping, to iron the formal you bought so
excitedly six months before, to think about
corsages and moonlight dancing.

It's enough to break your heart when
the dream doesn't come true.

Oh, there'd be plenty to cry about to-
night.

Two and a half years ago, it hadn't been
like this for Diane. Her crowd had been
too young to really date then, but she'd
had plenty of friends, lots to do. She'd
been happy as a lark what with pajama
parties and beach parties and a best friend
to walk home with, giggling. Not to men-
tion her singing and dancing—she'd been
doing that since she was five years old or
so, at charity affairs and civil functions,
and sometimes even professionally. She
had a whole slew of costumes and rou-
tines, and sometimes she'd get dressed up
and do her act for the kids. They loved
it.

But that was two and a half years ago,
before the Variety Club in town told her
she ought to be a professional and gave
her mother and her a pair of tickets to
Hollywood.

"Stick around," they told her

They had gotten on the train, she and
her mother, in a blaze of excitement, and
ridden all the way to the Coast telling each
other to calm down, don't get your hopes
up, it's just a dream. But by a miracle,
the dream had come true. Universal-In-
ternational tested Diane, told her she was
a second Shirley Temple. They changed
her name from Irgens to Jergens and gave
her a contract. They also gave her danc-
ing lessons, singing lessons, acting lessons.
"You'll be a big star eventually," they told
her. "Stick around."
So Diane and her mother stuck. They

moved into an apartment in the Valley
and tried to keep busy. Because when
they weren't busy, they were lonesome.
Even Diane, in her daze of happiness and
work, was lonesome for home, lonesome
for friends, lonesome most of all for her
beloved father. When the weeks stretched
out into months and the months began to
look like a year, Mr. Irgens, back in Min-
neapolis, couldn't take it either. He wrote:

I'm finding someone to take over
the business. I'm coming West.
Diane has to have her chance.

As far as Diane was concerned, life was
pure heaven after that. She threw her-
self into her schoolwork and her practic-
ing. She made friends among the other
movie kids—kids who talked like old-
timers about routines, and bits, and breaks.
She wasn't exactly setting the world on
fire—in fact, she'd scarcely been in front
of a camera. But she didn't mind. She
was learning.

And then one night, when a year and a
half had gone by, her father read a letter
aloud at the dinner table. A letter from
home. The business, it said, needed him.
The city missed his services as alderman.

The bowling team wasn't the same without
him. Wouldn't the Irgens please come
home?
Diane looked at her father's face, at her

mother's wistful eyes, and woke up sud-
denly from her year-long daze. Of course.
She'd been blind as a bat. Maybe a neon-
sign business wasn't very glamorous com-
pared with movie-making—but it was the
business her father had built up himself,
in the town where he was somebody—and
he missed it. And her mother—didn't she
miss the familiar streets and people?
They had given up a lot to give her her

chance. Now it was her turn to do some-
thing for them.

"I think we ought to go home," Diane
said suddenly.
Her parents turned to stare at her.
She winked back the tears. "I miss the

kids," she said quickly. "Honest I do.
And it isn't as if I don't have all the time
in the world. I can take lessons and prac-
tice just as well at home as here. You'll
see. I want to go."
And that was that.

How to be a celebrity

The Irgens went home. They dusted off

their old furniture, and tr?ed to pick up
their lives where they had left them. For
Diane's folks, it was easy.
For Diane, it was something else.

She went back to school, not in the
grammar school she used to attend, but to

junior high. She saw a lot of familiar faces
right away. All the kids from her old
school were there.

But the old feeling wasn't. At first the
kids treated her like a celebrity. They
deluged her with questions.

"Tell us about Marilyn Monroe!"
"Hey, Diane—you ever meet Rock Hud-

son?"
She was a little bewildered, but she

figured it was natural—after all, everyone
wanted to know about her favorite stars.

So she dug back through her memory and
came up with all the stories she could
think of—of who patted her head, and who
shook her hand. The kids were fascinated.
Every time Diane tried to change the sub-
ject, to talk about what had happened at
home while she was away, who was going
with who—they steered her right back to
Hollywood.
But when they talked about themselves,

she was left out.
"Oh, you don't know him, Diane. He

moved to town while you were away. It's

such a long story, you'd be bored. . .
."

"No, I wouldn't," Diane would beg. "Tell
me."
But the kids were too busy with their

dates and their parties, their swimming
and bowling, to let her catch up.

So, desperately, she would try to turn
the conversation back to movie stars—any-
thing, just so long as it included her. Until
the day she overheard a couple of the boys
in the hall. ...
"Who, Diane? Oh, she's cute all right

—

but boy, is she stuck on herself. Movies,
movies, movies, that's all she talks about.
And a name-dropper, too."

Diane crept home, stricken. It wasn't
true, it wasn't. But what could she do?

Left out

She talked it over with her parents that
night. Don't worry about it, they told her.
It'll straighten itself out as soon as you
get back into the feel of things. Besides,
you'll be starting your dancing lessons
soon. We found a wonderful teacher.
That'll take your mind off it, honey. . . .

But it didn't. The dancing lessons were
marvelous—she loved every minute of
them, even loved her practice hours. But
the invitations to (Continued on page 53) 51



modern screen beauty

new
excitement

in

beauty the

BARDOT
LOOK

Are you one who suffers

a secret inferiority

complex—about your figure,

your beauty, your hair, even

your look? In filmdom the

stars meet these same fear

challenges constantly. There is

always the fear of the new star

on the threshold—not only

with more acting ability—but

also with perhaps a better fig-

ure, a greater clothes sense, a

more dynamic personality, or

—a completely devastating

new look! Brigitte Bardot is

the new dazzling personality

of this season. She is the toast

of two continents and she has

really brought a rousing ex-

citement to gals—and to the

world of feminine beauty.

Don't miss her in La Pari-

sienne, a United Artists release.

Bardot may not be your an-

swer to beauty but she is top

stuff with the guys and has

surely made all gals take a

serious look in the mirror and

reevaluate themselves. Bardot,

and the (Contimiedonpage64)



(Continued from page 51) join the crowd
ai school came fewer and fewer now, and
when they did come:

''Diane, we're going bowling on Tues-
day. You want to come?"
Diane would bite her lip. "Oh, I can't

—

I have a lesson. Listen, couldn't we make
it another day?"
"No. We always go on Tuesdays. Sorry."
And Diane would just stand there.

When things got too bad—when the
girls forgot to save her a seat in the cafe-
teria, when their conversations stopped
abruptly if she walked by, when they asked
her nastily if she had a date for Saturday
night, knowing the answer would be no

—

on those days, Diane found herself crying
helplessly wherever she thought she could
be alone—in the girls' room at school, in

her own room at night. Sobbing quietly

and miserably, and telling no one, because
it wouldn't be fair, her parents had given
her her chance.
Only—where did she, Diane, belong?

Where would she ever belong if no one
could like her, no one could even want to

take her out for a coke.
She danced her heart out. She told her

parents that it was practicing that made
her look tired, too much reading that made
her eyes so red. She might have fooled
them forever, and retreated more and more
into herself, if it hadn't been for one thing:

The Irgens loved each other. Love gives
a person a great deal of insight.

By the time the school year was over,
they had found out what was wrong.
The prospect of her being a star, making

lots of money, hadn't been enough to keep
them there. But now, the knowledge that
going back would give her her lost happi-
ness—that was enough. They were taking
Diane back to Hollywood.
They were on the Coast in time for the

opening of the fall term at Hollywood High.

At first, when her parents told her they
were taking her back, Diane had been
stunned—then overjoyed—and then, terri-

fied. All these months she had told herself

she would be fine, if only she were back
in Hollywood. Now she had to prove it.

What if it wasn't so?
Then what an utter failure she'd have

turned out to be!

Gone was the youngster who had
bounced and bubbled with enthusiasm and
happiness. It was a nervous, almost shak-
ing Diane who started school the first day
of the fall term at Hollywood High.
At first she was afraid to talk about her-

self, afraid to mention her career. She
would pause at the edge of a group of chat-
tering kids, listen a minute, and then walk
away alone. Until the day she realized

how much of the conversation was about
acting, about career, about dancing teach-
ers. Until the day she finally got up
enough nerve to say something about the
teacher she had had in Minneapolis—and
to her infinite surprise and relief, the kids
turned around to listen, to ask her ques-
tions, to discuss it professionally.

After that, she began to feel at home in

the group—at least on a professional level.

There she knew she could be respected.
But personally—she was more scared than
ever. It seemed perfectly possible to her
that the only reason she was liked was for

her talent, that as a girl she was still a

dud. Every time a boy walked by, she
froze. When one of the fellows stopped to

talk to her, she found herself tongue-tied.
Her second year in school, she went out

on a few dates and the dates were miser-
able. Diane couldn't think of a word to

say. If the boys asked her about her career,

she couldn't answer—she didn't want to be
called a name-dropper again. If they didn't

ask, she was sure they would have nothing
to talk about—and so, they didn't.

Gradually, though, she began to get her
confidence back. There were a few boys,

she discovered, who seemed to see through
her shyness, to help her come out of her-
self. They called for second dates, for

thirds. Sometimes they would even ask her
to go steady, and in gratitude and happi-
ness at not having to worry any more for

a while, Diane would accept. But she never
fell in love, and finally she and the boy
would go their separate ways again.

By her senior year in high school Diane
had matured into a stunning blonde
with a tremendous dancing talent, a beau-
tiful singing voice and a promise from
Jimmy McHugh to employ her when she
graduated. She had loads of friends, plenty
of dates—and was gaining confidence.
Her dates included 'older men' in their

twenties and college boys. But she discov-
ered that they didn't have much in com-
mon, that she was happier dating actors.

It didn't make her feel insecure—she knew
now that every guy is not for every girl.

And then the guy who is right for this

girl came into her life—Peter Brown, the
handsome young Warners actor who made
such a hit in Darby's Rangers. They're en-
gaged and soon will be married. They find

each other fun, interested in the same
things—and easy to talk to. They can tell

each other outright when something an-
noys them; they expect a lot of each other
because they're each ready to give a lot.

They're in love and they know it because
they don't want to hurt each other, or
test each other—only to be together to be
good to each other, to make a home as

warm and loving as the Irgens' home was,
during those bad, dead years when every-
one was calling unhappv Diane 'stuck-up.'

END

You can see Diane in Mardi Gras for

20th Century-Fox.

Cuticura brings lovelier skin

within £5 days, many doctors report

Softer, smoother, lovelier skin in a few days sounds

incredible. But hundreds upon hundreds of doctors

report such sensational results. Get the full treatment

and see for yourself. That means—

1. Mild, superemollient Cuticura Soap for daily

lather-massage. This is vitally important.

2. Creamy Cuticura Ointment to soften, gently stim-

ulate and improve your skin as it helps relieve black-

heads, dryness and pimples.
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News in fashion
dictates the full rounded look

Left: Perma-lift's self-fitting

nylon lace bra. Neveride elastic

band holds bra securely. White,

black or burnt red. About $3.00.

Perma-lift's sheer nylon power

net girdle— "Stem-line, Jr."

—

has a special tummy and hip-lift-

ing band. 15" length. S.M.L.

White or black. About $5.00.

Right: "Magic Push-Up" nylon

lace bra with exclusive "push-

up" foam section on Magic Inset.

Neveride elastic band. White or

black. About $5.00. The new

"Stem-Line" panty girdle of du

Pont Fiber K power net elastic

(with no rubber) features "Mag-

ic Open Oval". Weighs ounces,

controls miraculously. Dries in-

stantly. Never wrinkles or

shrinks. 15" length. S.M.L.

White. About $12.50. Both by

Perma-lift.
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(Continued from page 44) from pushy, in

fact. But he made up his mind then and
there that he would be very debonair

about all this, turn to her as soon as she

was settled and introduce himself.

He cleared his throat for the Cary Grant

effect.

He turned, very slowly, the way Greg-
ory Peck might have turned.

He was just about to say something

when he caught June's profile and, un-
able to help himself, all he could say was
"Wow!"
June turned now. "What was that?"

she asked, pleasantly.

Dick gulped. "N-nothing," he said. "I

just
—" He knew now that he was begin-

ning to blush and that his knees were be-
ginning to shake.
He shrugged and turned away and he

thought to himself, "Nuts—do I always
have to goof?"

Not really a goof-ball

Now Dick is not a goof-ball by nature,

either. But there were times in the past

when he just sort of fouled things up. And
he remembered them, very distinctly and
disgruntledly, now.
Like the time in college when he signed

up for golf—and flunked the course!

Like the time, in college too, when he
appeared as a spear-carrier in a play and
fainted from the heat midway during a big

crowd scene—to cries of "How far does a

guy have to go to steal a scene?"
Like the morning when he was rush-

ing out of the house to test for Ber-
nardine and he fell down the stairs. And
his dog, Orson, stood beside him, licking

the daze out of his master's face, his ca-

nine eyes seeming to ask, "What's the

matter, Boss, don't you ever do anything
right?"
Dick shrugged again.

And then he sneaked another look at

that gorgeous profile to his right.

And then he turned back to the front of

the classroom and the director and all that

talk about techniques.
But, he sat there with just two things

on his mind. One was to quiet down
those shaking knees of his. The other

was to drum up every ounce of courage
in his six-two-and-a-half frame and

—

come the end of the hour—turn to June
again and ask her where she was headed
and then say something like Gee that's

funny, I'm headed the same way. Can I

walk you?
It all might have worked out fine, too,

if June hadn't jumped up from her chair

as soon as the director gave the end-of-
class signal and gone rushing out of the

room.
Dick slumped back as he watched her

leave.
And then he began to think things.

He could see it all. There was a big white
convertible sitting in front of the build-

ing right now, he figured. Behind the

wheel was a guy, a good-looking guy
with shiny white teeth and black wavy
hair and the best sunburn this side of

Malibu. He would wave at June, this

skunk would, Dick figured, and she
would wave at him and then she'd jump
in beside him, maybe even kiss him, and
then they'd be off to lunch at some swank
little restaurant up on the Strip, a French
place probably, with wine and pdte-de-
something-or-other, just the two of them,
all alone and very happy with each other.

Dick gritted his teeth.

"Nuts," he mumbled again.

And, lonelier than ever, he sat there,

watching the others leave now, trying
hard to forget about a girl he didn't even
really know. ...

It was a little before midnight that night

when Dick reached for the phone along-
side his bed. He'd been trying to sleep for

the last hour or so, but it was no go.

Everytime he'd close his eyes he'd see

a face, a certain beautiful face topped by
beautiful long auburn hair. He tried

to forget that face, from early that after-

noon. But that was no go, either. So now
he reached for the phone and called

a friend who knew everything" and any-
thing about Hollywood.
"By the way," Dick said, very casually,

after a few minutes of forced chit-chat,

"do you know June—what's-her-name

—

oh yeah, June Blair?"
"Sure," said his friend. "She's really

something, huh?"
"I guess so," Dick said, so casual now

that it hurt. Then he said, "I was just

wondering—I mean I'm just asking out of

curiosity—who does she date steady?"
"No one," said his friend.

"But the convertible
—

" Dick started to

say.

"What?" his friend asked.
Dick cleared his throat and got back to

the original subject.

"Oh yeah," his friend said. "Nice girl,

Junie. She's not only good-looking. But
she's smart. Only thing is she's a little

shy. I remember trying to fix her up as a
date for a pal of mine a couple of weeks
ago. She said, "Thanks, but no.' I could

see she didn't like the idea of a blind date.

Well, you know how some type gals are

about these things."

"I know," Dick said, thoroughly approv-
ing of the type.

They talked for a few minutes more.

And then Dick thanked his friend for

the information, hung up, snapped off the

light, threw his head back on the pillow

and grinned himself to sleep. . . .

It was after class the next day when

Dick did it. He forgot about the debonair
approach. He decided to let Cary Grant
and Greg Peck remain alone in their suave
niches. He knew only that he was Dick
Sargent and that he liked June Blair and
that he would like it very much if she

would go out with him some night that

week.
And so he asked her.

And so June looked at him with those

greenest of eyes and smiled and said, "I'm

very glad you asked me, Dick. I'd love

to!"

A fancy-shmancy premiere

Their date came about a few nights

later. Dick wasn't taking any chances that

June might get bored or not have a good
time. So he arranged for them to go to

the very fancy-shmancy black-tie-and-

evening gown premiere of Island in the

Sun and then to a big party at Romanoff's
later.

Nothing, it turned out, could have been
better or more fun.

Nothing, that is—Dick realized midway
during the party—except being alone with
June for a little while.

He kept the thought to himself.

But then, while they were dancing, June
asked him, "Why so quiet?"

"Oh, I was just thinking," Dick said.

"About what?" June asked.

"About how I'd like for you and me to

be on the beach now," Dick said, very
honestly, "walking near the water^ in our

bare feet and just kind of talking."

"Sounds nice," June said.

"It does?" Dick asked, suddenly stand-

ing still, there in the middle of the crowded
floor.

June nodded.
"Well, c'mon," Dick said, taking her

arm and leading her away—quick, before

she changed her mind. . . .



It was a lovely night at the beach when
Dick and June arrived. The moon, nearly
full, shone bright and seemed to hold the
ocean in place with a long silver ribbon it

sent streaming over the water. The water
itself was calm and lovely. The sand was
warm. Dick and June took off their shoes
and left them in the car. They held hands
and began to walk.
They walked in silence, for a long, long

time, till finally they came to a little hill

overlooking the water. They climbed the
hill and sat.

For a while longer, neither of them
spoke.
Then, suddenly, Dick began to talk.

"You know, when I was a kid," he said, -

"I lived up in Carmel. The beach there is

beautiful, even more beautiful than this.

And when I wanted to be alone I used to

come to a hill like this. And from it I

used to look down the coast, at the rocks,

at a nunnery way up on a higher hill—at

the vastness, the ocean, the beach, every-
thing. It made me feel real small and
unimportant. But it made me feel good,
too."

The mad woman
"I wish I'd had a place like that to go,"

June said, looking first at Dick and then
down at the water. Slowly, very slowly,
she began to talk about her own childhood
—the same story she was eventually to

tell Modern Screen readers in the August
'58 issue—about the poverty of those
early years, about a mother who was
loo sick to take care of her properly
and who turned her over to another
woman, a mad woman as it turned out

—

a woman who for years beat and tor-
tured and threatened her and very nearly
ruined her life.

"Yes," June said again when she'd fin-

ished her story, "I wish I'd had a place
like that to go to, a pretty quiet beach, a
nice quiet normal life, a life like yours
probably was, Dick—without any prob-
lems, anything to ever worry about or feel

different about."
"I had problems," Dick said simply.
June smiled.
"Not like yours," Dick said. "But—

"

He stopped. He looked away. He was
silent now but it was as if he was asking
Why would you want to hear anything
about me?
June seemed to catch the quiet ques-

tion. She brought her hand up to Dick's
shoulder and held it there for a moment,
till Dick turned back around to look at her
again.
June, he saw, was still smiling. And it

was the warmest, loveliest, most sympa-
thetic smile he'd seen in a long, long time.
And slowly, very slowly, he too began

to talk—as June had a little while
earlier—about himself, about the people
who'd been close to him, about the ups,
the downs, the little and the big things
that had happened to him through the
years, the things that made him what he
was right now, this minute.
"Everything was great up until the time

I was twelve," he said, starting somewhere
in the middle. "Until then, the family had
money and we lived in one of the most
beautiful spots in the world. I loved
my dad. I loved my mom. I even loved
my sister, Eadie, though I guess I thought
I hated, loathed and despised her at the
time. It was funny with Eadie because

—

though I couldn't be crazier about her now
—my mom really favored me when I was
younger. I guess it's because Mom had
lost a son by a previous marriage before
I came along and so her love kind of

doubled up on me when I did come along.

Eadie resented this. And I resented hern
resenting it. And so things weren't so

'

good between us there for a while.
"But, anyway, things in general were

still pretty swell. I had my family, my I

friends, my dogs ... I had about every-
thing a kid could hope for. t

A fabulous man
"My dad was a fabulous man. He was

only a high school graduate when he i

went into World War I as a corporal, but 1

he came out a colonel by the end of the
war. After that, he went on a self-study
course and in a few years he was one of
the smartest men in all of California. He
did well from then on. Everything he did
was good and profitable and just right.

Until World War II started, that is, and
he decided he wanted to go back into the
service.

"I'll never forget the night before he
was supposed to report back to duty. We
sat around after dinner, talking. I was very
proud that I was allowed to stay up late

for such a special occasion, proud that my
dad was going to go off to be a hero again.
I remember being a little concerned about
something my dad himself was concerned
about—the fact that he'd been gassed a
little in that first War and his heart had
never been first-rate since and that he'd
been taking special pills for the past few
weeks to keep his blood pressure down for
the physical he'd have to take at camp
the following day. But still, to me, this

was only a little something to be con-
cerned about. What was important was
that my dad, this dad I idolized, was off

to do another good job and that he was
allowing me to stay up late just so I

could say good night to him.
"Except that that goodnight turned out

to be good-bye. Because when I woke up
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1. I LIKE RICKY NELSON:

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

2. I LIKE LIZ TAYLOR:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

3. I LIKE THE EVERLY BROTHERS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

more than almost any stars a lot

am not very familiar with them
I READ: Dall of theirstory Dpart Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

4. I LIKE NATALIE WOOD:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her

I LIKE ROBERT WAGNER:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: alloftheirstoryDpartDnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

5. I LIKE MARIA SCHELL:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

6. I LIKE HUGH O'BRIAN:

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

7. I LIKE TAB HUNTER:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-

pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

8. I LIKE DICK CLARK:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

9. I LIKE INGRID BERGMAN:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

10. I LIKE JAYNE MANSFIELD:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her

I READ: all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

11.1 LIKE DICK SARGENT:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

Age. NAME ADDRESS.
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CITY. STATE.

am not very familiar with him
I READ: all of his story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

12. I LIKE DIANE JERGENS:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

13. I LIKE CAROL LYNLEY:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her
I READ: all of her story part none
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all

14. I LIKE MARK DAMON:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him
I READ: nail of his story part Dnone
IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely Q completely fairly well

very little not at all

15. I LIKE PAUL ANKA:
more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

Ram not very familiar with him
READ: all of his story part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-com-
pletely completely fairly well

very little not at all
'



the next morning mv dad was dead. He'd
had a heart attack during the night. And
he was gone just like that. ..."
Dick looked away from June and to

his right, out at the silver-black waters
of the Pacific as he went on:

"Things really changed after that. I

seemed to grow away a little from
the rest of my family. Suddenly, I didn't

seem to want any friends any more. I was
turning into a messed-up kid.

"It was at about this time, too, that I

went off to military school.

"And boy, how I hated that!

"I guess for one thing I was smarter
than most of the other kids, and that

didn't help. And then at the same time I

began to find it hard, physically—to feel

like anything other than a tall, frail, idiotic-

looking kid. I was really something to

see. I shot up six inches in this one year
between twelve and thirteen. Well, there's

nothing like a jump like that to throw
your equilibrium off, and gradually I

developed into a real goof-ball. I couldn't

do sports well. I was ashamed to stand in

formation with the other kids, because I

was so much taller. Everything seemed
to embarrass me.

Smiling with TB

"So what did I do? I got sick. I got
TB. in fact. I think I had a subconscious
desire to get it, just so I could get out from
the academy Whatever the reason, I got
it and nobody could seem to understand
why I was smiling the afternoon they car-
ried me away on a stretcher off to a
hospital, while a dozen instructors stood
at the academy door tsk-tsking the fact

that I probably would never be able to
come back "

Dick smiled now at the recollection of

that afternoon and he turned to June
again
He told her next about the following

few years in another school, a better and
somewhat friendlier school. And then
about the toughest years of all—the
years in which the self-styled tall, frail,

idiotic-looking kid tried to grow up and
decide what he wanted to do with his life.

In the back of his mind, always, was
the big wish to become an actor—even if it

meant peanut butter sandwiches every day
at least once a day for year after year
after year. Which it did.

Because when Dick was graduated from
high school, what money his family had
had after his father's death was gone. And
nobody pays you anything for wanting to

be an actor.

So came the choice—the theater and all

its hardships: or a nice respectable try at
the business world. Dick wasn't sure. He
thought it might be wise to try them both.
He went to college with what money

he'd earned from odd jobs here and there,
majoring in business for a while and then
switching over to drama. And with the
money he had left, he stocked up on the
peanut butter.
Then, college over with, he started out

to conquer the world. Or, at least, those
few high-priced acres of it known as Hol-
lywood, California.
Nothing, but nothing, happened at first.

And he used to give up acting every six
months. To fill the gaps, he went back to
tackling those odd jobs.
Then he got an unexpected check from

his grandfather's estate. Not a big one, but
enough to use half the money as a down-
pavment on a house.
With the rest, he figured he could live

comfortably for at least a year while he
made the studio and tv rounds.
Then came the call from the family

doctor in Carmel.
"Dick," the doctor said, "Your mother

has just had a heart attack—

"

"How much is it going to cost, Doctor?"

Dick asked firmly, interrupting him.
The doctor named a figure.

"I've got it," Dick said.

What to do with life

What he didn't say was that that was all

the money he had in the world—less a

few hundred dollars he'd have to raise

somehow, that from here on in the fluke
luck was over, that from here on in it

was going to take a decision, a really big
decision, about what he was going to do
with the rest of his life.

He made his decision a few nights later,

while sitting in a quiet Carmel hospital
room, a few feet from his sleeping mother's
bed.

"I'm going to be an actor," he decided,
very simply, "come hell, high water or
both . . . I'll rent out the house . . . I'll

fix up the garage attic and live there . . .

I'll go back to peanut butter sandwiches
again, for as long as I have to . . . I'll

hound every casting director in town till

they're so tired of me they'll have to give
me a job . . . I'll stop being a kid . . .

I'll be a man . . . And with God's help
I'll get there, I'll get there, I'll get there!"
And so he did.

There was a job for Dick soon after—his

first professional job, on the Joan Davis
TV show.
Next came two assignments for West

Point, another tv plum.
Then the movies beckoned. The movies

didn't happen to beckon very hard—this

first time round for Dick being a one-day
stint in Love Me Tender, a Hollywood
first for Elvis Presley, too. But it was
a job and it paid $75 and it was a step in

the direction of a second movie

—

Berna-
dine. . . .

Then he threw himself back on the
sand. His eyes caught a fistful of stars

directly overhead. "Hey, look," he cried.

June leaned back, too: "How beautiful."
"You know, it's funny," Dick said. "At

night I'll wish on the first star I see, al-

ways, and then I don't know whether to

wish for me or someone else, and so I

usually confuse the star by asking for so
many things."

"I do the same thing," June said.

They looked at each other for a long,

very long moment.
Then June looked back up. She picked

out a star and took her wish. "There,"
she said "Now it's your turn. Dick."

"I already took mine," Dick said, "—and
only one this time."
-"I guess I can't ask what it was," June

said, smiling.
"Uh-huh," Dick said, smiling back.
Then Dick asked, very quickly, "June,

this Saturday, would you like to go out?
For the day, I mean. We can listen to some
hi-fi records at my place and then we
can come to the beach and then maybe
we can go back to my place for a bar-
becue."
June nodded. "Yes," she said.

"Yes?" Dick asked.
"Yes." June said.

"Well!" Dick said. And with that, he
jumped up from where he lay and helped
June up, too, and together they started

to walk toward the car.

It was just before they got to the car,

in fact, that Dick turned and looked up
again and winked at a certain winking
star.

"Thanks," he said.

"Did you say something?" June asked,
turning too.

"No." Dick said, trying to hide his smile
and taking her hand again and begin-
ning to run towards the car, as if by
running it would make Saturday come
that much sooner. END

Dick and June will soon be seen in

20th Century-Fox's Mardi Gras.
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liz today

(Continued from page 23) of Liz's sons,
whom she had taken to her home. She
talked constantly of them to Liz.

"Liz, you should have seen Chris today.
I gave him a glass of milk with his lunch,
and the first thing I knew, he was pouring
it into his egg. And he looked up at me
with this innocent face, and said, 'I'm

makin' puddin'.' Isn't that a riot?"
Anxiously, she would watch Liz for a

response, a smile, even a nod. But the
flushed face on the pillow wouldn't even
turn towards her. Defeated, Debbie would
at last go home.
And in the darkened bedroom, Liz would

repeat, "I want to die ... I want to die. . .
."

Instantly, a dozen people would be at her
side.

"No, Liz, you don't mean that."

"Poor child. Here, I'll fix your pillow."
"Poor Liz. . .

."

"Liz, it's God's will that you live. . .
."

The sobbing would begin again. "I wish
I had been with him. . .

."

The first step

And then one day, her sister-in-law
strode to the bedside. She and Liz had not
been as close as many sisters-by-marriage,
partly because Howard Taylor preferred to
raise his family outside of Hollywood, out-
side show-business circles. But she had
been with Liz since Mike's death, running
the house, seeing that doctor's orders were
carried out.

Now she walked to Liz and stood in front
of her, hands on hips.

"Elizabeth, you ought to be ashamed!"
In the shocked silence, her voice was

loud and clear. "You have three chil-

dren. Two sons and Mike's own baby. It's

your duty to get yourself strong and well
to look after them, no matter how you
feel."

She bent over Liz.

"Mike would be furious if he could hear
you now!"
The silence continued as she turned and

left the room. Eyes followed her to the
door, then turned quickly to Liz.

And saw that she had stopped sobbing.
That her eyes were opened. That she lay

against her pillows, not dazed, not numbed
—but as if for the first time she had heard
something that made sense, something
she needed to hear.
Ten minutes later, she sat up.
"Where are my children?" Liz Taylor

asked.
She had taken the first step on the long,

hard road back.

That was the day of the Academy
Awards. That evening, for the first time,

Liz came downstairs and seated herself

before the television set. She remained
there, watching calmly, until the an-
nouncement that a technical award was
given to the Todd-AO camera process.

That was too much; that brought back
too clearly the memorv of the other Oscar
night, of Mike kissing her and bounding
down the aisle. She went to pieces and had
to be helped back to her room.
Several people followed her, clucking

sympathetically, almost in tears.

"I knew you wouldn't be able to take
it. . .

."

"Don't try to think, dear, just lean on
me. . .

."

The decision

Listening to them, the three men closest

to Liz came to a decision. They were her
brother Howard, her 'dear son'-—Mike
Todd, Jr., and Arthur Loew, Jr., who had
been her friend since childhood—once a
frequent date, now a beloved friend.

Liz had to be gotten away from these

well-meaning, but tragically wrong people.
She had had enough of tears and sym-

pathy.
She had to learn to stand alone.

She had to look forward instead of back.
The next day Arthur suggested to her

that she spend a while at his sister's

ranch near Tucson.
Liz hesitated, said she'd think it over,

then said no. She wasn't up to it, said she
couldn't. . . .

An hour later, Arthur had his sister

June on the phone, talking to Liz. And
again, Liz heard words that made sense.

"You must come. You must get away
from places filled with memories, Liz. The
change of air will do wonders for you.
And besides, my mother would love to

see you."
They were words Mike would have ap-

proved.
So she went, for three weeks.
She found herself treated as an honored

and beloved guest, but not as a bedridden
invalid. She made a trip to see Arthur and
June's mother a short distance away. She
visited Jean Simmons and Stewart Granger
on their nearby ranch. She awoke to the
smells and sounds that had been so dear to

her as a child—horses, drying hay, animals
everywhere. Associations that had nothing
to do with Mike, but with the world that
had been hers before him—and would be
hers again.
She returned to Hollywood much

stronger, and took her babies home.
She was still not ready to face strangers,

to return to work. But she could go
through a day without breaking down.
At the time of Mike's death, he and Liz

had been living in a sprawling old house
in the hills for almost three months. By
the time Liz got back from the ranch, the
lease was up and the doctors were ad-
vising very strongly against Liz' staying
on—if she wanted to avoid the nervous
collapse that had been so close. While
she was gone, several of her friends
hunted for another place she could rent
until she was ready to buy or build a
permanent home.

No memories of Mike

Arthur Loew took her to see two of the
houses they had found. She looked at the
first, and didn't care for it. She walked
through the second one slowly, room by
room, pausing at windows, touching the
walls.

Finally she turned to him and said wist-
fully, "This is just the kind of home Mike
liked so well. . .

."

Arthur nodded. Then he took the real
estate agent aside.

"Sorry," he said. "Nothing doing."
An hour later, Mike Todd, Jr., spoke to

Liz.

"I think you should take a cottage at

the Beverly Hills Hotel. It'll have lots

of room for you and the kids and the
nurse, and you can get all the service
you need. Besides. . .

."

He didn't have to finish the sentence. By
now Liz knew the unspoken words.
There were no memories of Mike at the

Hotel.

That was the trouble with having lived
with Mike Todd. There was almost no-
where in the world they hadn't been to-
gether.

She was still hiding, and she knew it.

But she needed time. Mike always gave
her time.

So she moved into the hotel, and every
weekend she left it for La Jolla, where she
and the children stayed with Howard and
his wife. What they said to her there,
what they did for her, nobody knows.
But it was after one of those weekends

that Liz called the studio.

"I'm coming back to work."



Color your Hair
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It was a hard decision. Cat On A Hot Tin

Roof was not an easy movie to make under
the best of circumstances—but for Liz it

was now a thousand times harder.

The scenes she had to do dealt with
death—Big Daddy's death by cancer.

And there was one scene that had to be
photographed at Santa Monica's Cover Air-
field, when Big Daddy arrived by plane.

No one knew how she would get through
that one, how Liz—who had been so care-

fully shielded from memories—could stand
plunging into them this way.
The night before the scene was shot,

she woke up screaming at three in the

morning, seeing in her dreams Mike's
plane going down in flames.

She reached for a telephone, dialed Eddie
and Debbie's number. Eddie answered,
sleepy.

"Eddie," she sobbed, "it's me, Liz. I'm

sorry to wake you. I'm sorry
—

"

He was awake instantly. "Any time,

honey," he said. "Anytime at all."

They talked for almost an hour, till

Liz was able to go back to sleep.

She got through the scene the next day
like a trouper.
Another step had been taken.

One terrible moment
She began to spend more and more

time with her children. They gave her one
terrible moment—it happened the day the
boys came home to her. She had welcomed
them with open arms, trying not to cry.

Michael had looked around the room.
"Where's Mike?"

Liz had taken a deep breath, prepared
for the question. "Mike isn't here, darling.

He's dead."
Five years old, Michael had understood

that this meant Mike had gone away for

good. He nodded, silent. But Chris, three,

had never heard the word. He picked it

up as if it were a new toy.

"Mike is dead," he had chanted. "Mike
is dead, yes, he's dead, Mike is dead, dead,

dead—

"

Until Liz, still trembling constantly on
the brink of hysteria, had clapped her
hands over her ears and began to scream.

But that was the only time, the only bad
moment. Since then she told friends, she
vowed never to lose control in front of

the children—and she kept her vow. Her
first smiles were for them, welcoming
them home. She watched them at play,

held them in her arms, and more smiles
followed. She kept her tears for herself.

That was what Mike would have wanted.
It wasn't all progress, though. There were

days of agony when she slipped the disc

in her back that had troubled her for
years. It put her to bed at a time when
she was just finished with Cat, and looking
desperately for something else to do,

something to keep her looking ahead,
something to keep her too busy to re-
member. But for days she was forced to

lie flat in bed, to groan with pain—and to

remember Mike flying her from Mexico to

New York on a stretcher, Mike telling her,

"I'm going to make you well—me, Mike
Todd."
There was nobody this time to make

her well except herself.

And she did it. She had to get well, be-
cause she had to face the press—meet
newsmen for the first time since their

cameras had pointed at her at Mike's
funeral. Then she had been drugged,
only half aware of what was hap-
pening. Since then she had been in hid-
ing, protected by her friends. Now she
was going to start a new movie, Busman's
Holiday, and there was a press conference
set up. Mike had never missed a press
conference in his life. Neither would she.

Mike Todd, Jr. went to the conference with
her, and watched her greet newsmen with

dignity, with smiles. He heard her say

gently:

"Please, ask my sweet son your ques-
tions. The men in the Todd family do most
of the talking."

She was on display for the first time;

she knew that . reports of her behavior,

her calmness or her hysteria would be
broadcast through the world, and she was
determined to come through.

Twenty-five and very old

With Mike, Jr.'s help, she made it. She
even smiled when they asked her if it

was true she would sing in the picture.

"I'll have to make the recording in the

bathtub," she said. The newsmen grinned.

Then Liz said, "It's been a long, long

time since I've sung. I haven't sung since

I was very young."
The grins faded. She was twenty-five

years old, and her youth had become,
overnight, a memory.
When plans for the picture were sud-

denly cancelled, her friends were stricken.

Work was what she needed, work had
done her good, kept her busy. Whenever
she was idle, her appetite disappeared, the
children couldn't seem to make her laugh,

the nightmares began again, the Fishers'

phone would ring in the middle of the
night.

Worried, Montgomery Clift called her
from New York and begged her to fly out
for a few days, see some shows with him.
She went, drugged against the long hours
on the plane. Monty has always been good
for Liz, and he didn't fail her this time.

He fed her Hawaiian food, remembering
that she liked it, and saw that she ate

every bit. He took her to shows, and to

Eddie Condon's to listen to jazz, and for

long walks to bring color back to her pale

cheeks. He cooked spaghetti for her at his

apartment, and when he put her back on
the plane for the Coast, it was with the
promise that he would be out to join her
soon.
He did her so much good, in fact, that

she deliberately refused sedation on the

way home, though they were to fly almost
directly over the place where Mike's plane
went down.
The time had come, she told Monty, to

stop running away. It would be harder

—

but it was the only way back.
Her friends on the Coast knew how hard

it would be. They tried not to leave her
alone for a moment. Arthur Loew

—

though there was no question of romance
between him and Liz—gave up his dozens
of dates to be with her everywhere. He
took her to a screening of Cat On A Hot
Tin Roof. He took her to Tucson again. He
even took her to a nightclub, where a
comic, famous for picking on the celeb-
rities in his audience, teased Liz good-
naturedly about her looks, her acting.

She wasn't up to laughing, but neither
did she run.

And then Eddie Fisher asked her to

come to his opening at the Tropicana in

Las Vegas.

The hardest test

It was probably the hardest thing Liz
had been asked to do since the tragedy.
She and Mike had been many times to

Vegas. An opening, with its gaudy, loud,

expensive excitement, was the kind of

thing Mike had loved, had enjoyed to the
fullest, had filled with his roaring laugh-
ter, his dynamic presence.

This was the hardest test of her new
life without Mike—and Liz elected to

meet it. She said yes, and Arthur Loew
said he would take her.

She dressed for the opening in black

—

a simple, sleeveless French jersey cocktail

dress—and she wore her magnificent
diamond and ruby necklace, earrings, and
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Blends-in gray. More than a rinse but
not a permanent dye. Lasts through 3
shampoos! 10 beautiful shades. 29*
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frank
intimate . . . adult ...

the unforgettable story of a love

affair between a young girl and
an older married man . .

.

A Certain Smile by Francoise Sagan

"The reader is given the somewhat embarrassing

feeling of having opened a young girVs intimate

diary by mistake. But tvho ever put such a diary .

down?"
San Francisco Examiner
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NOW A WONDERFUL MOTION PICTURE
'. starring

i Rossano Brazzi Christine Carere
•

. Joan Fontaine ^-Bradford Dillman

A 20th Century-Fox movie

bracelet. She went backstage to wish
Eddie luck, and when he wanted to make
the photographers, with their flashbulbs
and pressure, leave—she wouldn't let him.
"Let them stay, and take pictures. That's

what they're here for. I didn't come to

be a damper on your big night."

She meant it. She went back to her
table and tried to throw herself into the
gaiety of the room. For the first time, she
was surrounded by people who weren't
there to comfort her, but to applaud some-
one else. She laughed at jokes. She tried

to eat. When she thought no one was
looking, her face sobered and her eyes
traveled wistfully over the crowds, laugh-
ing and dancing. Arthur Loew saw her,

and reached across the table.

Ray Bolger's philosophy at the
track: "The less you bet, the more
you lose when you win."

Sidney Skolsky
in the New York Post

Buy the DELL book ... On Sale Wherever Paperbacks Are Sold

"Would you care to dance—just once,
Liz?"
She hesitated for a long moment, then

she smiled and put her hand in his. He
led her out to the dance floor, and for the
first time in months, she felt a man's arms
around her.

They danced one dance, Liz almost stiff

with tension, with the necessity to smile.

When he led her back to the table, Rock
Hudson, sitting nearby, stood up and
walked over to her. "Would you care to

dance with me?"
Rock had been her co-star in Giant. He

had been one of her closest friends during
her marriage to Mike Wilding. She stood

up again.
But there is a limit. They danced a few

steps, then Liz smiled wanly.
Rock walked her back to her table.

But she didn't break down. Because
Mike would have been furious if she had
spoiled Eddie's opening.
The show began. If she remembered how

Mike loved Eddie's voice, called him 'my
kid,' if she wept because Mike would have
wanted to be here—then she wept inside.

Nobody saw a tear.

She was Liz Taylor, widow, at a party
her husband should have been at. And
she was determined not to spoil it.

The show ended. Eddie Fisher took his

bows and then began to introduce the
celebrities in the room. After each name,
there was a round of applause.

He came to the end. He took a deep
breath and then he said, "And now, ladies

and gentlemen, I want to introduce my
very dear friend, Elizabeth Taylor Todd,
who has done me the great honor of com-
ing here tonight."

The sound of the applause was incredible.

It was thunderous, it was universal, and
it had a quality that was almost impos-
sible to describe. It was not the applause
of fans for a star. It was the applause of

people for a woman, for bravery, for

courage. It was the sound of admiration
and respect.

And Elizabeth Taylor, dressed in

black, rose slowly to meet it. She stood

up straight and tall, with her jewels flash-

ing, and acknowledged the ovation. She
bowed her head. She smiled. So that every-
one could see how Mike Todd's widow was
coming back to life. So that they could
know she was doing what Mike would have
wanted her to do.

So that Mike Todd, if he was watching
anywhere, could be proud of his Liz. END

Watch for Liz in MGM's Cat On A Hot
Tin Roof.
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(Continued from page 35) was scheduled
for the following night. France had con-
fided to Dick that she was really dis-

tressed.

If she was upset when we arrived, she

didn't show it at all. She welcomed us to

her small studio apartment, made us feel

completely at ease. She was wearing an
Oriental kimono, and I commented on it.

"I like to lounge in loose clothes," she

said.

She had been painting a portrait of a
mother and child with a fine-line brush
and India ink. Dick asked her to show
me some of her other paintings.

In her broken-English dialect, she said

sweetly—without false modesty or em-
barrassment, "If you like. But they are

nothing. I just paint for fun, to do some-
thing with the time."

"I've always wanted to paint," I told

her, "to capture a quality or a mood on
paper. But no go. I always end up with
a mish-mash—

"

"What means this mish-mash?" she
asked softly, smiling.

"Mish-mash," I said laughing, "means
a mess!"
She laughed too, and there was a lively,

star-like twinkle in her dark eyes. She
opened a bureau drawer, took out a

couple of her drawings and showed them
to me.

Learning from weeping

Then France showed me a mural she
had painted, a wide-branched tree that

cried. The tears fell onto the ground, and
beautiful rose blooms grew from them.

I wondered about it. "Is it supposed to

mean something?"
"Oh," she said, "my father's people be-

lieve you learn from weeping. Not selfish

weeping, but honest weeping. You sow
the tears and you can grow something
beautiful—inside," and she pointed to her
heart.

Do I have to tell you I was entranced,
fascinated with her? I looked at her
long black hair, dark slanting eyes and
pale lemony coloring. She was only sev-
enteen or eighteen, but she had such
understanding. I asked about her parents.

She told me her father was Chinese, her
mother French. She was what people
here call Eurasian. Her father, a navi-
gator, sailed to Marseilles on a mission,

fell in love with a Frenchwoman and mar-
ried her.
Remember I mentioned that th v s

weren't going right for France? Dick be-
gan to pry at her troubles. She didn't

want to bother us with "such silliness,"

she said.

The trouble was this. Her studio wanted
her to go to the premiere of South Pacific

as a Hollywood glamour girl.

"They want me to get dressed up in

lots of furs and fancy clothes. They give

me these clothes from the wardrobe de-
partment. But these clothes," she said

with a tone of melancholy, "these clothes,

they are not me. I am not Marilyn Mon-
roe. I cannot wear her kind of dresses.

This is my trouble," she said.

The studio asked her then to buy her
own. But she couldn't afford the elegant
Beverly Hills shops where evening dresses
sell for a king's ransom.

"So, I borrow a dress dummy," she
said, "and I make my own clothes. I

buy some silk for ten dollars. And for

a coat, I have a problem because coat
material, it is so expensive in this coun-
try. Everybody says if I get Hollywood
salary I can afford Hollywood clothes.

But I am not a star. I'm only a starlet,

and I get a small salary and I send it

home to my mother to pay the bills on

our house in France. Anyway," she said,

"don't you think a girl should dress for

her—whatyoucallit?—personality?"
Dick and I agreed with her. "So what

did you do?" I wanted to know.
"Wait!" she said. "I show you." She

went through the mural-walled foyer to

her small bedroom.
I looked around at the things she did

with the place, this tiny doll's home of

an apartment. It had been furnished in

a nothing-special way by the studio—but
with an embroidered scarf, a vase of lemon
leaves, a mural of a crying tree and a
few other simple touches France managed
to bring her special spirit into a very
ordinary room.
No sooner did I tell Dick, "Why didn't

you bring me here before?" than she came
out of the bedroom wearing a floor-length

Oriental sheath—a knock-out. I think
Oriental dresses are much sexier than
the tight- fitting dresses lots of guys like

on girls. Oriental dresses suggest, rather

than point out—and suggestion can drive

your imagination crazy.

Fan-fan's dress

Her sheath, of flowered silk—orange and
yellow blossoms against a shimmering
white background, was cut simply. There
was a slit along the side of the skirt, all

the way up the calf of her leg.

"You like?" she said shyly, her eyes
looking at us fearfully as if we were a
Supreme Court jury.

"Oh yes," Dick and I chimed.
She smiled, then ran into her bedroom

and came out with an olive-green cape
thrown over her shoulders. The cape was
lined with the flowered silk of the dress.

It was breathtaking.
"France!" I said, overwhelmed.
"You call me Fan-Fan," she said with

a smile in her eyes.

"Fan-Fan," I said, "this cape is ter-
rific. Where did you get it?"

She turned around for us to admire it.

The cape had rich, deep folds that fell

to the floor with great elegance. Here
and there along the back of it a delicate
pattern of silk posies had been sewn on the
heavy wool.
"Fan-Fan," I said, "Where'd you get

it?" I harbored a suspicion her mother
sent it to her as a gift from the dress

salons of Paris.

She twirled around once more. She was
so thrilled we liked it. The cape, she said,

cost her $2.50—a surplus blanket from
an Army and Navy Store; the pattern
cost her $1.00.

Dick and I were bowled over. I would
have sworn it was a Dior design, the kind
you see on the cover of Vogue Magazine,
the kind that costs a sweet fortune. . . .

No sooner had I met Fan-Fan than I

lost touch with her. She was called to

New York for personal appearances. But,
I wondered about her often—almost every
day. She had me curiously intrigued.

What was she really like? Was this won-
derful child-like quality always a part of

her? What fascinated me especially was
that she had a child-like air yet the quiet
understanding of a woman.
Was it a month later—it seems like

forever—when Dorothy Wood called me
about Dick's birthday . . . Dot and her
husband are both dear friends of mine

—

and of Dick's. Her husband was out of

town on business for a couple days and
she said she was lonesome.
"How about it?" Dot asked over the

telephone. "A paint party for Dick? You
know his birthday is coming up soon.

Anyone you want to invite who knows
Dick and wants to paint him a picture?"

Dick had just bought a small one-bed-
room house, furnished it sparsely out of 61



economic necessity. Dot's idea of paint-
ings as gifts was a good one. They'd
brighten up the bare walls and add a lot

of charm.
"I'm not much of a painter, Dot—but I'll

try. Say, you know who's a terrific

artist?"

"Who?"
"Fan-Fan."
"Who?" she said, implying I had gone

nuts.
"Fan-Fan. France Nuyen. Do you

know if she's come back to town?"
"Oh, France," she said. "I've met her.

Isn't she a dream of a girl? Dick told
me she was here for a couple of days for
some photo layouts or something. She's
got to go back East for interviews. Life
magazine's running a story on her.

"Listen," she said. "I'll buzz France and
see if she can make it tonight."

"I'll be sure to be there," I told her
before we said good-bye.

A special angel

That night when I went to Dot's for

dinner, I didn't know what to expect. It

was a warm June night with a young
summer moon, a silvery crescent in an
evening sky without stars.

Fan-Fan was there. She was wearing
an ivory cotton dress and her long black
hair fell on her shoulders. The inscrutable
look in her face gave her a Mona Lisa
quality. I wished I could paint her.

She said hello. The way she pro-
nounced my name it sounded like 'Top.'

"I'm so glad you could come," I said

to Fan-Fan. She looked at me shyly and
smiled.

"Start thinking up ideas, you two, for

Dick's paintings," Dot said. "France has
to leave early—so we won't have much
time."
Dot retired to the kitchen.
"Why must you leave?" I asked her,

sitting next to her on the white-iron patio

settee.

"I must go to New York. They say I

must be there tomorrow morning for in-

terviews. So I will fly tonight."

For a moment neither of us spoke. We
looked out at the vast night and breathed
the sweet honeysuckle air.

"How're you going to the airport?" I

asked her.
"I take TWA limousine."
"No," I said very grandly. "Don't do

that. Let me drive you. I have my
truck with me." This sounds funny, I

know. But it's true. I was driving my
blue Ford pick-up.
She said, "Okay, Top!"
We sat there, looking at each other and

making small talk—but with Fan-Fan
small talk is an art. She makes it into

special talk.

I said, "My mother calls the people she
likes her special angels!"

"Yes?" Fan-Fan said softly.

"So I want you to be one of my special

angels," I told her.

"Okay, Top," she said, and we both
laughed.
Then I asked, "When you come back to

Hollywood, can I have a date with my
special angel, Fan-Fan?"
She laughed again, and said shyly, "Yes,

Top."
Dot came out after a while, told us din-

ner was ready. It was after nine o'clock.

We were dining at a fashionably late hour,
Hollywood style.

It was a wonderful dinner. Dot served
broiled shrimp with an herb-butter sauce,
a huge garden salad, fresh fruit cup for

dessert and demi-tasse.

"What time should you be at the air-
port?" I asked Fan-Fan.
"Twelve o'clock," she said. "Midnight,

62 you call it."

"Why don't you call the airlines for

a double-check? Sometimes the planes
leave late," I told her.
Fan-Fan went to the telephone to

make her call. I told Dot I was driving
Fan-Fan to the airfield.

"Can I come too?" Dot asked excitedly.
"No," I told her brashly, quickly, with-

out thinking. I saw a stunned, hurt ex-
pression come over Dot's face. She was
crushed by my curtness and refusal.

Fan-Fan hung up the telephone, an-
nounced her plane was on time.

In the next hour we painted pictures
for Dick. Dot painted a colorful, roly-
poly clown, Fan-Fan painted a yellow
and black butterfly, and I tried to paint
Fan-Fan but made a mess of every-
thing.
"Oh well," I said, "at least Dick'll have

two pictures he can be proud of. Mine's
a mish-mash."
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"Hey, Top," Fan-Fan said. "Mish-
mash means mess!"
"Good girl," I told her.

Fan-Fan asked Dot to come to the air-

port with us. Dot said no, she had things
to do.

We piled into the truck and Dot told

us good-bye.
Soon, Fan-Fan and I were driving

along the highway to Los Angeles Inter-

national Airport.
"Why didn't Dorothy come with us?"

Fan-Fan asked in a low voice. "She
seemed so sad when we said good-bye."

"I didn't want her to," I said. I told her
I wanted to be alone with you."
"Top," she said, "you are mean." Then,

out of the blue, she said, "I bet you kill

bugs."
"Yes, I do."
"Poor things," she said. "I never kill

them. I try to understand them."
Then she told me I was selfish. I was

wrong to hurt Dorothy like that. You

should always think of the other person,
consider their feelings.

Fan-Fan was right. Dot had been our
hostess, prepared a wonderful meal—and I

I slapped her in the face, you might say,

by not letting her join us.

"I feel terrible," Fan-Fan said. "Dot is

all alone. Her husband, he is away."
"Oh, Fan-Fan," I said, hating myself, f

"why did I do it, why did I hurt her?"
Fan-Fan turned and looked at me. I

took my eyes off the road for a minute
\

and looked at her. "Nothing is torn," she
j

said, "that cannot be mended." She made
me promise I would call Dot in the morn- 1

ing and apologize for my rudeness and
]

selfishness.

"In the Orient," she said, "it's correct

always not to think of yourself, to think 1

of your friends. Isn't that true here?"
I was ashamed to say it should be, but

wasn't true of me—always.

Tab learns a lot

We arrived at the airport. I checked
her suitcase for her. We didn't have
much time, but we tried to sip a quick
lemonade in the sandwich shop. The air-

lines announcer, all too soon, began sum-
moning the passengers for Fan-Fan's

|

flight over the loudspeaker I gulped my
lemonade. Fan-Fan, like a lady, re- t

fused to be rushed, simply didn't drink the :

rest of hers.
In a few minutes we were in the breezy

outdoors with the din of the airplane
motors roaring in our ears.

"Goodbye, Top," she said. "And thank
you." We shook hands.

"I have a special angel date." I said.

"Remember?"
"I remember," she said, smiling.
She walked through the gate, climbed

\

the curved stairway to the plane's en-
trance where the uniformed hostess
greeted her. Fan-Fan turned, looked for •

me in the group of good-bye-waving peo- !

pie. She smiled and blew me a kiss

—

then ducked into the plane.
I waited. In a few minutes the propel-

lers of the airplane were whirling furi-

ously, and, before I knew it, Fan-Fan
was high up in the sky—a red tail-light

winking at me out of the darkness.
Hands in my pockets I headed for my

pick-up truck in the parking lot. Fan-
Fan was right. I was wrong to have told

Dot not to come along. She would have
enjoyed the ride—and loved being with
us. In the morning I'd call her and
apologize.

I got into my truck, turned on the
ignition and drove the long way home.

I've been thinking of Fan-Fan ever
since—in my dreams, during the work
day, suddenly in the hush of evening when
I hear a plane roaring through the sky.
Five or ten years ago I would have never
appreciated her. I wouldn't have allowed
myself to. I was smug in my rah-rah
Americanism. "Only an American girl for

me," I used to tell people. But, now I've

come to learn life is much more interest-

ing with an open mind. This is a big
wide swinging world, and half the fun
of living is discovering.
Now I can't wait for my date with Fan-

Fan the angel. It hasn't jelled yet. When
I've been in New York, she's been on the
road—and vice-versa. But the time'll come
soon when we can get together. I know it

will.

I'm not sure, but I don't think this is a

love story. It's a how-do-you-do story
that's beginning to border on

—

Oops, before I say it, let's wait and see!
END

Tab appears in Warners' Damn Yankees,
and will soon be seen in That Kind Of
Woman for Paramount.
France will soon be seen in In Love And

War for 20th.
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! everly brothers

\ I (Continued from page 25) cash in restau-

rants. When they got into a new town,

they would hurry into the gas station

—

s
Mom heading for the Ladies' Room and
Dad and the boys for the Men's Room.

I

Then they would wash up and freshen

up so they would look presentable at the

]
audition.

In time, the family had jobs on radio

e
i

stations in Chicago, Kansas City, Waterloo,

e
Knoxville, Evansville and Shenandoah,

.

1

Iowa.

j
Each year, Mom Everly would remind

j

the boys, "You must get your schooling."

In Shenandoah, a town of almost

, [

8,000, the Everlys had a show over KFNF,
5:30 to 6:00 a.m. During the severe Iowa

t

winters getting up at 4:00 was quite an
adventure. Mom would light the oil stove

to take the raw bitterness out of the frigid

air; everybody would dress and hurry out

I

i to the old jalopy and wonder.
When it was below zero, they wondered:
"Will the car start, Dad?"
"Will we have to push it far today, Dad?"
If they managed to make the show, they

i would go through their hymns, old Hank
f Williams songs and typical country tunes.

Then they would drive back home, have
; breakfast, and Don and Phil would go to

school.

There were sicknesses, minor accidents,

;
j

many discomforts—and a lot of loneliness.

! Phil and Don saw so little of boys their

own age. But problems didn't matter much
when a boy's heart is young and his

mother brings him faith.

Don and the chair

I

I Once, Don was standing on a chair to

i

get closer to the mike. It was a folding
i

j

chair, and suddenly the chair did just

that—it folded! And Don was caught in its

terrifying grip. He kept singing Put My
Little Shoes Away to the bitter agonizing
end, and then ran out of the studio weep-
ing.

"Are you crying because your feet got
hurt, Son?"
"No . . . I'm crying because I ruined the

show."
Already the lad was putting the per-

fection of his performance ahead of his

discomfort or pain.
In time, the family brought the boys

splend'ferous but inexpensive cowboy
suits, high boots and cowboy hats. But
the boys were growing so fast they needed
bigger clothes. Of course, Mom was good
at ripping and sewing seams so that a suit

almost grew with the body—but leather
boots could not be stretched.

Since there was no money for new boots,

the boys often went to shows in their

I
stocking-feet. They put on their too-tight

boots at the last moment before making
their entrance.
They sang, their feet cramped in pain.

But no one knew, because the boys had
learned to smile above the pain and saved
their tears until they got out of sight of the
audience.
Sometimes they picked up movie maga-

zines with photos of their favorite stars,

and sometimes they had enough money to
see a new movie. Phil became an Alan
Ladd fan after seeing him in Whispering
Smith and went around for months calling

I

himself Whispering Smith. He even wrote
Ladd for an autographed photo, and re-
ceived one. He gazed at the photo and
sighed, "How wonderful it must be to be

j

a famous star."

j

Not even 25c

|

Another time Phil discovered the joys
I of Abbott and Costello movies, and he
} wrote them for their photo. He got it, plus a

card suggesting that, for twenty-five cents,

he would be mailed a larger one. Phil

didn't have twenty-five cents, and Don
didn't have twenty-five cents to lend him,

and Mom and Dad didn't have twenty-five

cents to spare. So Phil never did send for

that extra-size glossy photo of Abbott and
Costello.

Often, they would become discouraged,

but Mom always reminded them there

were better times coming.
On some of their week-end trips out of

town, they went through Brownie, Ken-
tucky, where they were born—Don on
February 1, 1937, and Phil on January 19,

1939.

Later, they would explain to their

friends about Brownie, "It's not even a

real town, it's so small," they would apolo-

gize. "But it's just outside of Central City!"

Somebody was bound to sneer, "And
what's Central City?"

Phil or Don would say, defensively,

"It's got a population of 5,000 . . . and it's in

Muehlenberg County!"
While Dad drove the car, Mom talked

to the boys about the good and bad things

in life, about the Bible, and people, and
God. "God gave everybody a talent and
a mission in life," she explained. "God gave
Phil a talent for dramatics, and ability to

cope with situations. God gave Don crea-

tive and artistic talent. With faith, each
of you can achieve your mission in life."

The Everly Family act was run on the

basis of equal partnership. Everybody had
chores; nobody had special privileges; the

boys had equal voice on music, routines

or anything that came up. They were treat-

ed like adults. They were not given

allowances. Instead, they had to live on
their share—one fourth—of the family

act's bookings.
In 1950, when Don was thirteen and

Phil eleven, the family radio show in

Shenandoah finished a three-year run.

Mom and Dad, foreseeing the end, had
decided to quit show business.

Dad told the boys, "We're quitting, but

you must go on." Then he joked: "I'm at

a critical point of my life . . . too old to

work and too stubborn to starve."

Starting again

They waited until the end of the school

term, then the family moved to Knoxville,

where Dad enrolled at a barber's college,

and Mom at a beauty-culture school. Be-
cause their earnings were low, Dad was
part-time janitor of the apartment house
they lived in, and Mom cleaned the hall-

ways and stairways.

Dad explained to the boys that he and
Mom had sung the old-fashioned way, the

way the older folks liked them. But the

boys liked to put more beat into the

songs, and this had annoyed some of their

sponsors. One sponsor had called the boys,

contemptuously, "Bobbysoxers!"
But from then on, the boys rehearsed

their own songs, tried for new harmonies
and new effects, and still continued at

school.

But nothing big happened, and one day
Dad button-holed an old friend, Chet
Atkins, the singer, and told him Phil and
Don weren't getting anywhere in Knox-
ville. "I'm going to send them to Nash-
ville; there's more opportunity there.

Would you try to help them?"
Atkins promised to help.

After Don graduated from high school,

Mom took him and Phil to Nashville,

rented a small fieldstone house in suburban
Madison, where it's cheaper, and told the

boys, "You'll be great! Remember, noth-
ing can stop you if you have faith!"

She got a job in a local beauty parlor,

and Dad stayed in Knoxville, at the barber
shop. Phil went to high school, and in the

afternoons and week-ends he and Don 63



made the rounds of the local music pub-
lishers, the disk jockeys and radio stations.

They got work Saturday nights on the
Grand Ole Opry stageshow, but were not
considered good enough to get on the
radio or tv network show that emanated
from the same stage. They weren't really

getting anywhere.
Yet sometimes, there was a lift to their

hopes, as when Don sold a song, Thou
Shalt Not Steal, to Kitty Wells, and another
time when Justin Tubbs recorded a song
Phil and Don had written.
Once, they were so broke, they couldn't

afford to buy a new string for Don's gui-
tar. A box of six strings cost $2.50. "We
can buy a lot of hamburger, spaghetti and
potatoes with $2.50," said Don.
"But you can't go on without the full

strings," said Phil.

Don scurried around, found a sympathet-
ic guitarist, and borrowed a bass string.

Then he prayed he wouldn't break the
string—he knew he was always hard on the
fifth and sixth strings—and at the end of

the show, he returned it. On the next
date, he borrowed a string and later re-
turned it. He did this for several weeks.
Then they got another lift when a big

company, Columbia, recorded them in a
session of four tunes. But the boys were
apprehensive. They felt they had been
nervous and scared and their voices were
not full. And when the record came out

—

The Sun Keeps Shining and Loving Me—
their fear proved to be right. It was a

complete bomb.
Columbia never bothered to release the

other two tunes.
Dad had moved to Hammond, Indiana,

to work in open construction work in 10°

below. It was a hard winter, but Mom
kept urging the boys, "Don't quit . . . keep
trying." She joined Dad in Hammond, and
sent them money when she could. But
most of the time the brothers had to strug-
gle to get their three meals a day.
Don became adept at whipping up the

cheapest, most filling meals: spaghetti,
hamburgers, sandwiches, milk. Finally,
they gave up and notified Mom they were
coming up to Chicago because they had
heard jobs were easier to get. Mom wrote
them back:

Stick it out a bit longer . . . I

have faith in you.
Then the brothers came up against a

new problem. Don fell in love. Her name

the bardot look

(Continued from page 52) "Bardot Look,"
is a challenge to every gal. What is the
answer of the Hollywood stars to such
a new challenge? They do something about
it immediately.
They resolve to pick up the pace of

their popularity rating. They change the
type of their clothes, restyle their hair
(even give it glittering highlights or
change the color of it completely), add to
their accomplishments, re-do their make-
up. In short, they take on a new look that
peps up personality, career, romance,
popularity and just about everything in
life itself.

Gals who are not in the limelight can
fall into many "unpleasant and unpretty
personal carelessnesses" for they do not
generally recognize that they have a box
office poll. Hollywood star, or no, every
gal is in the limelight—has an audience
—just as stars do. This new fall season is

a good time to take stock of yourself.
Look around at the gals in your crowd.
Do you measure up? Do you keep pace
with the new look? If not (and what gal
really doesn't need at least a little re-
doing?), why not try the all -encompassing

was Sue Ingraham, a pretty brunette
secretary a little younger than he.

After a few months' courtship, they
wanted to marry. But Don didn't have a
steady job, he had no money in the bank,
and no real prospects. Besides, Sue's par-
ents thought she was too young.
In desperation, Don borrowed four dol-

lars from Phil toward buying a wedding
ring, and Don and Sue drove across the
border to Georgia, to a small town where
parental consent was not necessary.
They drove back the same day for their

honeymoon in Don and Phil's house.

The break after the bomb
Sue's salary as a secretary helped while

the brothers struggled to find work. About
four months later—March of 1957—Don
and Phil walked into the Rose-Acuff music
publishing firm in Nashville. They had
been recommended to Wesley Rose by
Chet Atkins and a local disc jockey, Bob
Jennings. For an hour and a half, the
brothers sang their songs, and Rose was
so impressed, he phoned Archie Bleyer
of Cadence Records in New York.
"On your next trip to Nashville, I'd like

you to listen to these boys," said Rose.
Bleyer said he had heard the boys' first

record—that bomb—and had not liked it.

But he promised to listen to them anyway.
The following month, Bleyer listened to

the boys and decided to let them record a
new tune, Bye, Bye Love. The boys
learned it in one hour, and cut it.

Then Bleyer asked the boys to come
along to a restaurant for dinner. Don said,

"Sorry, sir, but we left our money home;
we can't come with you." The boys were
broke, but too proud to say so and too
proud to mooch a free meal.
Bleyer explained, "It's customary for a

recording company to take its artists to
dinner. You'll offend me if you don't come."
The boys went.
Still cautious, Bleyer played a tape of

the recording for his seventeen-year-old
step-daughter. She liked it. Then Rose
tried it on his own daughter and his
nephew. They liked it, too, so Bleyer
decided to release the record.
The record was a runaway hit. Out in

April, it was in the Top Ten by June.
Don, refusing to believe his luck, told

Bleyer, "If the record continues to go
well, I'm going to buy a box of strings."

The record passed its first million sales in

power of the "Bardot look!"
The Bardot figure may be hard to dupli-

cate—but you can at least adopt a mini-
mum diet and continue your exercise rou-
tines. As added aid and best friend select

some of the new fall bras and foundation
garments that have been styled to con-
trol your figure and yet give you just that
yummy Bardot-like, and so desirable, full-

ness.

Change your hair-do—color? That's
easy, with a wonderful new home perm
and a good professional styling job.

Change your make-up. That takes a
bit of doing but as you see the new you
emerging you'll love every minute that

you spend in the transition.

Start with your eyes. Analyze them. Be
sure that you are dramatizing them with
correct make-up to give them a real come-
hither allure. Be sure that you accentuate
your lower lashes as well as your upper
lashes. Double lash make-up will frame
your eyes like a picture. Use a colorless

eye pomade to keep your lashes soft and
silky. Curl your lashes to make them more
appealing. (Use it on your lids for added
gleam.)
Use an eye-pencil to extend the outer

corners of the eyes—it will make them
look larger, more open and interested.

August. Don bought the strings.

By June, the boys were being offered 1

big-money bookings. Phil waited until j-1

October before he got up enough nerve i

to make a big purchase: a new hard-top 1

MG. Don waited a few more months and
bought an Oldsmobile sedan.
In time, Sue and Don reconciled with

her family. Mom and Dad Everly had !

never opposed Don's marrying, so there
was no problem there.
The boys then came out with Wake Up

Little Susie and All I Have to Do Is Dream,
also million-record sellers. They guested
on all the top tv shows, and got $10,000
a night with personal appearances.
Don, encouraged, bought a plot of land r

atop a hill in Nashville and will build
a modern house for Sue, himself and

—

some day—their children. "And we will [

have a lot of dogs around," Don says,

"big hunting dogs . . . They're the only
dogs with a purpose in life."

They are very conscious of insurance,
investments, stocks. Each month, their
manager, Wes Rose, gives them a detailed
report of their finances.

Rose or his brother Lester accompanies
the boys on the road. They take a suite

for three, usually relaxing by watching tv
and sending out for snacks. Don and Phil
talk incessantly about hunting dogs,
clothes, movies and cowboy stars. But,
along with the light chatter, Don can be
heard asking, "We pay taxes ... do we get
old-age pensions too?" and "Taxes are so
high, it's hard to save money."
The boys turned down four movie offers.

They don't want to start in the movies
unless they get sympathetic roles.

Don is five-foot-ten, 140 pounds, with
dark hair and gray-blue eyes. Phil is

five-foot-eleven, 160 pounds, with blond
hair and gray-green eyes. Don is twenty-
one and Phil nineteen. They have put in a
combined forty years of hard work and
high hopes, and their first big year brought
them $100,000. Their second year should
bring them twice or three times as much.
When fans gush too much, the brothers

become embarrassed. "It wasn't just us who
did it," Don explains, while Phil nods his

agreement. "Without Dad's patience, we
would have never learned about singing
and music. Without Mom's encouragement
and faith, we would have quit long ago.

,

In our minds, we're still The Everly Fam-
ily." end

Blend on eye-shadow to fully recess the
eyes—try blue, green, even violet. Deepen
the color at the lash line. Reshape your
brows a bit—try the scissor handle tweezer
for precision shaping. Of course, darken
and intensify your brows. Use a-heap and
plenty of mascara (for daytime as well as
dates) . Try the new roll-on mascara. The
new formula is made without turpentine
and it will not sting the eyes. Change your
mascara colors to match your costumes

—

or, your mood. This elaborate eye make-up
will help you with the "Bardot look," and
for sure!

Now the lipline. Try to copy the Bardot
Upline. Fill the lipline to lush fullness
(even outline it first with stick or brush-
then fill)

.

Your make-up—try it pale and doll-like.

Use rosy undertones on your foundations
and powders or all-in-one combinations.
Remove unwanted facial hair with a de-
pilatory—for added daintiness use it on
your legs and arms and, under your arms,
too.

Change your personality! Well, you will,

and automatically, when you have re-done
yourself. You will find that you, your-
self, have met the new challenge, the
"Bardot look"—and successfully! The
guys will tell you so!



(Advertisement)

The Opposite Sex

and Your Perspiration
By Valda Sherman

Did you know there are two kinds of perspiration?

"Physical," caused by work or exertion; and "nervous,"

stimulated by emotional excitement.

Doctors soy this "emotional perspiration" is the big

offender in underarm stains and odor. It is caused by

special glands that are bigger, more powerful, pour out more perspiration,

And this kind of perspiration causes the most offensive odor.

Science has discovered that a deodorant needs a special ingredient

specifically formulated to overcome this offensive "emotional perspiration"

odor. And now it's here . . . the remarkable ingredient Perstop*—the most

effective, yet the gentlest odor-stopping ingredient ever discovered— and

available only in the new cream deodorant ARRID.

Use ARRID daily and you'll be amazed how quickly this new ARRID with

Perstop* penetrates deep into the pores and stops this "emotional perspi-

ration" odor. Stops it as no roll-on, spray-on, or stick could ever do.

You rub ARRID in— rub perspiration out . . . rub ARRID in — rub odor out.

When the cream vanishes, you know you are safe, even when you are

nervous or stimulated by emotional excitement. Doctors have proved
that this new ARRID with Perstop* is actually IV2 times as effective as

all leading deodorants tested.

Remember— nothing protects you like a cream . . . and no cream pro-

tects you like ARRID with Perstop*. So don't be half-safe. Be completely

safe. Use arrid with Perstop* to be sure. Only 43^ plus tax.
• Carter Products trademark for sulfonated hydrocarbon surfactants.

they called me a square

{Continued from page 46) haven't got

strange romantic desires lurking inside me.

And they're not satisfied that I'm not in

love with at least half the young actors in

TV and movies."
There was the time recently, Carol

points out, when a certain magazine ran

a story about her and young James Mac-
Arthur, her co-star in The Light In The
Forest. The implication was that these two
attractive kids had met that first day of

shooting on the set, said hello and fallen

immediately and passionately in love. It

all would have been fine if it were true.

But it wasn't. Fact is, Carol and Jim have
never even dated. Says Carol about her
supposed boyfriend: "I have never seen
anyone surrounded by so many girls. A
girl would see him off at one airport and
there would be another to greet him when
he landed. Wherever he would go, girls

would ask for his autograph—or just be
around, really, surrounding him." Carol
made it very clear that she liked Jim a

lot, that she thought he was a swell fellow

and all that; but she made it clear, too,

that the only time she surrounded him was
when they were working together—and
their working day usually ended at 5:30
p.m.

Then there was the time Carol was sup-
posed to be mad about Tony Perkins. It

all started when she read the following

item in Dorothy Kilgallen's syndicated
newspaper column:

Guests at producer-director Josh
Logan's party at the New York
Luau the other night noted that

Tony Perkins seemed enthralled

with Carol Lynley, and vice versa.

They paid more attention to each
other than to the festivities.

It came to a head a little while later

when Carol picked up a magazine and
saw pictures of herself and Tony taken
at the party. Under the pictures was the

caption:

Beautiful Carol Lynley didn't

want to fall in love—not till she
was 21. Then she met Tony.

Carol couldn't help squirm as she told

us about this meeting. "Tony Perkins was
the first person to arrive at the party,"

she said. "I was second. There was no-
body else around for a while and so, since

we'd never met, we introduced ourselves
and began to talk. Then a photographer
walked in and said, 'Let's take some pic-

tures.' Somebody else rushed along with
a couple of ice cream sodas and told me
and Tony to begin sipping. So we sipped.

And so the photographer began snapping
away. And then, when it was all over, other
people began drifting into the room and
Tony started talking to some of them and
I to others and, believe me, we have never
seen each other since."

Then there was that other time, back in

Hollywood again, when a certain press

agent thought it would be a great idea

for Carol to do some stepping out with
Johnny Saxon. The agent got the idea the
afternoon he and Carol were driving back
from a studio conference and he'd sug-
gested they stop at a health food stand
for some Hollywood-type snack supplies.

They were there a few minutes when an-
other customer walked over to the stand

—

a tall, handsome, black-haired youth.
"Carol," the press agent said, pointing,

when he saw the boy, the brain wheels
beginning to spin already, "you know who
that is?"

Carol looked. "No," she said.

"John Saxon," said the press agent.
"Oh?" Carol said.

"You want an introduction?" asked the
agent.
"Do you know him?" Carol asked back.

"Saw him in This Happy Feeling the

other night," the agent said. "He was
great."

"I mean do you know him, personal-

like?" Carol asked.
"No," the agent said.

"Then I don't want an introduction,"

said Carol.
"But," the agent started to say, "but

wouldn't it be nice if you two met now
and maybe he asked you out tonight or

tomorrow and—

"

"And," Carol interrupted, "somebody
took our picture after five minutes and
said we were in love? No, thank you."
"But—" the agent started again.

He didn't get very far, though. "Be-
cause," says Carol, telling about the wind-
up to the incident, "I just didn't want to

hear any more of that kind of talk and so

I picked up a bag of sesame seeds, the
closest thing to where I was standing, paid
the salesman and went back to the car. . . .

"Now please don't misunderstand me,"
Carol continues. "It had nothing at all to

do with the fellow being Johnny Saxon.

I don't even know him. The fact is that it

could have been anybody and so long as

we hadn't been properly introduced I

wouldn't have thought of going out with
him. You see, I don't go out on dates

much anyway. But when I do, I like to

know a little more about a fellow than the

fact that he's a movie star. And also I

like for my mother to meet him and say,

'Okay, this boy is nice, now go and enjoy

yourselves.'
"I have what may seem to be a very

strange relationship with my mother. We're
not pals. We're not buddies. We're not

sisters. We're mother and daughter—and
she's the mother who tells me what to do
and I'm the daughter who listens. And
until I'm of age, and that age is twenty-
one, I plan to respect my mothei on all

matters, including boys and dates, etc.

"I love my mother.
"She's done an awful lot for me.
"I owe it to her to be the kind of

daughter she'll always be proud of."

Carol remembers, and always will re-
member, the things her mother did for

her—how, after being divorced from her
husband and left all alone with Carol and
her young son, Danny, she got a job as a
waitress at Victor's, a restaurant on Man-
hattan's East Thirty-fifth Street; how she
cared for her two children all day and
worked waiting tables all night; how she
worked even harder when Carol an-
nounced at age eight that she'd please
like to take dancing lessons—not realizing

that dancing lessons cost money; how she
took on a second job when Carol, at age
ten, needed costumes and photographs in

order to enter all the contests her teachers
and friends said she should enter—how
she worked and worked and acted extra
nice to customers so she'd get better and
better tips, how she took the lonely sub-
way home to The Bronx in the lonely early
hours of the morning and then sat in the
kitchen sipping a cup of coffee and count-
ing what she'd earned, making little piles

of the dollar bills and change she picked
out from her purse, saying, "This is for
Carol" and "This is for Danny" and "This
is for food and rent" and "This is for my
carfare tomorrow and maybe that pair of
stockings I need—maybe. . .

."

Carol will never forget, either, the day
all the hard work paid off and she got her
first modeling job. She was ten and a half

now. She'd danced a few weeks earlier

on a television kiddie contest show. She'd
lost the prize—a two-week trip to Florida
and a bike—but someone connected with
the show had remarked on how amaz-
ingly photogenic she was and how she
should be a model. Mrs. Lynley (she has 65



since changed her name from Jones, too)

thought it a crazy idea at first. "You
think at the time that this kind of thing
doesn't happen to your child." But some-
how the advice stuck in her mind and one
day she got Carol dressed in her best
Sunday dress and brought her to a big
New York modeling agency. Within hours,
Carol was having her hair cut

—
"It was

beautiful and blonde," recalls her mom,
"but, like the lady at the desk said, about
two feet too long, so I borrowed a scissors

and cut it I did!"

"Now you'll bill us of course," the lady
at the desk said to Mrs. Lynley twenty
minutes later, after the picture was taken.

"Bill you?"
"A bill for how much we should pay

you," the lady said, smiling.
"Oh . . . yes," Mrs. Lynley said. She

shrugged. "But how much should we bill

you for?"
The lady thought it over for a moment.

"Let's say $12.50," she said. "Is that all

right?"
"Is that all right?" Mrs. Lynley asked,

unbelieving. That was more than she
could make on tips on two or three good
nights of table-waiting. She looked down
at her daughter. "Isn't that nice, Carol?"
she asked. "So much money, So much. . .

."

As she said that, she had no idea that
within the next few years Carol's model-
ing fee would reach the top $50-an-hour
peak, that Carol would then become in-
terested in acting and—along with her
modeling work—get one good-paying job
after another on television, that after a
while they would move from their tiny
Bronx apartment to a nice place in mid-
town Manhattan with a doorman and an
elevator and a view of the East River

—

that things, in general, would change for
them. . .

.

Carol and her mom laugh about it today.
But there was a time recently when ultra-
glamorous men posed a problem and when
Carol resented her mother's watchful eye
over her and those men.
"What I mean," Mrs. Lynley says today,

"is that the profession is loaded with men
who like to flirt with young girls and go
even further sometimes. And here was
Carol, just a child really, and so many men
around all the time. And so to avoid any
trouble I always used to go with her on
jobs—and many is the man with a bad
conscience who felt all the worse for my
being there, I know.
"Then there were a few times when I

couldn't make it with Carol, when I had

a cold or something. And she'd phone from
the studio and say, 'Mom, Mr. So-and-so
just offered to take me home in his car
and said maybe we can have a bite to eat
on the way, okay?' And I'd say, 'No, take
a cab alone and stay out of cars, Carol

—

in fact, never get into something that
you're going to have to fight your way
out of.'

"Well, of course, Carol didn't want to
have anything to do with these men. But
she didn't like the idea that I had to be
trailing her all the time, what with the

^
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other models—mostly older girls—com-
menting about it sarcastically, I guess.

"But I wouldn't give up. Even though
Carol would sometimes say 'Gee, Mom, do
you always have to come along?' or 'Do
you have to keep treating me as if I were
that young?' I wouldn't give up. And I

don't think Carol realized the importance
of what I was doing until that night she
went to the party, the first one I allowed
her to go to, just to see for herself what
some of these people and parties were
really like."

The party Carol's mom refers to start-

ed at 9:00 p.m. Carol had orders to be
home by midnight. But she got home a few
minutes before 10: 00.

"What's the matter, don't you feel well?"
Mrs. Lynley asked, as her daughter
opened the door.

"Oh Mom, it was awful," Carol said.

"Everybody just stood around talking a

lot of nonsense. And then this man came
up to me and offered me a drink and I

took a sip and ugh, what horrible stuff.

And then somebody else offered me a cig-

arette and I said no, thanks. And then. . .
."

Carol sat down and shook her head.
And then, she told her mother, there

was this girl in the slinky black dress, a
girl only a year or two older than she, who
came up to her and asked her if she was
enjoying herself.

"Not really," Carol said disgustedly,
j

"What's the matter," the girl asked, I

coyly, "little baby Carol feel funny that
her mommy isn't here to protect her?"

"I can take care of myself," Carol said.

"Sure," the girl said, "sure." Then she
switched her smile, from coy to disarm-
ing. "Listen, Carol," she said, "I've got a
friend here who's as lonely as you are
tonight. Why don't you two get together
for a little talkie and drinkie and maybe
you'll both end up enjoying yourselves."
"Who's your friend?" Carol asked, hesi-

tantly.

The girl pointed to a man standing in the
corner—a man of about thirty-five, dead
drunk and getting drunker by the minute,
a tall greasy-haired man in a natty suit

who at the moment was busy ogling an-
other unattached girl on the other side of

the room.
"I'm . . . I'm afraid I'd rather not meet

him," Carol said, looking back at the girl.

"Why not?" the girl asked.
"Because . . . because I'm going home

now," Carol said, "and I wouldn't have
time to say anything to him but Hi and
. . . and that wouldn't be very polite, would
it?"

She turned and began to walk away, to-
wards the door that would get her out of
this place.

"Carol!" she heard the girl call out as
she walked away.
She didn't answer.
And then she heard the girl begin to

laugh and call out:
"Hey, party-pooper . . . Hey, goody-

goody . . . Hey, square!"
Carol and her mother sat silent for a

while after the party story was over. And
then her mother took her hand in hers
and said, "I'm glad, in a way, that you
went."

"I am too, Mom," Carol said softly, nod-
ding. "If I learned anything from it, it's

that I'm still pretty young and that I've

got a long time before I grow up. And that
I'm not going to push my growing up an
inch."
Suddenly, she looked down at her

watch. "Mom," she said, "it's a little after
10:00 already. What's on television to-
night?"
Her mother smiled a proud and happy

smile. "A very good show," she said, not
really knowing, as she got up to turn on
the set, "a very good show. . .

." end

You can see Carol in The Light in the
Forest for Buena Vista.

I hated being poor

(Continued from page 47) of my brother
and me going without food. My father
had run off and left us, and she was all

alone in our shabby rundown tenement,
unable to go out and find work—and work
wasn't easy to get then—because we
needed looking after.

That raw windy day when the loose
window panes shivered in our apartment

—

that was the first time I remember seeing
a tall, stern-faced stranger who came into
our kitchen with his briefcase and asked
my mother questions about money.

"Didn't your husband leave you any
money before he left?" the stranger
wanted to know.
My mother told him no, not a penny.
I stood by my mother's chair, and I

reached out and held her hand and I said,

"Mama, can I go to work?" and she told
me to hush. The mean-looking man con-
tinued to ask her questions about my
father.

Before he left, the stranger told my
66 mother they would let us know if we were

eligible for relief. It was humiliating.
All through those early years of my life,

strangers came and went through our
apartment—prying at my mother, asking
embarrassing questions.

I never really had a dad. He ran off,

out of fear, because the only job he could
get was a grocery clerk's job at eighteen
dollars a week, and this wasn't enough for

his family to live on. Finally, because of

the heartbreak and anguish he caused my
mother, they got divorced.

I was eight or nine years old when the
divorce came through, and my mother
took me aside and told me I was now the
man of the house. She tried to make me
feel good by calling me 'her little bluebird
of happiness' because I went out and
worked.
There were times when we didn't make

ends meet, and we had these stiff-looking"

strangers come around and give us the
third degree in order to get a couple of

dollars' worth of relief. Every time the
kids in my school heard we were on re-
lief, they'd call my mother a beggar. That
used to hurt me more than anything, the
way they'd say this to me—so tauntingly.

Kids can be very cruel. I'd hang my
head in shame and walk away from them.
Later on I used to fight them

But, getting back to that windy day, the
first time I remember a stranger coming
to knock at our door. That evening I went
out and asked a newspaper man on the
corner if I could help him and he said,

"Sure, for ten cents an hour." He wanted
me to meet him before sun-up, at five

o'clock in the morning, and he would show
me a delivery route.

I rushed home and told my mother who
didn't know what to say. She wanted me
to work, and yet she didn't want me to

work. But there was no alternative.

Ten cents in those days meant a lot more
than it does today. I averaged a buck and
a half a week, and my mother was able to

buy extra food for Bob and myself. She'd
buy us fruit and eggs and fresh vegeta-
bles. Otherwise all we would eat was
salami and bread and potatoes.
They say being poor builds character.

I don't know. Maybe it does. I know it

shames you and makes you feel unwanted.
How can I ever forget David Lash's

birthday party? I was eight or nine; it



Don't be a
borderline blonde!
Be as blonde as you were born to be!

If your hair was born to be blonde—

and. isn't— or if you're a brownette

with blonde ambitions, Light and
Bright by Richard Hudnut is for

you. It's a home hair-lightener de-

signed to bring out all the hidden

gold in your hair . . . make you as

blonde as you were born to be.

Light and Bright is so simple and

easy to use; simpler, in fact, than

setting your hair. No messy mixing.

No complicated testing. No worri-

some timing. And Light and Bright

gives you genuine "color control"!

Light and Bright works so gently,

so gradually, you don't have to

worry about getting too blonde too

fast. Each time you use Light and
Bright your hair gets a little lighter,

a little brighter. When you reach

just the color that's right, you stop.

Light and Bright contains no am-
monia. It's formulated with a special

built-in conditioner. Wonderful, the

way Light and Bright makes you a

true, natural-looking blonde again

...with lovely shining-soft hair! And
once this gentle home brightener

has brought to light your real

blondeness that mousey look is

gone for keeps. Your new golden

look won't wash out, won't fade.

Guaranteed by Good Housekeeping.

Get a bottle today— be a blonde

beauty tomorrow. Only $1.50 plus

tax for Light and v^S5*' ^"""^.

B' i , , A* Guaranteed by ^right at COSmetiC ^Good HousekeepingJ
counters.

was around the time my mother got her
divorce. David was a schoolmate of

mine from Lowell Grammar School. He
was the son of a doctor, and although we
weren't allowed to play together after

school, we were good school friends.

His parents wanted to have a big birth-

day party for him that year. A couple of

the girls from our class were invited.

They were told to come all dressed up
because the party was going to be very
special. I expected David to ask me, but
he didn't. I wanted to ask him if I could
come. I asked my mother if I could ask
him. She told me, "No. It isn't right.

David's friends are different, and you don't
belong with them."
This made me want to go all the more.

My mother was right. I was different. I

went around in patched-up pants all the
time, and I wore socks that had been
mended so much you couldn't tell the
material they were made out of.

No tenement kids wanted
The day of David's party arrived, and

everybody at school talked about it as if

it were the biggest event of the year. Very
few kids from school had been invited
because we were from the poorer sections
of town. David's father was the doctor
for our neighborhood. I guess David was
forced to go to our school. They lived in
the big house where his father practiced
which was in a better part of the West
Side. But, nonetheless, within our school
district. Dr. and Mrs. Lash used to mix
with a lot of snooty people. So most of us
tenement kids were out insofar as birthday
invitations were concerned.
That day I went up to David at lunch-

time and said, 'Happy birthday,' and
David told me he wished I could come
to his party, but his mother wouldn't let

him invite me. I said I didn't care. But
David said he wanted me to come because
I was his friend. He started to cry, and I

told him I understood why it wasn't right
for me to be there.

School ended that day, and I went home
and I was telling my mother about David's
talk with me. There was a knock on our
door, and it was the lady from downstairs
who had a telephone. The lady said some-
body wanted to talk to me on the phone.
I raced downstairs to her apartment and
I picked up the telephone receiver. It

was David. He said one of his cousins
couldn't come because he was sick with a
fever, and could I come as a substitute. I

told him sure.

I ran upstairs breathlessly and told the
good news to my mother. She told me I

shouldn't go. I didn't belong with them.
But I said no, David wanted me.
My mother had pride, and I didn't. Chil-

dren don't understand pride until they've
been hurt too many times. So I put on
the only white shirt I owned, and a sec-
ond-hand suit a religious organization had
given us. My mother gave me fifteen cents
to buy a gift for David. I went to the
candy store and bought him a comic book
for a dime and a candy bar for a nickel.
After I got to the party, I realized my

mother was right. David lived in a big
house near the park. The living room was
decorated with crepe paper streamers and
colored balloons, and I remember looking
at all the food on the dining room table
and thinking I'd never seen so much food
in all my life. A big turkey, roast beef,
cranberries, a three-layer cake.
And presents! There were so many of

them, all wrapped up in white tissue paper
and tied with fancy ribbons. All the gifts
were piled on a side table in the roomy
hallway, and I looked at the heaping white
mass of them and couldn't believe my
eyes. My two presents were in a brown
paper bag. I gave the bat to David, and

he put it with all the beautiful gifts.

He introduced me to everybody. They
were all dressed up. The girls wore
frothy organdy dresses with satin sashes
that tied in big bows in the back, and all

the boys were wearing dark blue or grey
suits with long pants. I was the only one
in short pants, and I was ashamed.
When the time came to open the pres-

ents, I was so ashamed of that brown
paper bag in the midst of that toppling
mound of white tissue-wrapped gifts, I

went over to it and pretended to knock it

over accidentally to the floor. The kids
sat in a circle around David while he
opened his gifts.

After he opened all the gifts on the table
David looked at me and said, "Hey, what
happened to your gift?"

I pretended I didn't hear him.
"But you gave it to me," he said. "I re-

member you handed it to me. Hey, every-
body," he said, "help me find a lost pres-
ent!" There was a lot of commotion in
the hallway, and everybody began look-
ing. It was like a treasure hunt.
David found it behind the table. "I

found it," he said, "I found it," holding up
the brown paper bag for everybody to
see. They all gathered in a close group
around him and waited anxiously while
he opened the bag.

The wrinkled brown paper crackled as
he opened it. He pulled out the comic
book and the nickel candy bar, and
there was a terrible letdown in the room,
like air let out of a tire. You know how
you hear a 'blah' noise after all the air
comes out of an inner tube? It was as
if I'd heard that same sound from every-
body after they saw my gifts.

David tried to cover up by saying I'd

bought his favorite comic-book, and the
best candy anybody could buy. But all his

raves didn't come off. Everybody knew
I had brought a poor boy's gifts, and from
then on nobody wanted to talk to me at
the party.
Being poor is awful and when I started

working after school on my newspaper
routes and other jobs, I realized how hard
money was to come by. So I began stealing.

I'd go into a candy store with a dime
in my hand. I wanted the candy store
man to think I had all intentions of buy-
ing something, and when he wasn't look-
ing I'd steal sweet things because I had a
sweet tooth and we never had many des-
serts at home. I used to steal chocolate
cupcakes, the kind that come two in a
package. After I stole them I'd run into an
alley behind the store, hide in a doorway
and gobble them up.

I also used to steal money.

The drunk and the ice cream

I had started school then, and one day
after school I went into a candy store to

swipe some cupcakes. I saw a nickel
on the counter. Some customer had
left it there, and the proprietor had for-
gotten to pick it up. I saw him toward
the rear of the store scooping out ice

cream for a drunk who was saying that all

he ever wanted in this world was a
double-header cone of chocolate ice cream.
That nickel gleamed on that front

counter like the most valuable jewel in

the world, and I had to have it. So I

put my hand on the counter—very play-
fully as if I was practicing the piano, and
I grabbed it and quickly tightened my fist.

From then on—since I wasn't caught—

I

developed a thief's confidence and I stole

anytime I saw money lying on a counter
in front of me. I never robbed a cash
register. But I took whatever money
glinted in front of my eyes. I used to say 67



to myself, "God put it there to help us."

But that was stupid. I was afraid of being
punished, so I had to make up an excuse.

I stole until my early teens when one
day I went to steal a comic book in a dime
store, and my mother's best friend saw
me, an elderly woman who was a widow.
She was shopping, and she stopped to say
hello to me. After she walked away, I

grabbed the comic book and stuffed it into
my jacket. But she saw me and came over
and told me to give it to her. I said no,
and she tried to yank open my jacket, and
I pushed her and ran. She yelled for the
manager, but I ducked out of the store in

a flash. She went and told my mother
about me. My mother didn't hit me. She
only told me it was disgraceful for her to

think her son, her 'bluebird of happiness'
had turned into a crook. She shamed me
so much that I took the money I had
hoarded under my mattress and bought a
bus ticket to California. I was going to

start a new life, a life where I didn't have
to steal. My grandparents were there, and
they would help me.

A new life in California

But my grandparents were poor, too.

They couldn't work. They were old. It

seems like everybody I knew during those
growing-up years of my life was hard up
for cash. The war was on, but the war's
prosperity didn't touch us.

My mother begged me to come home,
but I told her I wanted to live in Cali-
fornia for a while. I started school and
sold flowers on streetcorners to soldiers on
furloughs for their fly-by-night girl-

friends. I used to hang outside beer joints
and honky-tonk dives. There were times
I took advantage of the soldiers because
they were drunk. I'd sell them a rose for
a dime, and they'd give me a quarter or
fifty cents and I'd short-change them. They
never knew. They were always woozy
from beer or whiskey. But I liked the
soldiers. They tried to be happy in spite
of the fighting they had to do. I could
never fight and be happy.

I stayed in California for a year, then I

went back to Chicago to live with my
mother and brother. I joined a gang then.
I'm Jewish, and the gang was for Jewish
guys only, and we used to fight the Polish
gang who hung out at the opposite end of
Chicago's Humboldt Park in the Polish
neighborhood. If any member of the Pol-
ish gang trespassed on our territory—or
vice-versa—we'd call a fight.

Both gangs fought with chains. Steel
chains. Once when my gang was beating
up a guy, they wanted me to hit him with
my chain. I did and his nose burst open
and bled. I got sick to my stomach and
went home and vomited. I wanted some-
one to beat me. All week long I wished
the school principal would call me in for
some punishment.
Shortly after that a big change occurred

in my life. I used to ask myself every
night, "How long am I going to be poor

—

and miserable?"
I prayed to God for help.

I began studying feverishly. I made all

A's in school. I became a bookworm, but
I was a devil, too. I'd go home and do
my schoolwork, then run out with the
gang and raise hell. My mother did every-
thing she could to control me, but you
can't control a kid who's raised in the
slums. The tough-guy influence is too
strong, and he wants to be a part of it.

Being tough gives you a chance to strike
back at the world. I'd break my neck
delivering newspapers after school and on
Saturdays, and what do you think I

earned? I was lucky if I got $1.50 a week.
I scrubbed pans in a bakery shop every
Saturday night for a quarter. I mopped

68 saloon floors for twenty cents. When you

need money, you do anything to get it.

But, as I said, I studied, too.
I had the best marks of all my class-

mates in grammar school, tried out for the
Quiz Kids radio program and made the
semi-finals. I'd spend hours reading books
in the school library because I believed
they held secrets that would take me out
of this wretched life I was living, the low,
dirty life of fighting and stealing. . . .

My studying paid off.

The summer before I was going to start
high school, I convinced my mother we
should sell what furniture we had, pack
up and head for California. I wanted to
leave the stink of the Chicago slums be-
hind us. California seemed like a new
country. We could be pioneers.
That year I entered a big puzzle contest

in a Los Angeles newspaper, and I won
tenth prize—the fat sum of one hundred
dollars. So I began entering other con-
tests—and winning. I entered one contest
under four different names, and I won the
top four prizes! By my senior year in
high school my winnings grew from hun-
dreds of dollars to thousands of dollars.
Under one of my contesting names. Wil-

liam Caldwell, I opened a puzzle-answer-
ing service for people who needed help in
figuring out contests. I wrote contest
books which I published.

I was able to finance myself through
college. My contest riches gave me a
glorious sense of power.

I went out and bought the jazziest con-
vertible in the automobile market—a white
Buick with all the trimmings: leopard-
skin upholstery, automatic foot control
radio with hi-fi speakers, an automatic
aerial—you know, the works!

I drove to Chicago where I spent a week
parading it in my old neighborhood, show-
ing it off to old girlfriends. I asked them
out for rides and expensive dinners.
One of them, Josephine Kurylo—a pretty

dark -haired Ukrainian girlfriend of mine,
came out with me for a ride through the
swanky sections of Chicago.
"You think you're something now, don't

you?" she said as we drove around the
Loop and I offered to take her to Don the
Beachcomber's, one of Chicago's most fab-
ulous restaurants, for Polynesian food.
"You're damned right," I said.

She looked at me with her warm brown
eyes and said condescendinelv. "You're
nothing but a terrible show-off!"

I made a joke about it. "Don't you
think it's time," I said, "for me to show
off something besides being poor?"
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"I'll bet you think," Josephine said as
I drove my car proudly through Chicago's
high-class neighborhoods, "you can buy
anything, don't you?"
"Why not?" I said.

"Well," she answered with contempt in
her voice, "you can't. You're going to learn
one day, big boy, that you can't buy
people."
She never let me take her to Don the

Beachcomber's for dinner. She told me I

was like a swine wallowing in swill, the
way I was wallowing in my new-found
riches. The sun began going down, I re-
member, and the streets were darkening
with the shadows of twilight, and she told
me to take her home.

"Better yet," she said, "leave me out at
the next corner. I'm going to take a bus.
I liked you better when you were poor."

I figured she was nuts, had nipped her
lid. How cauld anybody like anyone who
was poor?

I drove back to California, dated a bunch
of rich girls, spent a fortune snowing them
the town.

They laughed in my face

All of them took advantage of me. They
let me shower them with expensive gifts

—

jewelled compacts and silk scarves and
French perfumes. I took them to the best
restaurants, and we went dancing only
where the name bands played.
Then when I asked them if they would

help me join their exclusive country club,
they laughed in my face.
Lorrayne Frank, one of the rich girls I

dated, finally told me—"You know what
your trouble is? You're trying so hard to
be something you aren't, and you're kill-
ing what you are."

I asked her what she meant, and she told
me to take time out and think things over.

I did. I was trying to run away from
poverty, and I had grown vulgar. I was
flaunting my riches in everyone's face

—

and they resented me.
Suddenly my white Buick convertible

became a white elephant, a noose around
my neck. I became ashamed of it the way
I used to be ashamed of my threadbare
pants and mended stockings. I sold it.

I began pursuing my studies at UCLA
with my old fervor. The beautiful open
world of knowledge became my savior. I

gave up my contesting business. I had
saved enough to see me through my school-
ing; and this was what mattered.

I began to read a great deal, to discuss
the exciting topsy-turvy, problems of the
world with the students in the campus
cafeterias. Nothing could compensate for
this joy of knowledge. Wasn't this what
I loved most in life?

One outumn day that year—in the middle
of a golden Indian summer afternoon—

I

looked at the scarlet and yellow leaves fall-

ing from the trees along the campus walks.
Suddenly, standing in the glow of the

Indian summer sun, I knew I had allowed
poverty to haunt me too long. Was I go-
ing to let it terrify me forever?
No, something inside of me said. Being

poor was a part of the past. It was a state
of existence once. It didn't have to be a
permanent state of mind.

I walked along those sunlit paths and
listened to the oak and sumac leaves
brushing against each other and laughing
at me, laughing at me for the fool I'd been.
And I knew if ever I were poor again,

I had learned one thing: not to be afraid.
To live with my books, to enjoy the com-
pany of the good friends I'd made at
school, to be able to admire the magical
beauty of a sun-drenched autumn after-
noon—all these things filled my heart with
riches no one could ever take away. END

You can see Mark in The Party Crash-
ers for Paramount.
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the mystery of maria schell
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(' (Continued from page 30) is perfect, per-
fect, perfect!"
With her head out the window, drinking

i
in the fresh Swiss morning sunlight, she
didn't see her mother and father exchange

I worried looks, shake their heads. She was
j

too happy to notice.

Almost expected

A few hours later the bridal party
pulled slowly away, began the lovely,

green-hilled drive to Munich, just across
the German border. On the way, they
stopped at an inn for a cup of coffee, were
greeted with oohs and ahs, with flowers
and smiles, with a table by a window and
a champagne toast by the owners.
"How sweet they are," Maria whispered

to her mother. "You'd almost have thought
they expected us. But of course, that's

impossible. . .
."

They drove on, crossing into Bavaria,
turning off the main highway into the
narrow country road that led through the
Munich outskirts to the little church in

the meadow.
"My, the traffic is heavy for this road,"

Maria remarked. She turned to Horst.
"Look, darling. There's the steeple—that's

the church. As soon as we get around this

turn you'll be able to see the meadow. . .
."

Her voice trailed off. There was a second
of silence.

Then—"What?" whispered Maria Schell.

"What—what is this?"
For the green meadow was covered with

parked cars. Children and dogs dashed
in and out of the old church door. People,
people everywhere, shouting, stamping
their feet, staring—and now suddenly
turning to rush toward the bridal car.

"What . . . what. . .
?"

"Maria," her father said, "we didn't

want to tell you. That Munich paper—they
came out with the story four days ago."

"But . .
." Maria moaned, "they prom-

ised ... if we gave them the pictures . . .

they wouldn't print it until . . . until af-

ter. . .

."

Her voice broke suddenly. Horst took
her hand. "Well, they lied. They went on
the stands last week with the date, the
place, the time, everything. We didn't

know what to do, to tell you or not. We
thought maybe people would understand,
let us alone. But—

"

The crowd surged closer. "Maria," they
shouted. "Maria!" Hands knocked at the
car windows. Maria gasped. Suddenly she
threw open the door of the car, hurled
herself out. Startled, the crowd gave way
for a second and she pushed her way into

the clear. Before her astonished eyes, a
bus—a full touring bus—drove up, stopped
on the lawn. Fifty, a hundred people
surged out of it. Behind it another bus
honked noisily. Behind that—another.

They were coming in busloads to watch
the movie star get married.

Strangers and cameras

She began to run. Behind her she could
hear her mother's voice, calling something.
Car doors slammed. She ran across the
trampled grass that was to have been so

green, so peaceful for her wedding day, and
pushed her way to the door of the church,
peered inside. Where were the familiar
faces, the dear friends who were to have
smiled at her as she walked down the
aisle? Lost in the crowd, outside, unable
to get in? Jammed into the pews, standing
along the walls were strangers, hundreds
of them, cold, curious eyes staring at her
—and cameras. Thousands of cameras,
going off in her face, flashing and clicking.

And hands reaching out—not extended
in love to wish her happiness—but hands

that grabbed for her dress, for her veil,

for her Bible, hands that tried to touch
her as if she were a mascot of some sort.

Behind her she could hear Horst's voice:

"Let me in there. Let me in
—

"

And another voice, a stranger's, answer-
ing, "Who're you? You're not a movie
star!"

A third voice: "Him? He isn't even a
millionaire!" Then laughter.
Frightened and miserable, Maria Schell

ran sobbing down the aisle and hid her
face in an old baptismal font to weep.
Somehow, they were married. And the

day that should have been the happiest of

her life—and was instead the most tragic.

Maria's first dream
Yet not at her wedding, not even hours

later when, their pursuers finally lost,

Horst stopped the car and took Maria in

his arms—not even then did she for one
moment consider giving up her career.

And that night, her wedding night, when
the phone rang in their hotel room and a

voice from Hollywood asked Maria wheth-
er she would accept the role of Gruschenka
in The Brothers Karamazov, production to

begin almost at once—not even then did
she hesitate to cut short her honeymoon,
say good-bye to her first home—and accept
the part.

For Maria Schell the dream of love was
not the first dream—but the second.
And she was beginning to pay the pur-

chase price for that first dream—the dream
of success. Success in the theater.
And that first dream was with her from

birth.

Her mother had been an actress, a

Viennese actress in the days when the
Vienna theater was the finest in the world.
And then a young Swiss writer, Hermann
Schell married the lovely young actress
Margarethe, and settled down to stay.

They had four children, handsome and
bright—Karl, Maximillian, Maria, and the
baby girl, Immy. Life was perfect—except
for one thing.

The world was changing, and Vienna
with it. As the children were growing up,
the sounds of laughter and music were
fading gradually. But not so gradual
were the rumblings from across the Ger-
man border from a corporal named
Adolf Hitler.

One day Karl and Max came home late

from school, clothes dusty, faces streaked.
"Where have you been?" their father

asked.
The boys looked at each other. "We

—

we went to watch them stone the stores in

the Jewish section."

"Oh? Who is 'they'?"
"All the boys from school."

"I see," said their father gravely. "Did
you enjoy it?"

The boys blushed, ashamed. "No. But we
are training ourselves. We must learn to

like it so we can be generals in Der
Fuehrer's army when we grow up."
They left the room, their heads thrown

back, their chests out—almost, but not
quite, goose-stepping.
Hermann Schell turned to his wife. "It

is time to leave Vienna," he said.

And so in 1938 the Schells packed their

bags and moved to Bern, Switzerland,
because they were not about to raise a

family of little Nazis. . .

.

One day when she was twelve, Maria
spent the afternoon at a girl friend's house.
Switzerland was the only European na-
tion where it was possible to obtain lux-
uries—and Maria's friend had laid hands
on one of them: a bottle of American nail

polish! Proudly, she displayed her glit-

tering fingers; generously she offered to

do Maria's nails too.

"But—I don't think my family would ap-
prove," Maria said, her eyes fastened hun-
grily on the bottle.

"Nonsense. Your mother was an actress.

You are going to be an actress. All the
American movie stars wear nail polish."

Hesitantly, Maria extended her hands.
Fifteen minutes later she was ecstatically

gesturing before a mirror. "I'm an actress.

See—when I'm on the stage in Vienna, this

is how I'll be!"
The afternoon passed quickly. At five

o'clock, Maria was ready to go home. "But
first I must take the polish off. How do
you do it?"

Her friend looked puzzled. "I don't
know. Soap and water, I guess."
An hour later they were still scrubbing

frantically. At 6:15 Maria, still scarlet-

nailed, had to leave. At 6:30, seated at the
dinner table, hands in her lap, she was
desperately wondering how one ate dinner
without revealing her hands. Then some-
one said, "Maria—some potato soup?" She
loved potato soup. By reflex her hand
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reached out, and took the bowl of soup.
"Maria! Your finger nails!" said her

father's horrified voice.
"Maria's a painted woman," chanted her

brothers across the table.

"Whatever did you do that for?" de-
manded her mother, trying not to laugh.
And Maria, her cheeks as red as her

fingers, muttered: "I wanted—to look

—

like an actress
—

"

Work, sacrifice and love

Later that evening, her father took her
for a walk. "I see that you are serious
about acting," he told her gravely. "Well,
I do not disapprove. You may certainly
have inherited your mother's talents—why
not? But, Maria, you do not become an
actress by painting your finger nails at the
age of twelve. It takes more than the look,

you know. You must pay a price to have a
dream come true. It takes work, and
sacrifice, and love to be an artist. When
you have given those, when you are on
the great stage at Vienna, taking your
bows

—

then if I see your nails are red, I

will shout 'Bravo!' Till then, work—and

—

this."

And he presented her with a bottle

of polish remover.
By 1946 she was an actress—a real one.

The war was over, and people getting
ready to begin life anew needed relaxation,

forgetfulness. Little theatre groups sprang
up in the villages, and wherever there was
a part to be played, however thankless,
however small, Maria Schell was there to

read for it. She usually got it, too. At
night she would be home with her scripts,

talking over her part with her mother,
badgering her brothers into cueing her
lines—practicing, practicing, practicing.

"You'll wear yourself out, Gritli," her
mother said one night, calling Maria by
her childhood pet name. "Take a rest this

summer. A nice vacation. We'll go to

Lucerne—

"

Maria shook her head. "No. I have two
weeks off—and I'm going to Vienna."
"To Vienna?" Her mother's eyes opened.

"You can't get there. It's in the Russian
zone. They'll never let you through."

"I'll say I'm going to visit Grandpa. I'll

get a visa."

"But the theatres are bombed out. The
Burg, the

—

"

"Then I'll go to the Josefsstadter The-
atre. I've got to, that's all!"

"Maria, it will take you your whole two
weeks just to get an entry permit. And
then—

"

But Maria was too deep in her dream to

hear. It didn't take her two weeks. Her
vacation started on Sunday. On Monday
morning at eight she was at the city hall,

badgering officials. Home for lunch, and
then back again from one to five. On
Tuesday the same. On Wednesday she
brought her lunch with her, and a harried
clerk finally took her aside to say, "Look,
the only people the Reds will let in are
other Reds. Now, there's a Communist
youth group theatre on its way to Prague
by way of Vienna. Why don't you join up
with them and drop out when you get to

Vienna? Otherwise, you don't stand a
chance."

Maria sees the other side

Eyes sparkling, Maria went out to tell

the Reds that she was at their disposal.

It might have worked, too. But at Inns-
bruck, the first stop on the train through
Austria, a Russian soldier found something
wrong with one of her papers.

"Off the train!" he ordered.
"But—I'm supposed to go to Vienna—

I

don't know anyone in Innsbruck—

"

"Off the train!"

Maria got off. . .

.

It was a long, hard road to Vienna, and
when she reached it at last, Maria Schell

was a child no longer. It was with a new
determination, with less gaiety and more
purpose, that she surveyed her prospects
there. The director of the Josefsstadter,
Herr Steinbock, was a busy man—his re-
ceptionists turned Maria away time after
time from his door. At her grandfather's
house there was no heat, little food. Armed
troops patrolled the streets—the very sun-
light seemed filtered with tension, hunger,
fear. Switzerland seemed like heaven, a
heaven of warmth, of food and freedom.
But she stayed. She stayed until she had

sat eight full days in Herr Steinbock's
office, and he had finally come out to see
what this persistent little blonde was like.

She talked to him until he promised, with-
out even having heard her read, that he
would try to use her in the Kleinen
Theatre, if not the Josefsstadter.

To be perfectly frank . . .

A few days later she was invited to a
cocktail party. A Viennese movie director,
Karl Hartl, was to be there. "But" you must
not say you are an actress," Maria was
warned with her invitation. "He has been
trying to cast a movie, Angel With The
Trombone, and he will be angry if he
thinks people are seeking him out in his
free time."
Maria nodded silently. She allowed her-

self to be introduced to Hartl as a student.
She went further. When he looked her
over with obvious interest and said, "So,
you're a student, are you?" she mumbled,
"Yes," again. But the third time it was too
much. Hartl crossed the room to her side,

drew her apart. "Aren't you at all in-
terested in acting? Haven't you ever tried
it?"

Maria took a deep breath. "Well, to be
perfectly frank. . .

." she admitted.
Three days later she had a major part

in one of his movies.
The first dream was about to come true.

And, indeed, it happened so fast that
it seemed like a dream. Almost at once
her blonde beauty, her incredibly lovely
smile attracted movie-goers all over
Europe. Directors sought her out, leading
men wanted her for their films, advertisers
wanted the Schell smile to sell their prod-
ucts. Suddenly she was earning money,
making movies in three languages. She
was cast opposite one of Germany's most
exciting young men, Dieter Borsche. They
had a few dates—and suddenly they were
the Tony-and-Janet, the Debbie-and-Ed-
die of Europe. They made a movie called
Doctor Holl that some six million people
saw, they were rumored engaged, they
were the biggest box-office team on that
side of the Atlantic—and everyone was
happy.
Everyone but Maria.

Born for this?

For the dream had come true—and sud-
denly it didn't seem worth it. She wasn't
in love with Dieter, nice though it would
have been. She didn't like the movies they
were making, no matter how much they
paid. It looked as if all she would have to

do for the rest of her life was stand by
Dieter's side and dream into the camera

—

and she hated it! Was it for this that she
had been born into a family of artists?

Was it for this that she had made her long,

lonely journey to Vienna? Was it for this

that she had worked and dreamed all her
life?

They began to call her 'that difficult

Schell' around the lots. Suddenly nothing
pleased her. The sunny smile was turned
on only for the cameras. She argued over
every line of script, every direction given
her. She tried to turn the sweet little

women they gave her to play into troubled,
real people. She wouldn't do this scene.

She wouldn't pose for that still.

"What's gotten into you?" her friends



demanded. She couldn't answer them. But
she felt she was wasting her life, and she
didn't know what to do about it. Nobody
listened to her ideas—and why should
they? Sweet little girls made money.
Wasn't that enough?
Finally she disappeared. Rumor said she

was in Paris, in London, on the Riviera

—

vacationing with Dieter. Actually, she was
home in Switzerland, trying to recapture
the dream.
Then one day, a letter reached her

—

and a script.

Dear Fraulein Schell:

We have here a script we believe is

good. But it is on an unpopular theme.

If you will play the lead, we can make
it—and make money. If not, xoe drop
the idea.

The script was The Last Bridge.
And the girl in it was not a sweet young

thing, but a dedicated woman. Maria
wrote:

I am ready any time that you are.

Two weeks later she was on her way
to Jugoslavia, to make the film. Traveling
with her was the entire cast and crew, the
director, Helmut Kautner . . . and a young
assistant director, Horst Haechler.

It did not take Maria long to find out
that Horst, too, was working on the film

because he believed in it. He was am-
bitious, yes; but not for fame, not for

money. It was easy enough for him to say
so, of course, since he had neither—but he
meant it. You could tell. You could tell

when he talked about the movies he
wanted to direct some day—good movies,
with something to say. You could tell it

even through his laughter as he described
how he had spent the last few years

—

going to high school all over again be-
cause his diploma had turned out to be no
good after Germany's surrender, going to

dentistry school, giving it up to follow
his earliest love—the theater.

Under the strangest conditions, Maria
and Horst fell in love. . .

.

No room for movie stars

Jugoslavia, it seemed, had very few ac-
commodations for film crews—not even
their stars. This company was making a
movie about the war: very well, they could
live as soldiers lived. In Jugoslavia that
meant outside. They cooked over open
fires, washed their clothes in pots of
warmed water. And at night the director
would stand solemnly behind a huge pile

of mattresses and blankets, while the
movie-makers filed past, collected what
they could carry, and staggered off to

make their beds on the ground. Maria,
exhausted nightly from playing . highly
emotional scenes over and over again all

day, would be the last to leave the fire,

the last to totter off under her load. One
night Horst saw her lurching by and called
out, "Can't I help you?"
And weary as she was, Maria managed

a grin. "No," she said. "I have made my
bed; now I must lie in it."

A pretty feeble joke, even for a tired

girl. But somehow it struck them both as
hilarious. And when they were done
laughing, they were in love.

By the time the picture was finished, and
on its way to winning top prizes at the
film festivals of the world, on its way to
making Maria Schell the biggest name in

Europe, they were engaged. The clamor
that went up was horrifying.

"Who is he? Nobody!"
"He will be somebody," Maria would

say patiently.

"But you already are a star. This sort
of thing never works, the wife more fam-
ous than the husband!"
"He will be just as famous. We are going

to make a movie together. He will direct
it."

"You'll fight. You always fight with your
directors. You can't be an actress and have
a life of your own. It doesn't work."

"It will work."
She went on saying so, month after

month. It wasn't always easy. They made
a movie together and they did fight, furi-

ously.
"Who is the director?" Horst would bel-

low. "You or me?"
"Who's had more experience? Who was

right about the third scene, eh? I was,"
Maria would retort, eyes flashing.

"All right, you were right once. This
time J am right. Do it my way or not at

all!"

When she remembered she was a woman,
it was easy to be delighted that Horst was
not to be pushed around, that he usually
won. But when she was only Maria Schell,

defending her dream against all comers,
she fought him with all her might.
The picture was not a success. Each

blamed the other. . .

.

"The future Mr. Schell"

Off stage it was no easier. One night at

a party he heard himself being introduced
as "the future Mr. Schell."
That was almost the end.
"I shall never go to another of these

things," he told Maria firmly. "Never. You
go alone."
She was horrified. "But you must come

next week. I am getting an award—

"

"Get it alone." And she did.

Finally she wrote to Horst.
We are both artists, both difficult

people. Never mind. We would not be
in love if we were different. It is

lonely here. I am surrounded by peo-
ple, but I am lonely for you. I think I

would rather fight all day than leave
you for an hour.

I have always been told that one
must pay for having a dream come
true. My dream was acting—it has
been realized. But surely I don't have
to pay by losing you. That would be
too much to ask. . .

.

She didn't lose Horst. But she made her
first payment with the shambles of her
ruined wedding day.

And the price was far from being paid
in full. . .

.

The baby

When Maria and Horst arrived in Holly-
wood for The Brothers Karamazov, they
knew they were going to have a baby.
When they left Hollywood, they knew the
baby would be lost.

They told no one their secret, not even
their parents. "We did not want my preg-
nancy dragged through the papers," Maria
explained later. "We were afraid our folks
would tell the neighbors and soon—it

would be public property."

It was no one's fault but the baby was
lost.

And, perhaps, another payment made. . .

.

There is a long, expensive contract from
Hollywood in Maria Schell's papers now.
It guarantees her all the work she wants,
all the money she can spend—-all the provi-
leges of choosing her own scripts.

But nobody knows where she is.

Nobody knows where she has hidden to

wait for heartbreak to heal, for time to

bring forgetfulness of the lost baby, for
hope to remind her of the others to come.
Nobody knows, indeed, if Maria Schell

will ever come back to the dream that
came true—and became a nightmare.
And if she does return, only time can

tell what future payment will be made in
private heartbreak, in loneliness, in love.

That is between Maria and the future. ...
END

Maria's in Warners' The Hanging Tree.
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confessions of hugh o'brian's private secretary

(Continued from page 32) the blonde had
settled down—about ten feet from me.
"What a beautiful bathing suit!" he re-

marked. "I bet it's from Paris." She nod-
ded her head. Two minutes later they were
doing underwater acrobatics together.

After I'd lost him for half an hour I

decided I'd better take matters into my
own hands, if we were to get through the
pile of work we had brought along. I put
down my pad and pencil and jumped in

after him, till I got close enough to tickle

his feet. When he turned I motioned him to

come up to finish his work. He made a few
feeble attempts to push me away but
finally followed me up above the waterline.
"Goody, you are fired," he cried out.

I pointed at the blonde who was just

stretching out on a cork mat. "Do you
think she can take down 120 words a min-
ute?" His face broke into a grin and then
he continued with the dictation where we
had left off forty-five minutes earlier.

That's all in a typical day's work for me
which stretches through seven days a
week, has taken me to places like Hawaii,
Acapulco, New York and the Virgin Is-

lands with Hugh, and includes doing just

about everything except wear Wyatt Earp's
clothes—and I came pretty close to doing
that once, too.

I wouldn't trade places

It happened the morning of the wettest
day we've had in Los Angeles during the
past decade, after a telegram from Hugh
was delivered to my apartment at 4: 00 a.m.
Meet me at International Airport at 6

a.m. with raincoat and earp boots. i

knew he'd forget something the one time
I didn't go along with him on a trip. . . .

And so I was at the airport at six in the
morning, a raincoat over one arm, his boots
in the other, making sure he wouldn't get
his feet wet as he passed in a downpour
from the airport building to the car.

Of course I had also brought along six

days' mail which he read on the drive to

his house, for as he once told me, "There's
no point wasting time. . .

."

Hugh is not an easy boss to work for.

But I wouldn't trade places with any girl!

I've never had so much fun since I became
his girl Friday, about a year and a half ago.

Till then, I used to be private secretary
for David Haft, a close friend of Hugh's
with whom he shared a house till Dave got
married. I left Dave about the same time
and went to New York to visit my rela-
tives. The day I came back to Hollywood
I ran into Hugh on Canon Drive in Bev-
erly Hills.

"Hey, Goody!' he yelled across the street.

"What are you doing now?"
"Nothing. ..." I shouted back.
"That's where you are wrong," he hol-

lered. "From now on you're my secre-
tary. . .

."

I ran across the street to shake hands
and close the deal, and I haven't stopped
running since. But at least Hugh appre-
ciates it. Last Christmas he gave me a pair
of tiny, hand-carved filigree gold dancing
shoes with a sweet little note attached to
them.

To my executive secretary with my
sincerest appreciation.

Hugh
P.S. These are for all the shoes you

must have worn out this past year.

And he wasn't kidding. Take a typical
"workday" in Acapulco.
My appointment book read:

Wake Hugh at 8:00 a.m.; Breakfast 9:00
a.m.; Surfboard lessons (everything he
does I do; so naturally I went along) 10: 00
a.m.; Skin diving 12:00 a.m.; Boating and

72 lunch 1:00 to 5:00 p.m.; Cocktails with

Senor and Senora Malentas, 7:00 p.m.;
Swpper at Hotel da Pesca, 10:00 p.m.

I had no idea . . .

As if the mere schedule wasn't exciting
enough, something invariably occurs to

add that extra thrill. That day it happened
thirty feet under water. The diving in-
structor suddenly motioned Hugh to
"freeze." I was about fifteen feet above
him at a vantage point from where I could
see what was taking place. And it made
me shiver in spite of the eighty degree
water. A poisonous eel was winding past
Hugh. The slightest movement on Hugh's
part would have made the eel strike—and
kill him instantly. He didn't move. . .

.

In spite of a busy social schedule
our Acapulco stay was the quietest,

most relaxed trip I have ever taken with
Hugh. The reason, I am sure, is the fact

that his Wyatt Earp shows are not being
televised South of the Border, and con-
sequently he is known only to other Amer-
ican tourists. . . .

How different was his reception in

Honolulu last summer, where we went
supposedly for a rest.
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At least Hugh got some sleep on the
flight over. In fact he loves to fly because
at 20,000 feet he is safe from mail,

telephones and telegrams. But no sooner
had Hugh closed the door of his hotel room
when a local newspaper-woman called him
for an interview. We had photographers
and newspaper people follow us around
from breakfast through dinner.
When I started to work for Hugh, I had

no idea that my duties would include not
only secretarial work, but running his

household, selecting his clothes, buying
cars, and screening telephone calls from
women of all ages.
Since he has an unlisted phone number,

I don't know how complete strangers get

hold of it. But they do. And they don't

make my job simple, because Hugh wants
to be polite to everyone without com-
mitting himself when he doesn't know
what he's in for.

I try not to be nosy

One girl insisted, "I bet you're not even
going to tell him that I called."

"Of course I will," I assured her. There
was a slight pause before she giggled, "If

I were you, I wouldn't."
But I do, although I first try to find out

all I can about them, without trying to

appear nosy. That isn't always easy.

Not long ago I had a call from a girl in

Santa Paula. "What would you like to talk

to him about?" I asked politely.

There was a moment's silence. Then, at

last, "It's personal. . .
."

"May I have your name and phone num-
ber . .

.?"

"No. But Hugh knows me," she insisted.

"I'll call back," and hung up.
She called back the next day and the

day after, and the day after that. When
she finally realized she couldn't get
through to Hugh without giving me a little

more information, she weakened. "I told a
fib. . .

." she confessed.
I waited patiently.

"I'm a dentist's assistant and I told one
of the patients that Hugh and I were close

friends. . .
."

I still didn't say anything. This version
wasn't new, either.

"Do you think Mr. O'Brian would mind
driving to Santa Paula next Sunday so I

could meet him?" she asked hopefully.
And before I could answer, "Then I

wouldn't be caught lying. . .
."

It was typically female logic and I didn't

blame her a bit. I haven't met a woman
yet who doesn't have a crush on my boss.

I also knew that he couldn't possibly go to

Santa Paula even if he'd wanted to. But
he did send her a letter and a picture
which I'm sure helped establish her alibi.

Actually, Hugh is so curious about the
girls who do call him—he meets almost all

of them, either by inviting them to the set

or by getting acquainted over a cocktail
somewhere. And if he's disappointed in

any of them, and by the simple law of

averages, he must have been, he never
shows it. In fact he's so gracious about it

that since I've started to work for him, he
hasn't made a single enemy although he
gets some very amusing letters as an after-
math of these get-togethers. One girl kept
writing him, "But I don't want to be like

a sister to you. . .
." Hugh didn't tell me

what transpired, but I can well imagine!
One of the biggest problems I face as

Hugh's secretary is getting boyfriends of
my own! Wherever we go, everyone al-
ways thinks I'm his girlfriend, which
doesn't make it easy for me because—let's

face it—how many men would try to com-
pete with Hugh?
But inadvertently, he is quite helpful. . . .

Not long ago he made a phone call to a
friend, who had invited him to spend the
following Sunday afternoon at his pool.
"I'd love to come," Hugh assured him.
"But I have some work to do. Would you
mind if I bring along my secretary?"
There was a long, long silence before

Hugh finally said, somewhat uneasily, "All
right. We'll be at your house at two. . .

."

When we arrived, the friend turned to

Hugh. "Where's your secretary?"
He pointed at me. "This is Goody. . .

."

His friend didn't seem exactly displeased
and I was glad, because he was quite
handsome. We've had dinner together a
number of times since.

I save. him from women
Among my many duties, the one that re-

quires the greatest finesse is that of friend-
in-need to my boss. This only happens on
the rare occasions when he gets himself
into an embarrassing situation where he
has to be rescued. Like a few weeks ago,
when I got an anxious call from him just

as I had walked into my apartment. It

seemed that a slightly inebriated young
woman had rung his doorbell, and when
Hugh opened the door, pushed her way
into his house pretending to be a friend
of a friend.

Hugh had tried to get rid of her as gen-
tlemanly as possible. She wouldn't budge,
till I rushed over to help out. I can still

see her expression as I walked into the
house, notebook and pencil in hand, and
told Hugh I was ready to go to work any
time he was ready to start his dictation.

"You go to work at two o'clock in the
morning?" she cried out skeptically.

"We often do," Hugh insisted as he
began to dictate a letter. That was all the
persuasion she needed to take a powder. . .

.

Actually, we weren't so terribly far off

when we indicated we are working almost



any hour of the day or night. Just the

other night Hugh phoned me at three in

the morning. "Please remind me that I

have a date at six tonight. . .
." he said.

"You have what?" I cried out.

"A date, at six," he repeated. "I was
afraid I might forget. . .

."

"I'll remember," I yawned as I sleepily

j
scribbled a note to myself on a pad which
I keep next to my bed for just such emer-
gencies.
While working for Hugh, I can really

never tell just what I'm expected to do
next.
He was still living in his apartment in

West Los Angeles when he had an adver-
tising executive over for dinner. As usual
I had prepared the menu. (I take care of all

his shopping as well as supervise the
cleaning, the laundry, etc., etc.) The three
of us were enjoying delightful steaks when
Hugh's guest complained of having wet
feet.

"Sure you do!" Hugh laughed, thinking
it was a joke.

"Honestly," the man insisted.

Seconds later both Hugh and I felt water
seeping into our shoes as well. A quick
investigation revealed a broken faucet in

the bathroom.
For five minutes the three of us franti-

cally tried to find a way to stop the flow of

water, which was already trickling down
through the living room and into the hall-

way. . . .

"Call the fire department," Hugh or-
dered as he wrapped towels around the
break in the line.

Ten minutes later two fire engines came
to a screeching halt in front of the build-
ing. About twenty firemen jumped off

—

and one of them turned off the valve to

stop the flow of water!

I save his life

Some days I'm even called upon to save
his life—as I did during a recent maga-
zine layout. . . .

Hugh and his date, Valerie French, had
gone to James Bauer's home, which has a
pool with a window at the side of it, from
which underwater pictures can be shot.

After they splashed around for a while
Hugh spotted a couple of harpoons lying
by the side of the pool. He couldn't have
possibly known they were loaded or he
would never have considered it fun to pre-
tend that he and Valerie were having an
underwater fight with them. Before it

was over, Hugh might have been without
a date and I without a boss.

I was with the photographer who sud-
denly noticed through the window that the
harpoons were loaded—he was more fa-
miliar with this weapon than Hugh was.
"Get them out of the water!" he shouted.

I turned pale. "How?"
There was no point hollering at them

because they couldn't hear us.

Since they were wearing aqua lungs,
they could stay below another fifteen min-
utes. Something had to be done, fast. And
I was the only other person who wore a
bathing suit.

I ran up and dove in, and swam toward
them. Before I knew what was happening
I had two harpoons pointing at me

—

Hugh's, and Valerie's. Frantically I mo-
tioned them to come up. Apparently Hugh
thought we were playing games because he
turned and started to chase me—with the
loaded harpoon. Luckily I came up above
the waterline before he became trigger
happy! When I told him about the weapon
he didn't hesitate to dive down and take
Valerie's harpoon from her.

I find a house

One of my favorite duties on the job was
house hunting.
Hugh knew for some time that he wanted

to get a place of his own, but he had only
a vague idea what it should be like, and
no time to do anything about it. So I did
it for him.
Invariably the reaction of the real estate

people—especially the women—when I

told them who it was for was the same.
"Congratulations," and "We'd like to get
his autograph."
When I assured them that I was only

his secretary they seemed to breathe a sigh
of relief. Apparently, a lot of them still like
their heroes single. . . .

The autographs were no problem, be-
cause my boss willingly signed them all.

Hugh himself managed to look at about
one out of six houses I thought had possi-
bilities, and a couple of months ago agreed
that I had found it. It's a charming, two-
bedroom home on top of a mountain, with
an unobstructed view over Beverly Hills
and the ocean. He is now redecorating
the house and adding a swimming pool,
and I help with the arrangements.

I've also become general counselor on his
wardrobe—I have all his measurements
and buy most of his things by myself—got
him his car—at a discount—can fix hors
d'oeuvres the way he likes them and have
become an expert in mixing just the right
kind of martinis. I've even become a prac-
tical nurse after a recent trip to Houston,
Texas, where Hugh shook hands with so
many youngsters at the Children's Hospital
that he got blisters on his hands.
"Do something!" he said as he held them

out to me.
Since we didn't have any painless anti-

septic with us, I poured some of his after-
shave lotion on them, which made him
wince. "Goody," he started out. . . .

"... I know," I cut in. "I'm fired."

I wasn't—but occasionally I feel I get
mighty close to it, when we fight like two
people who've been married twenty years!
Hugh gets really upset only about small

details that haven't been properly taken
care of, a shirt that comes back with a
button missing; a misplaced script; a letter
that isn't answered promptly. He is a
perfectionist and expects everyone else to
be just like him.
The angriest he ever got was about a tie

rack I ordered which he didn't like. Twice
he asked me to take it back, and twice I

got sidetracked with something else. The
third time he exploded.

"All right ... I give it to you for a
birthday present!" I finally insisted.

His face broke into the familiar grin. "If

you can afford to give me birthday pres-
ents—I pay you too much. Consider your
salary cut fifty per cent. . .

."

"Next you'll ask me to pay you for let-

ting me work for you!" I cried out.

"Now there's an idea. . .
."

I didn't press the point. I'm sure there
must be millions of women who would be
willing to do just that! end

Hugh can be seen in The Fiend Who
Walked The West for 20th-Fox.
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thanks, darling, for making me a woman

(Continued from page 26) sister getting
married, Lana shook her head wisely and
said-

"Nat and R. J. love each other fine.

But Nat won't be a good housewife. If they
have maids, it will be all right. But Nat
can't sew, or clean up or even cook. She
cooked something once for dinner and
I had a stomach-ache. We had burned
steak, cold corn and mashed potatoes that
were half beaten and half lumps. She's
also very good at spending money for
clothes. And—

"

It was at this point that a member of
the wedding party overheard the little

girl, told her to hush up and dragged her
back to the smiling group.
And it was at this point, too, that the

newspaperman wondered what the heck
the smiling group was smiling about, any-
way.

Before being assigned to cover this

wedding, he'd heard nothing but the most
gloomy tidings about this young Holly-
wood couple. And now along came the
bride's own baby sister and topped it

all off with her own brand of revelations.

Then something else happened.
The reporter stepped forward to take

a peek at Natalie and Bob as they got into
their car and bid good-bye to everyone.
"Good-bye!" the newlyweds called out,

waving at one and all.

"Good luck!" waved back a woman
standing next to the reporter, who then
turned to him and, still waving, muttered:
"Those two will need it, believe me. . .

."

Said one so-called pal of Nat's, a day or
two before the wedding, in an off-the-cuff
remark that has good cause to be revealed
now: "Sure I'm glad she's getting married.
I love weddings . . . But as far as Nat
goes, I wouldn't be surprised if she ends
up like Ava Gardner, getting married and
unmarried as she pleases, doing whatever
she pleases and when. After all, Nat's a kid
at heart. She always has been and always
will be—a wonderful, bratty, impulsive,
no-nonsense, all-nonsense kid. And now
she's marrying up with the very respect-
able R. J. And I can just see the fireworks
in the offing. And I do mean before next
Fourth of July!"

Well, the wedding took place on Decem-
ber 28, 1957, and next Fourth of July has
come and gone for Nat and Bob. And
much of it's brought tears to the eyes of
that small but loud-whispering group in
Hollywood that likes to start rumors about
such things. There have been no fireworks
in the Wagner household. At least, not
that kind.

In fact, a lovely miracle has been taking
place in that brand-new household over
the past ten months. Because, you see,

some of the things that had been said
about Nat at the time of her wedding
were at least partly true. And, little by
little, there have been some beautiful
changes made in the heart and mind of
this beautiful girl who decided to become
a bride.

The cause of the change?
Bob Wagner.
The reason behind it?

Love.
The change itself?

Nat—the kid—is becoming a woman. . . .

Well, there came this night last January,
shortly after Nat and Bob were married,
the night things began to change.
The Wagners were dining out, alone, at

a Sunset Strip restaurant. Dinner over
with, Nat picked up a cigarette and Bob
dutifully lit it. A few minutes later, a
director who knew Nat well and who
was sitting at a nearby table came walking
over.

"Are you still smoking?" he asked Nat,
very bluntly.
"Sure," Nat said, beginning to laugh.
"But—" the director started to say.
Nat's laughter turned nervous as she

realized what he was up to. She tried to
change the subject.
But she didn't get far when Bob inter-

rupted now and turned to the director.
"Why do you ask about the smoking, sir?"
he wanted to know.
"When a doctor tells a girl she has a

nervous heart and mustn't smoke anymore,
I think it pays to take the advice," said
the director. Whereupon he shrugged, said
good night and walked away.
And whereupon Bob turned back to Nat

and said he wanted to know a little more
about this nervous heart business.
"Oh honestly," Nat said, puffing away at

her cigarette, "it must have been about a
year ago that I went to see this doctor and
he examined me and said my heart was
just a little nervous.
"And that you should stop smoking,"

Bob added.
"Yes," Natalie said.

"Then stop," Bob said.

"I will not," said Natalie.

"I said stop," Bob said, suddenly very
serious, more serious than Natalie had
ever known him to be. "I said stop—and
I mean now."
Nat shook her pretty head. "No," she

said, taking another puff. "It's fun and I

like it and—

"

"Nat," Bob said, leaning over in his
chair, talking very softly now, "Nat, honey
... I love you and I married you and I

want you to be around me for a long time,
a long, long time. And I don't want any
cigarettes cutting down on that time if

they're affecting your heart in any way."
He winked. "Not even if that time is fifty

or sixty years away from now when we're
old and tired and sitting on a porch some-
where, rocking away on a couple of wicker
rockers, me holding my ancient hand in

yours."
Like magic, Nat put out the cigarette,

promised never to touch the stuff again
and then reached across the table to grasp
the still-young hand of her still-young
husband, to hold it and hold it for the
rest of the evening. . . .

Now, it's a matter of record that Nat
once said about herself: "All I knew for
years as a kid star were people who'd
pat me on the back and say, 'Isn't she cute
and isn't she a swell trouper and don't
we all just love her!' Well, this happens
and you go around starry-eyed, thinking
everybody wants to help you. But then, as
soon as you start getting up there, you
learn that some of the people who were
nice to you are just as anxious now to stab
you in the back. It's taken me a long
time. But I've come to the conclusion that
people aren't nice, unless they're your
true friends. At least, not some of them.
They're just not nice."
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Well, then came this other time shortly
after the wedding when the Wagners went
to a party after the premiere of some pic-
ture or other. They were having a swell
time, too, till Bob suddenly noticed that
Nat's face had grown very long.
"What's wrong?" he asked.
"I didn't know she'd be here," Nat whis-

pered, indicating a young actress who'd
just walked into the room.
Bob had known the other girl from way

back. He'd always liked her, liked her
fine, and he couldn't understand Nat's
attitude. "Fess up, honey," he said; "what's
wrong between you and her?"
Nat 'fessed up with a vengeance. Why,

that girl had finagled her way into a movie
part once, a part originally intended for
Nat. Why, she'd gotten her agent to con-
tact the producer in the most underhanded
way and then she'd managed to test for
the part—and then she'd gotten it.

"Nat." Bob said, when his wife was all

through, "did you ever want a part some-
body else already had?"
Nat didn't answer.
"Did you ever test after somebody else

thought she had the part—not through any
meanness of your own, but just because
that's the way it happens to be in this
business of ours?" Bob asked.
Nat nodded this time.
"Look," Bob said, suddenly, "I want to

prove something to you."

Nat finds a friend

Before Nat had a chance to ask what,
Bob had turned, caught the other girl's eye,
waved and signaled her over to the table.
And before Nat had a chance to object,
the girl came rushing over, smiling warm-
ly, shaking hands with Bob first, then with
Nat, then accepting Bob's invitation to sit

down for a few minutes—right next to
Nat, of course—and chat.
After a moment or two of chatting

—

betwen Bob and the other girl, that is, Bob
excused himself from the table. "Got to
see somebody for a moment," he said,
smiling at Nat, "but I'm sure you girls can
stand it without me for that long, huh?"
Nat didn't exactly smile back.
But she was smiling, all right, smiling

real friendly-like, when Bob returned 'to

the table—about fifteen minutes later. Yes,
the other young actress was saying some-
thing, obviously a real girl-talk type thing,
and Nat was listening and smiling and she
actually seemed to be enjoying this girl.

"Nice person, this enemy of yours?" Bob
asked softly as he bent over Nat to give
her a peck on the ear.

Nat nodded. "Very nice, you horrible
monster, you," she whispered and then
turned back to her new-found friend and
to what she was saying. . . .

Speaking of friends, actor Nick Adams

—

long one of Nat's closest pals—told us a
couple of years ago: "Nat and I have an
agreement. Her husband, when she gets

married and whoever she marries, has to

agree that Nat and I stay friends. He's got
to realize we are friends who are very
close, who call each other up when we
have something on our minds—in the
middle of the night sometimes when we
have problems and we're alone and can't

sleep, who tell each other everything and
who nothing or nobody is ever going to

break up."
Well. Nat was an extremely popular girl

before she was married and her friends
literally numbered in the hundreds—the
very close, the near-close, the almost-near-
close, and so on. And while she didn't have
this never-say-die-or-good-bye agreement
with all of them, there were certainly a

couple of dozen who could say what Nick
had said, that nothing or nobody was going
to spoil these beautiful relationships.

Of course, Nat and Nick and all the



others were extremely young when they
shook hands on this. And of course, since
Nat and Bob married, there haven't been
any middle-of-the-night phone calls to
anyone from the Wagner bedroom—partly
because there's no telephone in the Wagner
bedroom, partly because Nat sleeps much
better these nights—there being a Mr.
Wagner who sleeps beside her now.

But, still, Nat loved all her old friends
even after she got married. And there did
come the time shortly after she and Bob
settled in their new place when the sub-
ject of these friends did come up.

It all had to do with a housewarming
the young couple had been planning to
give. It had to do, more specifically, with
the number of people they'd invite.

"I think twenty should do it," Bob said,

picking up a pencil and preparing to make
the list.

"Twenty?" Nat cried. "But, Bob, I could
never get away with that."

"What do . you mean never-get-away-
with?" Bob asked.

"I mean there must be a hundred people
who'll feel terrible if we don't invite them,"
said Nat.
"You're kidding," Bob said, hopefully.
"Honest, Bob," Nat said, taking the

pencil from him and beginning to jot down
name after name after name.

It took Nat twenty minutes and seven
pages of pad to make the list—and when
she finished the list totaled one-hundred-
and-twenty-six names.

Big party
"So?" Bob asked, holding back the

chuckle, "what do we do, hire the Pal-
ladium Ballroom or just fly everybody to
New York and try to get Madison Square
Garden for the night?"

"Darling," Natalie said, "if we could only
have these people, just this once—

"

Bob sighed a deep, young husband's
sigh. "Look, Nat," he said, "first of all, this

place we call home is charming and I'm
crazy about it. But it isn't exactly big. And
we don't want to stuff it up with so many
people that everybody's going to be un-
comfortable, do we? . . . And then, Nat,
there's this matter of friendship. Now, all

those names you've written down. They
can't all be real friends

—

"

"But they are," Nat interrupted.
"I mean," continued Bob, "they're all

good people, I knew, and you like them all,

I know that too. But a party like the one
we should have—well, it should be a party
for people we really want to see, for our
real good friends. And unless I'm wrong.
Nat, most people are lucky if they have

—

"Twenty good friends?" Nat broke in,

laughing.
"Something like that," said Bob, laugh-

ing too.

Now it was Nat's turn to sigh her deep,
young wife's sigh.

"Go take a shower, darling," she said,
out of the clear blue, a few moments
later, after she'd thought over what her
husband had just told her.
"Why should I?" Bob asked.
"Because I've got something I want to

do—alone—for a while," said Nat. "So go
take a shower or do something and leave
me alone for just a little while "

When he came back there sat Nat, pencil
still in hand, examining her guest list with
the intensity of a near-sighted Swiss
watchmaker, and carefully—if rather slow-
ly—crossing out first one name, then an-
other. . . .

Finally, let's re-examine that quote of
Lana's—Nat's kid sister—that we printed
at the beginning of this article, the com-
ment about Nat not being able to do any
housework, or not being able to cook and
certainly being able to spend lots of money
on clothes.

Fact is, it's still part fact. Nat still doesn't

know anything about housework, for
instance, for the simple reason that both
she and Bob are very hard-working, suc-
cessful movie stars who make a lot of
money and can afford a cleaning woman a
few times a week.
"But," as somebody—a friend of Bob's

this time—told us recently, "don't let Nat-
alie ever hear you say she can't cook any-
more. Because she can really cook up a
storm now. If there's one thing old R. J.
likes, it's to eat at home as much as possi-
ble. And Nat realized this early in the
game and I don't know if she went to
cooking school or spent a fortune on re-
cipe books or what. But sit with this girl

for an hour and she'll spend at least half
the time telling you about a Beef Strogan-
off she just happened to whip up for Bob
the night before, or maybe about the la-
sagna she made on Saturday night, or
about the omelet she's planning to make
tonight, the kind with the herbs and the
thin slices of prosciutto, with thin-stripped
potatoes on the side and stringbeans a la

Francaise—garnished with flaked almonds
yet.

"And about that other point—Nat spend-
ing lots of dough on clothes. I happen to
know that she's learned from Bob that
a dress and a hat and a pair of shoes aren't
things you wear once or twice and then
retire to the attic. And lots of couturiers
and all kinds of ladies' apparel salesmen
throughout Hollywood and Beverly Hills
have learned that practically the only time
they get to see Natalie now is at their
local theater."

Speaking of pictures—or rather, in this

case, photographs—we'd like to address a
question to you, our readers.
Did you like that color shot of Nat and

Bob at the beginning of this article?
There's a nice little story behind that

shot.

The picture itself was taken especially
for us at a beautiful seaside California
town where Bob was working on his
latest movie, In Love And War. It was
taken late one afternoon, three days after
the picture company moved down to the
town for a week and a half of location
work. It had been scheduled to be taken
on that first day of location. But, un-
fortunately, Nat—who'd planned to drive
down with Bob and spend the entire week
and a half with him—got tied up in some
important conferences with her studio and
was delayed.
When she arrived, finally, late this

afternoon, our photographer rushed up to
her and Bob and reminded them about the
picture.

"Yes," Nat said, still hugging and squeez-
ing her Bob hello, "but can you—can you
have it all over within five minutes?"
Our photographer was stunned. He'd

known Nat when she was as publicity-
conscious as any other young girl in Hol-
lywood, when she'd have given up a full

day and then some if she thought she
could get her picture in a big newspaper
or magazine.

"Please," Nat went on, "I spoke to Bob
on the phone this morning and he prom-
ised me that as soon as I got here we'd
go walking down on the beach and then
have dinner just the two of us."
The photographer looked at Nat again,

hard, just to make sure it was Nat. And
then he looked at Bob. And then he took
a picture.

It's the same picture you saw at the
beginning of this article.

Even if it hadn't turned out half as good,
we'd have printed it anyway.
Because it's a true picture of two people

—a man and his woman—in love. end

You can see Natalie in Kings Go Forth
for United Artists. Bob is in The Hunters
and In Love And War, both for 20th.
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we went to see ingrid

(Continued from page 38) all its traditions
to attain.

I frankly didn't give a darn for Ingrid
Bergman as I rode out to her new home
with her that afternoon. I had an assign-
ment; I would do an interview and write
it up. Period. The end.

I suppose she knew how I felt, because
she didn't talk much on the way out. She
had a script with her, for the movie she
was just finishing up, The Inn Of The
Sixth Happiness, and she looked through
it most of the way. Finally the car turned
into the village, went half way through it,

and then turned off onto a dirt road.
The moment it did, Ingrid put down the
script. "Look!" she said.

I looked. Ahead of us was a ten-foot-
high stone wall. We drove through a gate
in the wall, and suddenly we were in the
country again, surrounded by green grass
and old trees, passing flower beds and
wide lawns. Then the car went around a
curve and suddenly we stopped, in front
of a huge, rambling stone house that
seemed to sprawl over an acre.

Always one more
Ingrid turned to me with a smile. She

touched the script that had fallen to the
seat of the car. "When I first got this

script," she said, "it was in London, not
long after Roberto and I split our lives.

Somebody referred to it then as The Inn
Of The Seventh Happiness, and I said to
that person. 'No, the sixth happiness.
There is always one less happiness than
you believe.
Now she nodded her head toward the

house. She stretched out her arms for a
moment. "Now, I know better. Sometimes,
if you are very lucky—there is one hap-
piness more!"

I got out of the car and followed her
into the house. It was a warm day. but
the entrance was cool—old French farm-
houses are like that. Ingrid led me into
the first room.

"Parlor?" I asked. "Family sitting
room?"
She laughed. "I don't know yet. When

Lars brought me here, I said to him, 'It is

perfect, wonderful, just right—as soon as
we change everything!' We are going to
remodel a great deal, modernize a little

—

these old houses have always been
changed by the new generation of own-
ers—a wing added here, a room torn down
there—they thrive on change."
She looked at me and suddenly her face

sobered. "You are thinking, 'So does In-
grid thrive on change.' I can tell. Come
here."
She walked quickly to a window seat,

sat down. With one hand she pushed aside
a heavy old drape; with the other she ges-
tured for me to sit down, too.

"We have been friends for a long, long
time. I want to tell you this. I am not
the fickle woman you are thinking now.
I have said in the past that the wind blows
and you must take the weather it brings

—

but I know one makes her own weather,
too. Maybe mine has not always been
good. But it will get better.

"When I was a child, I lost my par-
ents. My aunt and uncle took me to
raise me. They were severe, strict people.
I was in love with life and they shut me
off from it. I ran away from them—into
the theater I loved, into a marriage I

thought would free me from coldness. I

was wrong. We left Sweden, and went to
America—and in my own house, I was
still a stranger. You know . . .

?"

I nodded, remembering that cold voice
of Ingrid's husband. . . .

And I began to understand. I remem-
76 bered suddenly so many forgotten things.

Th ; nas that happened after Ingrid married
Roberto Ross-ell ini—things she had said
when she was supposedly at the height of
her happiness:

"I am a Swede, very different from
these Italians. We Swedes keep every-
thing inside, we grow bitter from it. The
Italians let everything out, they yell, they
fight—and when it is over, it is forgotten.
I am trying to learn to yell. . .

."

"I am always wanting to 'do.' Work at
something, at acting or cooking or at lan-
guages or at better ways to bring up my
children. The Italians can't understand
that. They always want not to do. You
know their phrase: doZce far niente—
the 'sweet do-nothing.' That is their way.
But I may be too much of a Swede for it

to be mine. . .
."

All those wistful words—they came
back to me now. The words of a woman
forever on the outside, looking in. A
woman who believed that others had the
better way, and that she should learn it.

A woman trying to live the life of another
country, another people.
A woman forever a stranger in her own

home.
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Ingrid watched me in silence; again she
must have known what I was thinking.
Finally she said, "And then—when I was
once more alone, when Roberto was gone,
I met Lars in Paris one day. We had met
before, briefly—now we met again. We
were two lonely Swedes, speaking the
same language, having the same tastes,

dreaming the same dreams. . .
."

Dreams of home. Dreams of the country
Ingrid had left in glory—and returned to

later to be hissed at in the streets, called a
national disgrace. Dreams of a country
whose faults she knew, who knew hers
only too well—but which had been home
once, which would always be home in her
dreams.

I was beginning to understand.
"Lars is formal, you know," Ingrid said.

"If you meet him you will find him full of
typical Swedish reticence. But—"
She stopped again. But I knew from

her tone what she meant. Reserved, but
not cold like Lindstrom.

"Yes," I said finally. "I see."

Ingrid stood up swiftly. "Come on. Come
and see more!"

She led the way and I followed. I fol-
lowed her through the house, through the
rooms which will be the children's,
through playrooms and corners, through
huge rooms and tiny. I followed her into
the kitchen, big enough to prepare dinner
for an army. And then finally I followed
her into a room off the kitchen—a little

cubbyhole of a room just big enough for
a stove and a sink and a refrigerator.
"Look!" Ingrid cried. "It is mine, you

know. I am going to cook in here—for
Lars and me. We have the same tastes in
food—exactly the same!"
And she laughed as if he had given

voice to the greatest miracle of all time.
We went outside. We went to the

stables; I saw the stalls set aside for the
children's horses. Robertino, Ingrid told
me, adores animals—they are his passion.
He will be happy here, surrounded by
them. There are chicken coops and a
sheep pen; there are goats and ducks;
every spring there will be new lambs, new
calves for the children to raise and love.
We walked through the gardens. There

are magnificent flower beds, herb gardens,
vegetable gardens. Everywhere we went,
Ingrid stooped to touch a leaf, to pick a
flower.

"Lars loves these ... I ordered this put
here for Lars ... By the time Lars and I

are married these will be in bloom. . .
."

She turned to me. "People can be very
good. MGM is letting me put off my next
movie—it is I Thank A Fool—so that Lars
and I can be married in peace. Maybe in
time for the harvest. You know what our
house is named? It is named La Grange
aux Moines—Harvest House."

It was then that the last pink rays of
sunlight touched her face, and she whis-
pered, "I have come home."

I left her half an hour later, with all my
apologies unspoken. I left her still re-
membering the words of the Vatican
spokesman who said that Ingrid could not
excuse her third marriage on grounds that
she was looking for personal happiness,
because the search might still lead her to
even a fourth marriage, another try.

There was truth in what he said, without
a doubt. There was truth in what I had
believed gefore I came to Harvest House

—

that Ingrid was not as sure, as strong, as
right as I had always believed—that she
was only a woman looking for something
after all.

Call it personal happiness. Call it the
right man. Call it a home.
Whatever you call it, I left her remem-

bering something else: that again Ingrid
was being judged by standards not her
own. That after all, she is not a Catholic,
that her own Protestant faith does not
disapprove of her search, her goal

—

though they may take issue with her
methods.
For the first time—here in France where

privacy is respected beyond all else—In-
grid will have a home in which she is not a
stranger—a home planned around her
interests, and her husband's love as well.

For the first time she will live her own
life, not that of an alien people.

"I have no complaints," she told me as
we parted. "I am grateful for everything
life has brought me—because it has
brought me here."

I think those who have cared about In-
grid can honestly join her in that. She
has walked a hard road; perhaps our only
complaint is that now, when she should
have been bowed with grief, she is sud-
denly overwhelmed with unexpected joy.

Lars has brought her that. Harvest House
will bring her peace.

It seems to me we should wish her well.

END

You can see Ingrid in Indiscreet for
Wam "rs.
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they called me a pest

(Continued from page 50) with one thing
long; he was too impatient. But Dr. Karam
was impressed with Paul's determination
to learn, and learn quickly."
Paul sang in the church choir, be-

came more and more fascinated with sing-
ing and music. At home, a modest one-
family frame house, the Ankas encouraged
Paul to sing. They sang themselves when
they were in good spirits. Marion and little

Andy, ten years younger than Paul, sang.

Friends and relatives came over and sang.
It was an informal, active, noisy, busy
house.
At the Connaught Grade School, and

later at Fisher Park High School, Paul
got into every dramatic or musical show
the students put on. He could sing, dance,
speak lines, do imitations. Most important,
he was alert, enthusiastic.

When an audience appeared, Paul be-
came the entertainer. It was as simple as

that. He never did dream of becoming a
cowboy, policeman or fireman. He always
wanted to be an entertainer.

He became the life of the party. He
banged away at that piano. And his par-
ents liked it. "Better to bang that piano,"

sighed his father, "than to be out in the
street getting into trouble like some other
boys."

His father helped

Paul bought the new records, hung
around shows for autographs, and plas-
tered the wallpaper of his room with stars'

photos. His father helped by collecting
photos from entertainers who happened to

drop into his restaurant downtown.
When the school was looking for singers

who could also act—for a Christmas con-
cert—Paul persuaded his classmates, Jerry
Barbeau and Ray Carter, to form The
Bobby Soxers. They sang Way Down Upon
the Swanee River and did imitations.

Paul persuaded them to stick together,
and they went out looking for jobs. They
picked up an occasional fifteen-dollar
booking, and split it three ways.
During the summer of 1956, the Ankas

permitted Paul to accompany his aunt
back to Hollywood. When his uncle, Mau-
rice Anka, a struggling actor, discovered
Paul had some songs with him, he took
the songs over to Capitol Records. "I'll sell

the songs as your fifteenth birthday pres-
ent," he said.

But Capitol turned them down. "I don't
think they even looked at them," says
Paul wistfully.

So Paul thought he might have a bet-
ter chance with a smaller label. He dug
up RPM, and offered them a novelty
tune, Blau-Wile-de-Beest-Fontane. To his

amazement, RPM let him record the tune,
and paid him twenty dollars.

When Paul returned to Ottawa, the
record popped up and the disc jockeys
played it. Paul then appeared on a couple
of Ottawa tv shows. He started getting fan
mail, and became convinced more than
ever that his future lay in composing and
singing.

He began begging his father:

"Let me go to New York. I've got a
dozen terrific songs, and they'll sell a
million!"

"No, Paul; I couldn't let you do that."

Paul, in frustration, wrote more songs,
and sought out professional singers and
musicians for advice. By now he had quit
The Bobby Soxers, and was on his own.
Unfortunately, there were no night clubs

or vaudeville shows in Ottawa. So Paul
had to hunt for 'club shows' given by the
Kiwanis, Rotary, etc., or he waited breath-
lessly for a big rock-and-roll show that
came into the Ottawa Auditorium two or

three times a year. More often, he'd slip

down to the Chaudier night club, three
miles across Federal Bridge, into Hull,
Quebec.
Too young to get into night clubs alone,

and his father too busy at the restaurant
to take him to a night club, Paul was
forced to become a hanger-on at back-
stage doors.

Hanging around

"You here again? . . . Get outta here!"
were the words hurled at him week after

week.
Sometimes he hung around the Ottawa

Auditorium, and one time, when he couldn't
crash the gate, he dislodged a brick from
the backstage wall and peeked into the
dressing room of the star. But most of the
time, he hung around the Chaudier club,

because it brought in a new show Mon-
day nights and featured top star singers.

Little by little, by hanging around, he
got to know some of the singers with the
Rover Boys, The Platters, The Diamonds,
The Crew Cuts, The Four Aces, The Four
Lads.
Sometimes, he would phone his dad and

say, "Dad, I'm with the Diamonds . . . can
I bring them over for dinner?" Dad would
sigh, "Okay." Then a happy Paul would
come over with the singers, and they
would eat and talk shop, and Paul would
listen carefully, ask questions, make notes.
More and more professional entertainers

would be amazed at Paul's talent, deter-
mination, boundless enthusiasm. Their
initial reaction, "Oh, that kid again," gave
way to, "Paul, don't give up . . . some day
you'll make it."

Once Fats Domino was starring in a
rock and roll show produced by Irvin Feld,
at the Auditorium. Paul hurried over.
At the backstage door, he asked, "Can I

see Mr. Domino?"
"No, he's busy."
"I'm Paul Anka . . . I'm a singer too . .

."

"Beat it, kid."

He slipped in through another door.
"Can I see Mr. Domino? It's important."
"No . . . he's busy with reporters, photog-

raphers, disk jockeys. . .
."

"But. . .
."

"Come on, kid, beat it!"

There were other doors, and he knew
them all. He came back: "I want to see
Mr. Domino. . .

."

"You're a persistent one . . . He can't

see you . . . Leave him alone; he's got a

rehearsal. . .
."

He came back, and back, and finally a

man in Domino's dressing room said,

"Why don't you let that kid in for a
minute? Then you can get rid of him."

Prophesy

They let Paul in. He asked for Domino's
autograph, told him he too was a com-
poser-singer, then asked him questions
about his music. Finally, the show's man-
ager, Charles Carpenter, said, "Okay, five

minutes already; we're busy, kid; you got

to go!"

Paul resisted, and somebody pushed him
out as he yelled back, "Next time you're
on tour, Mr. Domino . . . I'll be with you
... as a headliner!"
The men were startled by this fierce

proclamation. Then they burst into laugh-
ter—derisive laughter. "This kid is off his

rocker," said one man, and everybody
laughed.

At home, again:

"Dad, these songs ... It would cost $600

to record them on demonstration records
. . . even with a small orchestra . . . But if

I could go to New York, it would cost only

$100 . . . and that would save you $500. . .
."

"Paul . . . I'm not sending a 15-year-old

boy to New York alone . . . 400 miles away
. . . Now stop asking!"
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Paul became increasingly restless. He
kept writing new songs, scribbling words
in an old school notebook and carrying the
music in his head. Although he had always
been a good student, he began to neglect
his studies. He hated to get up in the
morning.

"I want to write songs, not go to school,"

he told his mother.
She counselled, "Be patient, beloved son.

Be patient."

He was fifteen, and in the 11th grade,

and the law said he had to go to school.

So he went to school, and sluffed off his

homework. At home, he doodled at the
piano, gazed unhappily out of the window.
He was tense, irritable.

"Dad. . . . My Songs are ready for the
public ... I could sell them if. . .

."

"Paul, it's impossible . . . let's not talk

about it."

He hounded a friend, Alex Sherman,
who promoted music shows: "Be my man-
ager . . . You'll make a fortune with me!"
He harassed Sherman twice a week for at

least a couple years. Sherman admits, "I

always threw him out."

Paul went to local disk jockeys: "Be my
manager . . . Tell my father we could
make a fortune in New York!"
But everybody said, "You're too young.

How can we ask your father to let you go?"

Covering up

Paul kept slipping over to the Chaudier
Club. Wednesdays, he would return for

the 8:30 dinner show, and then scam-
per back home by 10:00. His father, sus-
pecting he was out, would phone home and
say, "Let me talk to Paul." Mrs. Anka
would try to cover up by saying, "Paul is

in the bathroom; I'll have him call you
back later."

She would tell Paul, "You're a good son,

I know, and I trust you . . . but you can't

expect your daddy to let you go to New
York."
One night in January, the orchestra

leader at the Chaudier phoned Paul to

say an act had dropped out of a benefit

show going on that night . . . and would
Paul like to substitute? He'd have to rush
over at once with his music.
Performing in the club that had thrown

him out so often! What a thrill that would
be! He grabbed his music, rushed out, but
it was too stormy for a bike. He came back.

Mother was too ill to drive him. She
offered to phone for a taxi, but Paul
couldn't wait.

"Let me have the car," he begged. "I'll

be careful ... I can drive . . . Nobody
will know 1 don't have a license ... I

look like I'm sixteen. . .
."

She faltered, "All right . . . but be care-
ful."

He drove out to the bridge, and the
motor stalled. He got out and pushed. A
friend came by, and helped bring the car
off the bridge . . . when the Mounted Po-
lice drove up in their patrol car.

"So you're Andy Anka's son, eh? No
license? We'll have to make a report.

Sorry."
Paul never made the show.
He trembled when he remembered his

dad's work against juvenile delinquency in

Ottawa. And here he was, the eldest Anka
son—in juvenile court! On Monday, flanked
by his father, Paul heard a severe lecture

on breaking the law, had to promise he
would never ask for the car again, and was
fined three dollars.

Paul says, "I was no delinquent, but I

could not help dreaming up songs when
I should have been doing my school work.
My father was angry with me, and you
can't blame him."
Then one day at Easter time, Doug

Welk of The Rover Boys phoned from New
York to say, "Paul, we're on the big rock-
and-roll show at the Paramount Theater
. . . Right on Broadway! . . . It's so ex-
citing! Why don't you come down?"
Paul burst into tears. Such an oppor-

tunity! But his father would never let

him go. He brooded, then decided to wait
up for his father that night.

A tired Andrew Anka came home at

3:00 a.m. that night—and when he passed
Paul's room he heard sobbing. When he
got to his own room, there was his wife

—

awake, nervous, sitting on the edge of the

bed, red-eyed from weeping.
She poured her heart out: "If you don't

let Paul go to New York, I'll leave you in

the morning! . . . You're breaking the
poor boy's heart! . . . You've already
broken his spirit! . . . What kind of a

father are you anyway?"
He went into Paul's bedroom. Paul, in

his blue jeans, was sprawled on the bed,
crying.
"Give me a chance. . . . My songs will

sell a million . .
."

"Paul . . . not that again!"

"But if I don't succeed ... I'll never
bother you again."
"But New York is a fast city. . .

."

Finally, Andrew Anka sighed, and said,

"I can't do anything with you, and there's

no point in punishing you any more . . .

It doesn't do any good . . . You can go
"

When he was ushered into Mr. Costa's

office, Costa was visibly surprised. But he
was polite, and said, "Well, let's see what
you've got . . . Where's the music?" Paul
said, "I've got it in my head."
Then Paul glanced at his old school

notebook, where he had typed out some
lyrics, and sang Tell Me That You Love
Me and Don't Gamble with Love.
Mr. Costa said, "Excuse me a moment,"

and returned with several other gentle-
men—executives of the company. Paul con-
tinued to sing his songs. Then they asked
him questions, to make sure he had
really written those songs.

It seemed incredible, but within a few
days his father had signed the contract
and Paul was recording his first two disks.

When the first was released in July,
Diana, it took off. At last count, it had
gone beyond 3,000,000 copies and had made
Paul a big recording star overnight.
Paul opened his first big tour in Pitts-

burgh, on a program featuring Fats
Domino. Paul's road manager was Bill

McCadden, a former disk jockey who had
been in Domino's dressing room in Ottawa
the night Paul had been thrown out. When
Domino saw Paul, he said, "Ain't you the
lad they threw out of my dressing room in

Ottawa last year?" Paul said, "Yes," and
laughed, and Domino laughed.
He's grossed more than $100,000, had

twenty of his songs published, recorded
eight of them, put out his first album, owns
his own music publishing firms.

When the money started to pour in, Paul
ordered the family house repainted, the

basement playroom fixed up, new furniture
for his parents' and his sister's bedrooms.
Then he gave a terrier to his kid brother,

and bought himself a Plymouth black and
white convertible with red upholstery and
a built-in record player.
His father is frankly amazed: "I never

thought it would happen." Then he adds,

proudly: "But Paul is a good boy! He
doesn't smoke or drink; he has not for-

gotten his family."
When you ask Paul how he did it, he

insists it's simple: "I always believed

that, if you want to do something, you can
do it."

And nobody calls him a pest anymore!
END

Paul Anka is in Columbia's Let's Rock.

dick dark's secret inspiration

(Continued from page 36) when Brad and
Dick were kids and lived with their well-

to-do folks in a big, tree-surrounded
apartment house in Mount Vernon, New
York—on that rare and beautiful spring

day, for instance, when Dick was all set

to get a rare but not-so-beautiful spanking
from his Mom.
Dick was five at the time, a cute, loud,

happy-go-lucky little boy with a taste for

mischief and Good Humor ice cream pops.

He was allowed his normal share of mis-
chief. But he was allowed only one Good
Humor a day, right after lunch. Yet his

Mom had suspected lately that he would
always manage to have an extra one, and
right before dinner to boot.

Finally, one afternoon, she caught him
sneaking into the apartment with the

evidence.
"And what is that?" she asked, pointing

to a delectable if messy object Dick had
in his hand and all over the bottom half

of his face.

"A choc'lit pop," Dick said.

78 "How did you get it?" Mrs. Clark asked.

"I don't know," Dick said, licking away,
starting to walk away.

"Dickie!!" his mother called out.

Suddenly, Dick stopped short in his

tracks and he remembered. "The nice old

man who lives on the ground floor and sits

in the back yard all the time—he got it

for me, Mommy."
Mrs. Clark shook her head. "Dickie," she

said, "you haven't been asking that dear
old man to buy you ice cream pops every
afternoon, have you?"
"No," Dick said, "huh-uh."
Mrs. Clark didn't like the no, and the

huh-uh certainly didn't move her either.

"Bradley!" she called out to her older son,

who'd just walked into the apartment from
playing. "Bradley, I think Dickie is lying

to me about something. And I want you
to do some checking for me."
She explained the problem to Brad who

—all of ten years old now and past the

age of spankings—threw his kid brother a

look of genuine regret as he went down-
stairs to have a little chat with the old

man in the back yard.

There was no getting around it. Things
looked bad for Dickie, very bad.

But Brad was all smiles when he came

back up the stairs a few minutes later.

"Dickie was telling the truth, Mom," he
announced. "The man said that Dickie just

happens to be in the back yard every
afternoon when the Good Humor truck
comes by. And the man said Dickie al-

ways asks him if he can go out to the

street and buy him an ice cream. And the
man says, 'That's very nice of you, my boy,

and while you're there why don't you
get something for yourself. ... So you
see, Mom, it's really the man who asks
Dickie to have an ice cream, and not the

other way 'round."
There was a long moment of silence.

"Mmmmmm," Mrs. Clark said, finally,

sternly, for want of anything better to

say—and then turned around quick so the

boys wouldn't see her smile for an un-
avoidable moment, and so they wouldn't
know that she knew all about the little

handshaking ritual that went on behind
her back every time either of them beat
her on some point or other.

When Mrs. Clark turned back around,
the smile was gone from her face. And the
boys had already completed their hand-
shake.
"All right," she said, as sternly as be-



fore, "your father will be home soon, so

you'd better go inside and wash for

dinner."
She watched them nod their okays and

then take off for the bathroom together,

her big boy and her small one, and she
couldn't help but smile again when she
heard them begin to laugh their clean,

victorious, brotherly laughter out in the

hallway, when she felt the good feeling

a mother feels when she knows that all

is well and happy between her children. . .

.

"The feeling between Dick and Brad
was always hard to explain," a friend of

the family has said. "Aside from the five-

year age difference, they were about as

different in every other way as two boys
can be. Dick was baby-faced, small and
skinny. Brad was a big, strong, handsome
boy. Dick was the noisiest little boy I've

ever known. His brother was sober, not
the least bit unfriendly, but soft-spoken
and extremely gentle. Dick was clumsy
at games. Brad was a born athlete, a bril-

liant athlete. And yet, different as they
were, I've never known two brothers who
admired each other more, who got along
so well together, who were any closer

than Dick and Brad."
Dick himself remembers the not-so-

close moments—"and there were some,"
he recalls. "Real bloody fights between the
two of us about I-don't-remember-what,
all the usual fresh-kid stuff, I guess.

"But," he goes on, "Brad was always
the big brother I knew I could go to when
I wanted advice about something or when
I just wanted to be together with him and
have fun and laugh."
For advice, there's the time Dick was

six or seven, when he lost his very first

girlfriend. She was a little snip of a girl,

the prettiest thing Dick had ever seen. Her
name was Lorraine and she was a year
younger than Dick. One day she came to
see him and tell him that her daddy had
announced that the entire family—Lor-
raine included—was moving to Tucson,
Arizona, within the next few weeks. Dick
was heartbroken. He didn't know how far
Tucson was, but he knew he couldn't walk
there and that was far enough. He was
in tears when he sat on his brother's bed
that night to tell him the sad news.
"Well," said Brad, eleven years old now

and quite the expert on affairs such as
this, "there are plenty of other girls

around, Dickie."
"As nice as Lorraine?" the little boy

asked.
"Nicer even," said Brad.
"Okay," said the little boy. Whereupon

he hugged his brother goodnight, went
back to his own bed.
For fun and laughter, too, there were

many times.

So strong a love

But below the surface of this fun-and-
advice relationship was a strong layer of
something that can best be described as
love, so strong a love that it was eventu-
ally to change the course of the younger
brother's life.

"It's certain that Dick was bound to ac-
complish something big," his father says
today, "—there was always too much
energy and ambition and ingenuity in him
to make me believe anything else. But
that he would have done it without the
inspiration his brother gave him, that he
would have gone quite so far

—

that I don't
know. You see, Dick always idolized Brad.
And long before what happened to our
Brad happened, Dick was in there pitch-
ing to be not only himself, but to be just
like his brother, too."
For a skinny little boy to become a star

athlete is no easy job. But Brad was a
great athlete and his kid brother was at
least going to try to measure up to him.

It turned out that Dick didn't. As he

says, "1 was too small for football. I

weighed next to nothing and made about
the ninth team. I was so far down the line

that when they passed out uniforms all I

got was an old helmet . . . Track? I tried

for that, too. I think I ended up fifty-

seventh man on a squad of fifty-seven . . .

And swimming. I was a little better at

that. I finally made a team. I didn't get
very far, however."
But at the time, while Dick tried, he

tried with all his heart and soul. And
when he wasn't trying himself, he seemed
—in a strange way—to transfer his own
heart and soul into the strong body of his

brother, to become a part of Brad as the
older boy played magnificently away at

one sport after another, in one contest
after another.

"I remember," says a boyhood pal of the
Clarks, "the day Brad was entered in the
Westchester County Swimming Champion-
ships. He was about fifteen at the time, so
Dick must have been ten. I was sitting in

the grandstand with the Clarks, right next
to Dick. I sat there talking with the boy
for a while and then suddenly he stopped
in the middle of a sentence and said, 'Look,
there's Brad.' I was about to follow Dick's
pointing finger and take a look. But some-
how I couldn't. Somehow all I could do
was watch Dick sitting there next to me,
watch his eyes grow wide with the kind of
pride and respect you don't often see in

boys of ten, then watch him begin to ap-
plaud and shout. 'Hey, Brad! We're all

with you, Brad! Show them how to swim,
Brad!'
"Unfortunately, Brad slipped as the

opening gun went off and was disqualified
from the race. I expected the little boy
next to me to begin to cry. But he didn't.

I could tell that the planet Earth had just
crumbled up under him, that he felt about
as miserable as any little boy can feel. But,
I remember, he just sat there and began to

shout, 'That's all right, Brad! You'll show
them next time! You'll really show them
next time!'

"As it turned out, there was another
meet down in Yonkers the following day
and Brad won, over everybody. And, let

me tell you, there was an hysterically
happy kid brother in town that night. And
the shouting this time—I've never heard
anything like it!"

And so it went all during those early
years, the skinny noisy little boy—a bright
and self-sufficient boy in his own right

—

worshipping the qualities he himself didn't

have in his brother, happy that he had this

brother he could worship and love and
look up to forever.
And then, suddenly—when Dick was

fourteen, just at about the time he was
entering high school—something happened.
Suddenly, it seemed, Dick was a dif-

ferent boy.
Most kids that age change a little—

a

little acne, a little moodiness, a little body
and personality awkwardness here and
there.

But for Dick the change was extreme.
He became quiet—almost sullen. He be-
came very self-conscious about his looks

—

"I was still small," he remembers, "and I

thought I was as homely as they come."
He suffered, in general, from fits of teen-
age depressions that the average teenager
unfortunately thinks are peculiar to him
and him alone. "It got so bad," Dick says,

"that for about a year-and-a-half I slunk
around more than I walked and I guess
I became one of the loneliest people in the
world."

It was one night late in 1943 when Brad
decided to have a talk with his kid brother,
just the two of them, alone.

"What's been ailing you, anyway?" Brad
asked, point-blank.
Dick beat around the bush for a while.

Finally he let on a little, just enough for
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Brad to say what he'd been wanting to say
for some time now.
"Look," he said, "we don't get together

like this too often to make with the serious
talk, right? And we're not the type to sit

around and compliment each other all the
time, either—right? But whatever is ailing

you, Dick, shouldn't. Because you've got
things a lot of guys your age would be
happy to have. You're a nice-looking boy,
for one thing—

"

"I'm not," Dick started to interrupt him.
"I said you're nice-looking," said Brad.

"And you've got one of the best personali-
ties I've ever seen anyone have."
"But—" Dick started to say.

"I know, I know," Brad said, "you've
been acting like a drip lately so you think
you really are one now."
This time Dick didn't start to say any-

thing. He just looked down at his shoes
instead, hurt. He'd heard some of the kids
in school refer to him as a drip the other
day—and boy, that word really hurt.
"The point is," Brad went on, "that

you've got lots of good qualities, Dick. And
even if you didn't have as many as you
happen to have, always remember this

—

that God has given each man enough qual-
ities to begin to be happy with, and it's an
insult to God not to take advantage of
these qualities."

Brad sighed as Dick continued looking
down, still hurt, still not understanding.

"Well," Brad said, "I hoped I'd get across
to you, Buddy. Because, you know, I'm
not going to be around much longer and—

"

Dick looked up suddenly. "Where you
going, Brad?" he asked.
"There happens to be this big war on,"

said Brad, "and—

"

"You going in the Army, Brad?" Dick
asked.
Brad smiled the happiest smile his kid

brother had ever seen. "Air Force," he
said.

"Wow!" Dick said, smiling too now. He
started to shake hands with his brother.
"So while we're at it," Brad said, in the

middle of the handshake, taking advantage
of the moment, "I'd like you to promise
me that you'll try to snap out of this mood
you've been in and get back to normal."
The smile disappeared from Dick's face,

very quickly. He brought down his hand
and shoved it in his pocket.
"How about it," Brad asked, "will you

try?"
"Sure," Dick said, shrugging, not really

meaning it, hating the fact they had to get
back to that subject again, "I'll try as
much as I can. . .

."

If Dick tried at all during that next year
that Brad was away, he didn't try very
hard. In fact, Brad not being around
seemed to make the situation worse. More
and more, Dick seemed to creep into his
lonely shell, coming out of it somewhat
only when Brad came home on leave or
wrote the family those long letters of his.

It was one day in November of '44, in
fact, when the family received the letter

they'd been expecting those last few
months. Brad had been in the Air Force
almost a year now and it would have been
difficult to find a more dissatisfied young
man in the service of his country. Brad's
problem was that he wanted to be a pilot

and that the big brass down in Washington
had decided he'd be more valuable as a
flight instructor. And so Brad had been
stuck at some school in New Jersey

—

"teaching a lot of guys," as he had written
once, "to go out there and do the same
thing I want so much to do, to fly."

And now, finally, the letter the Clarks
had been expecting for so long arrived. It

was a joyous letter. In it, Brad indicated
that after much hounding of the authori-
ties he was being transferred to someplace
far away—and to active duty.

M Mrs. Clark received the letter in the

morning and read it first. Then she showed
it to Dick, soon as he got home from school
that afternoon. And then, that night,
after dinner—purposely after dinner—she
showed it to her husband.
Dick never really noticed the look his

father exchanged with his mother as he
read and re-read the letter that night, that
look of worry and fear and silent prayer.
Dick only knew that his brother Brad was
much better off than he, that Brad was
happy now, that Brad was accomplishing
something, that Brad wasn't a gawky,
heavy-hearted adolescent of fifteen who
didn't know whether he was coming or
\oirig but a young, light-spirited young
man of twenty who sat behind the wheel
of a sleek and swift fighter plane and who
knew exactly where he was going.

In fact, Dick didn't give himself a chance
to notice any looks his parents were ex-
changing over that letter from Brad. Be-
cause, as was usual with him now, he took
off for his room shortly after dinner so he
could be alone, just him and the light
white object on the nighttable that had
become his favorite friend for the time
being, his radio.

The telegram

And it was on this particular night that
he turned on the radio and heard a news
commentator say something about a new
and terrible battle being waged in Belgium,
a battle in which fog and rain had played
havoc with the American ground forces in

the area, a major Nazi counter-attack that
had started out with a lot of military code
names but that was now being referred to

simply as the Battle of the Bulge. . . .

Dick was expecting a letter from Brad
that particular December afternoon, nearly
a month later. A couple of weeks earlier

he'd gotten one from England, where his

brother was now stationed. And he'd
written Brad back. And now he had it

figured that this was the day he'd hear
from Brad again.
He rushed home from school and went

straight to the telephone switchboard lady.
"Did my Mom pick up any mail for me

today?" he asked.
The lady said no, she hadn't.
"Maybe tomorrow," Dick said.

The lady didn't answer. In fact, for

some reason unknown to Dick, she didn't
even look up at him. Instead, automatic-
ally, she handed him her copy of that day's
Daily News which she kept around every
day so Dick could look at the funnies
when he got home from school.
"Thanks," Dick said, turning to the back

of the paper.
As was usual with him, he started with

the Little Orphan Annie strip, then went
on to Dick Tracy, then to Gasoline Alley,
then to all the others.

He was in the middle of reading one of

the strips when the building superintend-
ent walked by and over to Dick and put
his hand on the boy's shoulder.
"I'm sorry, Richard," he said.

"About what?" Dick asked, looking up
from the newspaper.
"About your brother," the man said.

"Brad?" Dick asked. "What about him?"
Suddenly, the man realized that Dick

didn't know about the telegram that had
arrived a little while earlier, that he'd
spoken too soon. He bit his lips for a mo-
ment, bit them hard. Then without an-
other word, he rushed away.
Dick remained standing there, confused.
"Huh!" he said, trying to smile, turning

now to look at the switchboard lady and
maybe find out from her what the super-
intendent had meant.
When he looked at the lady this time,

he could see what she hadn't let him
see before, that her eyes were filled

with tears.

For a moment, he didn't understand.

And then, suddenly, he did.

Brad was dead.
"I remember," Dick says today of this

|

moment, "how I stood there stunned for a
|

long, long time, not saying anything, not
j

knowing what to do, only thinking to my-
self that it wasn't true, it wasn't true at
all about Brad, that maybe if I went back
to reading the comics something would
happen, somebody would come along and
tell me it wasn't true. . .

."

When Dick went upstairs, his mother
was sitting in the living room, crying. "It

j

was the first time I'd ever seen Mom cry."
Dick walked over and kissed her on the

cheek and then he took her hand in his.
1

Neither of them said anything.
Then Dick's father came home.
For a while he, too, didn't say anything.
But then, slowly, controlling his voice as

best he could, he told how he'd spoken to
someone in the War Department after he'd
gotten Mom's call about the telegram, how
he'd learned how Brad and a few other
pilots had volunteered for an extremely
dangerous mission over Belgium and the
Battle of the Bulge, how right after they'd
accomplished the mission a dozen Nazi
fighter planes had descended from the
black-clouded sky above, how they'd
ripped most of the American planes—

j

Brad's included—to pieces right there in I

mid-air, how—
|

But he didn't go on.
Because, suddenly, his little son Dick

had burst into loud sobbing and rushed
from the room.
His mother started after him.
But Mr. Clark stopped her. "It's better

he knows—so he can be proud of his
brother, as he should be," he said, sadly.
"And it's better now that he stays by him- !

self and cries alone. . .

."

It was late that night when Dick came
back into the living room. His Mom and
Dad were still up, just sitting there. On a
table near them lay a few letters in flimsy-

j

papered envelopes, the last letters they'd
|

received from Brad.
Dick stared down at the handwriting on

the envelopes. He found it hard keeping
the tears from coming to his eyes again as
he looked down at the handwriting. But he
clenched his fists hard and told himself
he must not cry—not now, and he didn't.

Because in his room those past few hours
he'd been thinking about something, and
he didn't want to cry out but he wanted <

to talk, to say something to his folks, to
i

say something important.
"I . . . I'm going to change," he began.
His folks looked at him, saying nothing.
"I've been pretty bad lately," Dick went

on. "I mean, I've been acting pretty stupid
about things, thinking about myself all the
time and worrying about everything and
not being exactly friendly to people any-
more . . . And I've been even worse than

j

you think . . . Because I've broken a prom-
ise I made once."
He looked back down at the envelopes

on the little table again. "It was a promise
to Brad," he said. "He made me promise
that I'd change. He told me all sorts of
nice things about myself one night. He
told me, too, about how God had made
people to be happy and how it was an
insult to God if they didn't work to be
happy. And I promised that I'd try, to be
happy and to do good things and to help
myself become a good, worthwhile person.
I promised I'd try. And I didn't."
He shook his head. "I don't know what's

been in me that I didn't try," he said. "I
don't know . . . But I know one thing now.
I know I'm not going to let my brother
down." Then Dick smiled.

"Just wait and see, Mom," he said. "Just
wait and see, Dad."
And then he looked down at the en-

velopes once more and said, "You too,
Brad—just you wait and see." END



uneensored ricky nelson story

(Continued from page 21) and, Harriet

were on. Someone would switch it on
and then there'd be a full half hour of

ribbing and cracks at the quality of Rick's
acting. He not only took it, but he was so

quick with an ad-lib he quite often topped
them.
"Let me try to explain why this smash

as a singer surprised us. It was only a

year and a half ago, you know. You see,

he never sang. He was terrific on the
drums and when he sat down to play the
piano—we danced. He made up ar-
rangements as he went. He could switch
Sentimental Journey to a boogie beat in-

stinctively. He was a great doctor. He
and Bruce Campbell were a two-man
show when they'd get in the mood. They
are both sharp and witty. They could
make a party hilarious in five minutes.
But mostly, Rick was quiet, calm and easy
going. He was one of the most considerate
boys in the group. Helping in the kitch-
en, handing out Cokes or just being nice to

his hostess, his good breeding showed. I

was aware also that Rick was deeply sen-
sitive and worked at being 'just one of

the gang.'

"So, if you get the picture of how he was
to us, you can understand the shock we
got that day at Scribner's Drive-in. It

shocked Rick too. He didn't like it," Ter-
ry's feminine intuition revealed.

But there was another opinion.
"I don't agree. I think Rick loved that

first avalanche at the Drive-in," Bruce
Campbell, Rick's tournament doubles part-
ner, observed. "After all, showbusiness is

his life. He was startled. We all were.
About seven of us took off from the Ten-
nis Club that afternoon to go with Rick.
He'd recorded a song, I'm Walkin', and
Art LaVove asked him to be on his radio
show that emanated from Scribner's
Drive-in. We were hungry so we went
along. We parked and suddenly there
were about two hundred and fifty kids
mobbing his car. They were yelling and
screaming; standing on top of cars. It al-

most turned into a riot. The police had to

come and escort Rick away. Just that
quick," he snapped his fingers, "and Rick
was hot—as a singer."

"We still didn't take it seriously. Actu-
ally nobody thought he could sing and
we didn't particularly like the record.
Then little girls started asking Rick for

his autograph at the tennis club," Terry
Donnally recalled. "At first we'd all stop
the game, stand around and laugh while
Rick signed. He laughed too, but he was em-
barrassed. Then people at the club, who
didn't know him, started getting swoony."

His parents' values

"But Rick took it well. He was ready.
I think because of his environment. His
parents have given him an unchanging set

of values."

"Ozzie may be okay as a father," ex-
plained a business associate, "but he's
holding too tight a rein on the business
end of Rick's career. He's so careful with
Rick's publicity, the kid doesn't read hu-
man. He personally rewrites a lot of copy.
Any rebellions, faults or growing pains
that are natural and symphathetically un-
derstandable to the public are deleted like
big black sins. He's got a big time pub-
licity outfit working to be sure his image
of Rick stays unsullied. I can't figure out
what he's afraid of.

"Actually. Rick is a kid any woman
would like to call son. His faults are pret-
ty normal—most kids would be relieved
to know he had them. He drives too fast.

Can be dared into a drag race. Sneaks
rides on David's motorcycle, because Oz
frowns on it. Stays out too late some-

times. Drops his personal belongings into
piles. He's a worry bug and moody. Those
faults are exactly like my own teen-age
son's—and his friends', too.

"They have a good home life, that's

true. And the only rebellion I can antici-

pate in the near future is this school thing.

Oz is a Rutgers graduate and a bug on
college education. Dave tried last year
at SC, but he wants to be an actor and he
had to quit. Now Rick thinks he's through
with school. Oz has decided he's going
to SC. He's even enrolled him. When he
finds out, Rick may blow his stack. If he
does, you may read that Rick is going to

try his wings in his own, or David's,
apartment this fall. And no college—just

career. Ozzie and Rick are a lot alike in

many ways. I wish Oz would just relax and
enjoy Rick. Actually, Rick knows how to

handle an interview and, at his age he's

inarticulate anyway. So there's no need for

all his power-behind-the-platter policy."

No problem with friends

Inarticulate for print, Rick has no prob-
lem with his real friends. Slow and shy at

first, he is free and easy when he recog-
nizes honest welcome. That's one reason
the LA Tennis Club is a second home to

Rick. The Nelsons have been members for

years. Rick first played at an early age. He
went to the Southern California finals in

the under eleven division. Then he
dropped out until fourteen.

"Rick is a natural athlete," Bruce ex-
plained. "He picked up tennis again at

fourteen and handled himself as if he'd put
in five years' daily practice. At fifteen he
and I took the doubles tourney and went
on the Northern Tour. Rick wanted to be
a champion and he worked hard. At six-

teen we went on the Eastern Tour from
Louisville, Kentucky to Kalamazoo, Mich-
igan. Other than playing serious tennis, we
had a ball. Rick's a lot of fun and we both
enjoyed the parties the local people would
throw. In Louisville, he glommed on to a
set of drums and the party turned into a
real beat riot.

"But those mornings after . . . Rick is

the heaviest sleeper I've ever known. The
minute he hits the sack he's out like a
light. He can fall, or be pushed, out of bed,
and never wake up. A brass band and
thirty dancing girls prancing around the
bed won't get one of his eyes open. Trying
to get him up in the a.m. is a job for a
boat whistle. When he's finally on his feet

he can't talk for at least two hours. A
cheerful hello and small talk are greeted
with a grunt. Good humor in the morning
from anybody is a personal insult to

Rick." Bruce grinned, "On the other hand,
he's a great late sitter-upper.

"Many's the bull session that's lasted till

3:00 or 4:00 in the morning in Rick's room
with Forrest Stewart and me. You really

get to know a guy. in bull sessions. I'll say
this for Rick. He's a good kind of a friend
to have. No sneaky stuff—he levels. If he's

got a gripe with you

—

you're the first to

know. He's quite mature in some ways.
When he reaches a certain point, if a situa-

tion won't work out he just kisses it off.

"I'm thinking in particular about a girl-

friend he had. We were double dating.

Rick liked her a lot. He was much nicer

to her than she was to him. Well, he had to

go back East. He wrote her a couple of

times. She didn't answer. When he finally

got home he called her. It was about 10:00
p.m. She'd gone to bed early and when
she answered the phone she was grouchy.
Rick just said, 'Well, if you're so sleepy go
back to bed.' He hung off and skipped the

whole deal.

"Of course, I think his maturity in some
areas is definitely a reflection of his fine

background. He's grown to be that way
because of the examples set before him.
Mr. and Mrs. Nelson are terrific. Their
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free. Write American School, Dept. X797, Drexel at 58th,

Chicago 37, I I I

i

nois

HIGH SCHOOL—NO Classes. Study at home. Spare Time.

Diploma awarded. Write for Free Catalog HCX-19. Wavne
School, 2527 Sheffield, Chicago 14, III

LOANS BY MAIL
BORROW $50 TO $500 for any purpose. Employed men and

women over 25, eligible. Confidential—no co-signers.. Up to 2

years to repay—low monthly payments. Supervised by

Nebraska Banking Department Loan application sent free in

plain envelope. Give occupation. American Loan Plan, oitv

National Bank, Dept. CW-10, Omaha 2, Nebraska.

FOREIGN & U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS

HIGH PAYING JOBS, Opportunities, foreign, USA. All trades

Companies pay fare. For information write Dept. 57T National

Employment Information, 1020 Broad, Newark, New Jersey.

LEG SUFFERERS
Why continue to suffer without attempt-
ing to do something? Write today for New
Booklet—"THELIEPEMETHODS FOR
HOME USE." It tells about Varicose
Ulcers and Open Leg Sores. Liepe Methods
used while you -walk. More than 60 years ol

success. Praised and en-
dorsed by multitudes.

LIEPE METHODS, 3250 N. Green Bay Ave.,
Dept. 13 -K Milwaukee 12, Wisconsinl

FREE
BOOKLET



OCTOBER
BIRTHDAYS

If your birthday falls in October, your

birthstone is an opal and your flower is a

rose. And here are some of the stars who

share your birthday:

October 1—Harvey Laurence

October 2—Bud Abbott
Charles Drake

October 4—Charlton Heston

October 7—June Allyson
Diana Lynn

October 13—Laraine Day

October 15-

October 16-

October 17-

October 18-

October 19-

October 20-

October 23-

October 25-

October 27-

October 29-

October 30-

October 31-

-Virginia Leith
Jean Peters

-Linda Darnell
William Elliot

-Julie Adams
Spring Byington
Montgomery Clift

Rita Hayworth

-Inger Stevens

-George Nader

-Joan Fontaine

-Diana Dors
Coleen Gray

-Anthony Franciosa

-Jack Carson
Leif Erickson
Theresa Wright

-Hope Emerson

-William Campbell

-Dale Evans
Dianne Foster

James Whitmore
October 1

Felicia Farr

October 4

Skip Homeier

October 5

Glynis Johns

October 7

Richard Jaeckel

HS October 10

Angola Lansbury

October 16

house is a real stomping grounds for our
gang. We descend there like homing
pigeons. One thing that always bugs me
about Rick," Bruce sighed. "After a real

work-out on the tennis court, most of us
guys are starved. When I'd eat at Rick's,

we'd have a great big dinner and Rick
would take two bites and just fiddle with
his food until we were through. He takes
no pleasure in eating. I can't understand it."

Rick's tutor, Mr. Van Schoych, is also

impressed with Ozzie and Harriet's influ-

ence on Rick.

"Although Rick makes his own decisions
on which songs to record." Mr. Van
Schoych pointed out, "he respects his

Dad's advice. The Nelsons always check
the lyrics for double meanings. After all,

they've raised clean kids and they want
them to stay that way. Oz is very under-
standing. He and Rick have solid profes-
sional talks. As a musician Oz remembers
when jazz was not acceptable. He accepts
rock and roll. But he also reminds Rick
that an unprecedented number of singers
have sprung up with just that one talent.

He doesn't want Rick left at the beginning
of a lifetime career with nothing more than
rock and roll to offer. Rick is his father's

son. Highly intelligent. He's been working
more on ballads and this acting job in Rio
Bravo was no accident. Anything Rick
puts his mind to he does well."

Roxie Turpin, Terry Donnally's mother
and an excellent tennis player, has known
Rick socially and as a player for years.
"One of our top players, Hugh Stewart,
watched Rick over three years ago and
said he could be one of our finest tennis
players. I agree. And at that time that's

what Rick wanted. He didn't have half
the time to practice the other boys did,

yet he had a great game. It wasn't by the
rule book but by wonderful imagination.
He'd always try for the great big shots
instead of playing a safe return. You can
tell what a person is really like by the
kind of game he plays. Under that teen-
age shyness and quiet well-bred com-
posure, lurks a strong creative imagina-
tive personality.

"He's so considerate. I remember one
party in particular at our house. One of

the boys got mad at his girl and tromped
out of the house. Rick leaned out the
window and called, 'Bobbie, you come
back here and thank Mrs. Turpin. Don't
be so rude." Bobbie tromped back in, pout-
ed 'Thanks' and left.

"I remember the day he drove up in his

brand new Porsche. It was his sixteenth
birthday and he was beaming from ear to

ear. He drove Terry around in it. Then
nothing would do but I go for a ride. It

scared me, but I didn't let him know it."

"Rick is crazy about cars," Terry said.

"He's an excellent driver but fast. The way
he slips in and out of lanes on a freeway!
He drives like he plays tennis—with imagi-
nation. He and Bruce used to clown a lot

on the court. But when it came to tourna-
ments, Rick was out to win. He's brilliant

but erratic. His game goes up and down.
He shows his emotions on the court

—

usually disgust with himself when he tries

for a big one and misses. Like most tennis

players, Rick doesn't like to lose. He gets

very upset when he loses in close matches.
He sulks around for awhile and then snaps
out of it. Gee," Terry exclaimed suddenly,
"I said he was calm and easy going and
now I'm saying he's erratic and emotional.

He's both—at different times.

He hates to show off. He'll go out of his

way to drive someone home, but if the

gratitude is not brief and to the point

he's embarrassed. There was a boy at the

club who had a sports car with dual pipes

and a loud mouth. He kept goading Rick to

drag race with him. Finally Rick did. They
took off down the street and Rick's su-
perior driving put his Plymouth Fury

way out in front. Which brings up another
quality. There are a lot of people Rick
doesn't like, but it doesn't show. He's
polite. He just manages not to associate
with them more than he has to.

"Of course, we don't see as much of him
now as we used to. But when we do see
him—he hasn't changed much. The one
change I noticed last time," Terry said
unhappily, "was that horrible long hair
with the sideburns. . . . like Elvis Presley.
I understand it's only for his part in Rio
Bravo. I certainly hope so."
Rick has found friends in the business.

One of them is Joe Byrne, his stand-in,
buddy and co-tenant of David's bachelor
digs in the Hollywood Hills.

On the plane back from Tucson and
location, Joe and Rick were sprawled in

the lounge. Rick's hair was long and wavy
with a definite Presley pattern to it. Joe
eyed it, then commented, "Your Dad's
gonna have a fit when he sees that hair."

"The minute he sees me," Rick grinned
happily, "he'll say, 'You're not playing a
villain. Go get a hair cut.' But I've got him
this time. I can't have a hair cut until the
picture is completely over—right down
to the last shot."

Later Joe said, "You know Rick hit it

right on the nose. That's exactly what his

Dad said. He also added, 'The minute the
picture's over you get sheered.' That week-
end they had to shoot all of Rick's scenes
for the television show carefully so that
his curly locks didn't show.
"Oz is not about to have kids screaming

at their parents all over the country, 'See
Rick has long hair and sideburns, why
can't I?'

"

"What about Rick and girls? "we asked Joe.

"Rick likes to talk to girls," Joe ex-
plained. "He really does. To him each one
is completely different. It also helps if

she's beautiful and has a sharp figure. Two
things he can't stand are: phonies and
aggressive females. Rick's quiet but he
likes to feel he's master of the situation.

And no one should get excited when he
starts going steady again. All guys his age
everywhere are doing the same thing and
marriage is a long way off."

One such steady is Marianne Gaba, Miss
Illinois of 1957, who has just snagged a

running part on the new television series,

Test Pilot. She met Rick on the set of his

own show. She was not a phony nor ag-
gressive. She is beautiful. She has a sharp
figure She can be talked to. They went
steady. When the flame burned down, they
dated others, but they remained friends.

"It was a lot of fun while it lasted,"

Marianne said candidly, "but actually it's

even more fun now that we're just good
friends. Neither one of us is putting our
best foot forward. We can relax and talk

about important things other than our
relationship to each other. He came over
when he got back from Tucson. After list-

ening to some records and downing a
dozen Cokes, we talked. He hasn't changed
a bit since he made I'm walking. He's still

sensitive, sentimental, full of love for

people and a worrier. I've dated a lot of

boys since Rick and I stopped going to-

gether. . . and none compare with him.
He has a wonderful quality of looking
full at you like there's no one else in the

room. He makes you feel important."
And Bruce tried to round out the whole

gang's sentiments, "Rick's one of the most
normal boys you can find anywhere—with
more talent, athletically and musica^y,
than anyone I've known. And he'll keep
his feet on the ground. That's the way he's

built. I've read that stuff about Rick. We
all have. That's why we were willing to

set some records straight. This is the
first article that we think can. This is the

way we see Rick." END

Ricky is in Warner's Rio Bravo.
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No Box-Tops! No Jingles! No Statements!

2nd PRIZE $IOO

3rd PRIZE $50
JL 4th to 20th

Solve The Puzzle Below *l PRIZES
'
eC,ch $5

ENTER CONTEST FREE!
HEAVE TO, my hearties, here's a

treasure hunt that's really fun. This
Free Entry Treasure Hunt Contest is

sponsored by Ingram Lather Shaving
Cream and Razor Blades and there's

plenty of loot for you to find! Just sail

your ship from isle to isle and pick up
the booty! Whoever finds the most treas-

ure in accordance with the official rules

wins First Prize of $1,000.00 Cash...
and there are other Cash Prizes for

other top-scoring treasure hunters. This
is a puzzle contest that's really exciting

. . . and everyone in the family can enter!

The Sample Solution at right shows you how to find $590.00 in treasure ... try the

puzzle now and see if you can't do better! PRIZES WILL BE AWARDED ON
THE BASIS OF SKILL ALONE! This is your opportunity to win ... it's all up to

you! It's fascinating, it's fun . . . it's easy to understand! There must be a winner for

each prize . . . you have just as much opportunity as anyone else! Send in your
entry today!

HOW TO SOLVE THIS PUZZLE

HIGH CORRECT SCORE

FOR THIS PUZZLE

WILL BE MAILED TO

EACH ENTRANT WITHIN

14 DAYS!

EASY RULES

Simply trace out a route from "YOUR SHIP" to "HOME
PORT" on the Puzzle Diagram below. Trace your route only
along white ship lanes from island to island and collect the
"treasure" from each island you visit. The idea is to collect

as much treasure as possible.

1. HOW TO ENTER Send in your solution on
one of the Entry Coupons below . . let a friend
or member of your family enter on the other.
First trace out a route from "Your Ship" to
"Home Port" on the puzzle diagram. Trace
your route only along white ship lanes from
island to island. Visit no island (white squares)
more than once—and travel on no ship lane
(white lines between islands) more than once!
Collect all the treasure indicated on each island

you visit. On one coupon, list in the order you
visited each island, the amount of treasure you
found on each island plus the total amount of

treasure you found! Collect no treasure from
islands you did not visit!

2. PRIZES Contestants rinding the most "treas-

ure," in accordance with the official rules, will

win the prizes, which will be awarded in ordei

of relative scoring rank.

3. WHO MAY NOT ENTER This contest is

closed to employees, agents, relatives, and
others connected with this contest, including
anyone who has won over $500 in a puzzle
contest prior to January 15, 1958.

Please note: there is only one Captain Pete
Contest—Do not enter more than once.

4. TIES Ties are to be expected, in which event
tied-for prizes will be reserved until ties are
broken. Such tied contestants will compete in
as many additional FREE puzzles as required
to break ties, but not to exceed eight more,
after which if ties still exist, duplicate prizes
will be awarded. Tie-breakers will be similar
to the entry puzzle but more difficult. Each
tiebreaker puzzle will be required to be solved
and judged only if ties still exist after the
judging of the preceding puzzle. No payments
or purchases of any kind will be required with
tie-breaking submissions ro compete lor the
$1000 First Prize and the other prizes listed

in the headline, including the Bonus Prize. At
least 3 days will be allowed for the solution of
each mailed tiebreaker If necessary, tied con-
testants may be required to do one or more
tie-breaking puzzles under supervision and
without assistance in a 2-6 hour period per
tiebreaker. Sponsor has right to make such
further rules as sponsor deems necessary for

proper conduct of contest.

5. DATES Entries must be postmarked not
later than Nov. 29, 1958. Everyone in the
family may enter—but only one entry per
person. Each entry must be accompanied by
a stamped, self-addressed envelope. Entries
NOT accompanied by a stamped, self-ad-

dressed envelope may be disqualified. You
may draw by hand a facsimile of the Entry
Coupon and use it to enter. Neatness does
not count but illegible or incorrectly scored
entries will be disqualified. Sponsor has right

to offer increased, additional or duplicate
prizes. Contest subject to applicable State and
Federal regulations.

All submissions become property of sponsors.

Judges' decisions final. Sponsors not respon-

sible for lost or delayed mail or delivery there-

of. Prize money on deposit in bank. HIGH
SCORE for this puzzle will be mailed to each
entrant within 14 DAYS oi date entry is re-

ceived. This FREE ENTRY Contest is spon-

sored by Ingram Lather Shaving Cream and
Ingram Razor Blades. We hope that you enjoy

this contest and that the next time you pur-

chase Shaving Cream or Razor Blades you will

ask for Ingram.
6. BONUS PRIZE Get someone else to enter

this contest and you will receive a Bonus Prize

of an extra $500 cash if you win First Prize!

To prove you were responsible for your friend

or relative entering, have him print your name
on the back of his or her Free Entry Coupon.
Send in your Free Entry Coupon NOW—have
him send in his Free Entry Coupon in a sep-

arate letter including his own stamped, self-

addressed envelope.

SAMPLE SOLUTION

YOU ENTER ON ONE COUPON-LET
I

SEND IN COUPON ONLY— DON'T SEND PUZZLE ITSELF

l/5W5f ENTRY COUPON
1 In the order you visited the islands, list in the column at

right the amount of "treasure" you found on each island,

|
and the total "treasure" you found,

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY ZON

I enclose a 4« stamped, self-addn

MAIL TO: CAPTAIN PETE
Box 1492, Grand Central Station
New York 17, N. Y.

ed envelope. 93

TOTAL TREASURE FOUND

NOW AVAILABLE FOR MEN AND WOMEN

Try this famous cool shave Time honored special formula: milk makes il gentle

Use with oi without brush Only 59c. Ask your druggest to order you a lube

il not yel in stock. Of write to address on coupon lor nearest dealer. P S.

ladies 1 INGRAM is ideal lor feminine shaving, too -just lather up with your hand!

RELATIVE ENTER ON THE OTHER
p SEND IN COUPON ONLY—DON'T SEND PUZZLE ITSELF MMMB
\fRBB ENTRY COUPON f—] I

I

I

I

I

In the order you visited the islands, list in the column at

| right the amount of "treasure" you found on each island,

and the total "treasure" you found.

| ADDRESS-

I CITY

| Q I enclose a 4C stamped, self-addr.

| MAIL TO: CAPTAIN PETE
Box 1492, Grand Central Station

^New York 17, N. Y.

93

TOTAL TREASURE FOUND

$

$

i

$

$

$

$

$

$

$

1*



In judging a modern filter cigarette...

its whats up front
THAT COUNTS

'Winston has got it," says Garry Moore, "because

Winston's got a secret! It's Filter-Blend —fine, mild

tobaccos specially processed for filter smoking I"

"A cigarette without flavor is

like a world without women. Who
wants it?" says the star of

Winston's television hit, "I've

Got a Secret!". "After all, if you
don't get flavor . . . you're miss-

ing the whole idea of smoking!

"Winston has got flavor! Because
up ahead of Winston's pure
modern filter is

j
Filter-Blend

|

— a
Winston exclusive ! This secret —
[Filter-Blendl — is what makes
Winston America's best- tasting

filter cigarette. Try Winston!"

Winston ffon j

America's best-selling filter cigarette!

WINSTON TASTES GOOD
LIKE A CIGARETTE SHOULD !



LIZ TAYLOR'S NEXT HUSBAND!

ern screen
^RECORD, nov. 25c



Give your complexion the glow of candlelight ... the elegant look!

For women ivho dont want that over-made-up look . . .

this liquid make-up enhances your own skin tone

You can smooth it on in seconds . . . like a lotion. You can blend

it so perfectly that no one sees where make-up ends and you begin.

Touch-and-Glow' never streaks . . . never looks obvious. And only

the color genius of Revlon can give you such natural skin tone

shades . . . nine of them in all . . . each one with a 'Touch-and-Glow'

Pressed Powder that matches it exactly.

LIQUID MAKE-UP AND PRESSED POWDER IN NINE SHADES

LIQUID MAKE-UP AND NEW MATCHING PRESSED POWDER ©Revlon, Inc, 1958 Gown by Ceil Chapman
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THAT WONDERFUL GUY FROM "NO TIME
FOR SERGEANTS" IS GOOFIN'-UP THE
COAST GUARD NOW

!



HAND & BODY LOTION
AND EAU DE TOILI
BOTH FOR $1.00

regular 2.25 value
Surround yourself, even to your fingertips,

with the fabulous fragrance the French
adore. Use this new "waterproofing" lo-

tion before and after household chores . .

.

it makes detergent-damaged hands look so

lovely— so fast! Why not treat yourself

today to this double helping of glamour!

CREATED IN FRANCE BY BOURJOIS. MADE IN U.S.A.

NOVEMBER, 1958 AMERICA'S GREATEST MOVIE MAGAZINE

modern
STORIES

Sammy Davis, Jr.

liz Taylor

Elvis Presley

Ingrid Bergman
Dean Martin

Millie Perkins

Barry Coe

—

Judi Meredith

Nick Adams

—

Kathy Nolan

Ricky Nelson

Kim Novak

John Saxon

Nat Wood
Gia Scala

Tommy Sands

FEATURES

Anthony Quinn

Greta Garbo

Leslie Caron

Natalie Wood
Alan Ladd

George Nader

DEPARTMENTS
Louella Parsons

19 The Sammy Davis, Jr. Story by May Mann
22 Liz's Next Husband
26 The Life And Death Of Gladys Presley

by Michelle St. Regis
30 Ingrid And Lars' Secret Island
32 My Crazy Life With Dean

by Jeanne Martin as told to Helen Wetter
36 Why I Keep My True Love A Secret

by Linda Matthews
38 Why I Posed For These "Phony Romance Pictures"

by Judi Meredith as told to Doug Brewer
40 Why Nick And I Are Afraid To Get Married

by Kathy Nolan as told to Phillip Rand
42 Why I Walked Out On Ricky Nelson!

by Marianne Gaba as told to Helen Wetter
44 My Sister Kim

by Arlene Malmberg as told to Peer Oppenheimer
45 My Brother Johnny

by John Saxon's sister Dolores Orrico, as told to

George Christy
46 Natalie Answers 28 Letters From Her Fans
48 The Night I Tried To Kill Myself by Ed DeBlasio
49 The Night I Almost Got Killed by Jan Carroll

58 The Revolutionist
60 A Star Is Named
66 Leslie Caron's Tres Naughty Ball
70 "No Habla Espafiol Very Good"
74 Burial At Sea
81 He's Just An American, That's All

9 Good News From Hollywood
4 The Inside Story
8 November Birthdays
50 Modern Screen Fashions
52 Modern Screen Beauty
54 New Movies
79 $100 For You

by Florence Epstein

The photographers' credits appear on page 73
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WITH THE TOUGHEST GUYS IN TOWN ! JUST CALL HER.

......!.:
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.

........ •
.

This is the story of Chicago's

wildest days. ..when

the fast buck and

sudden death

sometimes

danced

cheek to cheek. ..the

mood, the music,

the menace of the era!

PRESENTED BY M-G-M
in CinemaScope and METR0C0L0R

D KENT SMITH -CLAIRE KELLY

COREY ALLEN • BARBARA LANG • MYRNA HANSEN • » GEORGE WELLS
Based on a story by

LEO KATCHER production
• D—

< » NICHOLAS RAY • * JOE PASTERNAK



Clearasil Personality of the Month

linda waddell, Popular Junior Col-

lege Student, Belmont, Mass., says:

"A few months ago my face broke

out and I really felt awful. I bought
several products but didn't see any
improvement until I used Clearasil.

With Clearasil my skin was soon as

clear as ever."

SCIENTIFIC CLEARASIL MEDICATION

STARVES
PIMPLES
SKIN-COLORED, Hides pimples while it works

clearasil is the new-type scientific medication

especially for pimples. In tubes or new squeeze-

bottle lotion, clearasil gives you the effective

medications prescribed by leading Skin Special-

ists, and clinical tests prove it really works.

HOW CLEARASIL WORKS FAST

1. Penetrates pimples. 'Keratoly tic' action

softens, dissolves affected skin tissue so

medications can penetrate. Encourages

quick growth of healthy, smooth skin !

2. Stops bacteria. Antiseptic action stops

growth of the bacteria that can cause

and spread pimples . . . helps prevent

further pimple outbreaks!

3. 'Starves' pimples. Oil-absorbing
action 'starves* pimples . . . dries up,

helps remove excess oils that 'feed*

pimples . . . works fast to clear pimples!

'Floats' Out Blackheads, clearasil softens

and loosens blackheads so they float out with

normal washing. And, clearasil is greaseless,

stainless, pleasant to use day and night for

uninterrupted medication.

Proved by Skin Specialists! In tests on over

300 patients, 9 out of every 10 cases were

cleared up or definitely improved

while using clearasil (either lo-

tion or tube). In Tube, 69<i and

98^. Long-lasting Lotion squeeze-

bottle, only $1.25 (no fed. tax).

Money-back

At all drug

counters.

LARGEST-SELLING PIMPLE MEDICATION
BECAUSE IT REALLY WORKS

Want the real truth? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen,
Box 515, Times Square P.O., N.Y. 36, N.Y. The most interesting
letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies.

9 What happened to cause the scar on
Ava Gardner's face?

—L.Y., Toronto, Ont.
A A horse kicked her.

9 Were all the voices but Anthony
Quinn's dubbed in the movie Atilla?

—A.L., San Francisco, Calif.
A Yes.

9 How do Liz Taylor and Nat Wood
hide their freckles?

—K.M., Hollywood, Fla.
A They don't.

9 How come Kim Novak doesn't marry
any of the guys that give her presents?

—T.S., Allentown, Pa.
A They haven't asked.

9 What religion does the Pat Boone
family belong to ?

—N.D., Montreal, Que.
A The Church of Christ, a sect of the

Protestant religion.

9 How do you spell Jimmie Rodger's
first name? You had it both Jimmy
and Jimmie in your September issue.

—D.S., Kingston, Pa.

A Sorry for the goof. It's Jimmie.

9 Is there a chance of Lucille Ball and
Desi Arnaz breaking up?

—M.M., Bardwell, Ky.
A Eighteen years of marriage seems to

be a good trial period.

9 Did Mitzi Gaynor do her own sing-

ing in South Pacific? What was the

estimated production cost for the pic-

ture?

—S.L., San Bernadtno, Calif.

A Mitzi did her own singing. The movie
cost $6,000,000 to produce.

9 Have Bob Crosby and his daughter
Cathy reconciled?

—E.J., Dallas, Texas
A Not really.

9 Is Maria Schell any relation to Maxi-

millian Schell?

—J.M., Yulan, N.Y.
A His sister.

9 How come in the movie Lafayette
Escadrille Tab Hunter wasn't shot down
in the end like one magazine said he

was?
—J.H., Peoria, III.

A Sneak preview fans protested against

Tab's death and the film was reshot.

9 Is it my imagination, or is something

wrong with Monty Cliffs face?

—K.M., Chicago, III.

A He was in an auto accident in which
his face was injured and had plastic

surgery done.

9 Is it true that Diane Varsi has few
friends and is unfriendly toward Holly-
wood ?

—M.L., Forest, Miss.
A Yes.

9 When will Elvis Presley get' out of

the Army?
—C.T., Seminole, Texas

A He will be discharged in the spring

of 1960.

9 Is Yul Brynner really bald?
—D.M., Canandaigua, N.Y.

A Partially. He shaves the rest.

9 Is Lew Ayres retired?

—B.T., Sprin
A He is producing religious films and
doing tv work.

9 Did Anthony Perkins go to college?

—S.R., Brooklyn, N.Y.
A Tony did not go to college. How-
ever he did go to a professional school

for acting.

9 Why hasn't Van Johnson starred in

any recent movies?
—L.W., New York City

A He is doing The Last Blitzkrieg for
Columbia.

9 Which is Kim Novak's favorite

movie ?

—M.D., Kearny, N.J.
A Her favorite was Picnic because it

was her first big challenge.

9 Did Russ Tamblyn make any other
movies than High School Confidential?

—B.B., Kankakee, III.

A He also made tom thumb for MGM
which will be released soon.

9 When was Sammy Davis, Jr. in the

accident which cost him the loss of his

eye?
—D.L., Dallas, Texas

A November, 1954.

9 How come Ray Danton plays such
mean parts in the movies?

—D.C., Tallahassee, Fla.
A He's played villains in two movie
roles, but has had romantic roles on tv.

9 How many pictures has Natalie
Wood made in her entire career?

—CM., Brooklyn, N.Y.
A Twenty-six.
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Once It Was My

Betrayer- but NOW-

MYBODY
ftMY

PROUDttT

by Margaret Holland

The door slammed behind Marty, and slowly I crumpled
to the floor. The sobs tore forth—deep and convulsive.

"Marty . . . Marty ..." I whispered, brokenly, and then
his words came back and I shuddered and I shook my
head violently from side to side, trying to fling what
he had said away from me— trying not to hear him
again. But his words hung in the room—toneless, cold,

but searing my heart like dry ice pressed close against
flesh. This had been Marty talking, I realized, numbly—my Marty—with whom 1 had planned our tomorrow
—who would grin and tousle my hair when I insisted

that the very first furniture we'd buy after the wedding
would be that big, comfortable man's chair we'd seen
at O'Rourke's downtown. The Marty whom I'd sud-
denly surprise looking at me with the special softness

no one else ever saw. The Marty, whose wife I thought
I was going to be—until a half-hour ago.

"I'm leaving, Maggie," he'd said. Unbelieving, I'd heard
the words, but it was the deadness of his voice that made
me understand what he was saying. "I'm leaving, Maggie

—

for good. I'm not coming around any more. And I'm sorry
for you, for both of us."

"Sorry? Sorry for me?" I had flared, wildly. My voice

rose in a scream. "Well, why not? Why not you? Everyone
else is. The fat girl! Revolting Maggie Holland, once petite,

demure Margaret and now offending the esthetic senses
of her friends, her family—everybody! So why not
you Marty?"
His words had been flat, quiet. "You've let yourself

go, you've given up on yourself, Maggie. Oh, I know
there was a time when you really tried. I know you've
taken pills, and gone on diets— even tried reducing
salons. But the brutal truth is that you've stopped trying.

You were my girl and I fell in love with you and I'd

still be in love with the Maggie who could take it and
still come back and win. But the Maggie I fell in love
with wouldn't feel sorry for herself, wouldn't feel she
was the only girl who'd ever been cursed by overweight,

wouldn't snap at her friends, quarrel with her family,

permit the love affair with the man she was going to

marry to deteriorate into irritable days and nasty eve-
nings. In a simple word the Maggie I knew was the
one I wanted for my wife, not the girl I'm looking
at now."

I couldn't talk. Fury was choking me. At last the words
had come in a strangled gasp. "Get out!!" And, then,

as I felt the tears beginning to burn my eyes I quickly
turned my back. Just before he closed the door behind
him, a pale shaft of sunlight came into the room, and
then he was gone, and only greyness was left and that

was the way it would be forever, I felt.

I didn't hear the door open minutes later, and I

turned, startled, when I heard Ray's voice at my side.

Ray is Doctor Raymond Holland and my cousin, and, at 32,

one of the most respected and best-liked practitioners

in town. His sympathetic eyes took in my disheveled hair

and tear-stained face but all he said was: "I was on my
way over and ran into Marty as he was leaving. We
had a talk."

"I hope he was less beastly than when he left here."

Ray grinned. "He was quite civilized." Then he leaned
down and lifted my chin with his fingers. "But he was
suffering, Maggie. It isn't easy for a guy like Marty to

walk out on something so important."
My laugh was as unpleasant as before. "Suffering, indeed.

I'll bet he was—worrying whether my fingers have
gotten too pudgy for me to get his ring off to return
to him. Or wondering how many people have been
laughing at him all the time he's been going around
with fat Maggie Holland—or suffering over—" Suddenly
the bitterness ran out of me, wretchedness thickened
my throat, and burying my face in my arms, I cried and
Ray let me.
After a while he dried my eyes with his handkerchief.

Very quietly, he asked me: "Did you really understand
what Marty was trying to say?"
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"But, Ray, I have tried. You know I have. I've exer-
cised, gone through reducing routines. Even reducing pills

have failed to help me, although I've known some girls

who have lost weight using them. I've tried simple dieting
and have failed at that. I have tried!"

He took my hand in his, affectionately. "I know you
have, honey. Marty knows it, too!" He grinned as he
continued. "And while you haven't lost any weight you
must admit you've acquired just about the most diffi-

cult disposition in the family."
I nodded, ruefully. "That's true enough. And I hated

Marty for saying it. But how would you feel—or Marty,
for that matter—if day after incessant day you'd stick

faithfully to what someone promises will take the ugly
fat off you, only to have the scales tell you differently?

Wouldn't you feel irritable enough to bite the cat—as I

almost have done once or twice?"
Ray's intelligent face broke into a chuckle. "I certainly

would. And that's how most overweight people feel. And
that's why they stay overweight."
"We stay fat because we're irritable?" I asked.
"Uh-huh. Look, Maggie—all these advertisements you

see about losing weight—they aren't phony. They just

aren't enough."
"Enough?"
"That's right. We doctors know that most of these pills

have methyl cellulose in them and that they can do as
they promise—fill the stomach so that an overweight per-
son won't feel the rumblings of hunger. That's simple and
logical enough. But despite that, these products fail more
often than not to do the trick."

I asked: "But why, if what you say is true?"
"It's true, all right. The trouble is that most reducing

products don't take into account the most important
element of all—the unbearable tension, the irritability,

the feeling of all's wrong with the world that a girl

like you has hanging over her all the time she's faith-

fully following instructions—or thinks she is. Maggie, my
darling, tell Doc Holland—isn't it true that for the two
months you were taking the pills that you bought in Mar-
shall's drugstore you continued to overeat even though
you weren't hungry?"
Understanding broke over me. "Why, of course. I

remember asking myself why in the world I kept going
to the refrigerator when I wasn't hungry in the least. And
yet I had to eat. I simply had to!"

"You see?" Ray said quickly. "You had to eat when you
were taking the pills and weren't hungry for the same
reason you got fat in the first place—by overeating when
you were hungry. In both cases tension, nervousness,
irritability drove you as they drive most people for whom
weight becomes a problem."
"Now see here, Doctor Holland, are you telling me

that somebody—some firm—that understands this has
come up with an answer to my problem?"
"That's just what I'm telling you, Maggie. A short

time ago an important pharmaceutical house sent me
several packages of their new product, SL1MTOWN.
Doctors continually receive samples of things that are
new. What these people had to say about SLIMTOWN
made sense. They had combined 3 important ingredients
into their capsule. One was Antipatin that lets you
continue to enjoy all your favorite foods but the craving
for them diminishes. . . . The second was Gastrofilin—
tried and true—the ingredient that fools your stomach

—

makes it feel half-full to begin with even before you
sit down to eat. . . . And the third—wonder of wonders
—made the job complete and sold me immediately. That
was the sensational new ingredient called Pacifin and
its function is to remove completely the tension, the
high-voltage irritability you and I have been talking
about. They guaranteed that SLIMTOWN would melt
off the pounds because the user would not only not
feel like overeating—he would feel calm, easy-going,
at peace with himself while the pounds dropped off.

Clara Jenkins came into my office later in the day.
You remember Clara—she weighs 200 pounds—or at
least she did. I told Clara to take the SLIMTOWN I

had received—told her to eat all she really wanted to
eat and to take SLIMTOWN as directed. Clara pooh-
poohed it. But finally she took the capsules. That was
four weeks ago. Yesterday Clara was in my office.

She had lost 23 pounds and had come to my office to
kiss me and almost did right there in front of my
patients."

I confess that if it had been anyone other than Ray
Holland telling me this I simply wouldn't have believed
it. But Ray is the most confidence-inspiring doctor I

know—young enough to have been in recent contact
with the newest in the medical world and old enough
to tell the gilt from the gold. My hopes began to rise
like a rocket.

I said: "Let me get this straight. The pills I've been
taking haven't helped because I was wound up like a
clock and couldn't keep from nervous eating?"
"Correct," said Ray.
"And SLIMTOWN will have the calming and soothing

effect on me that will let me eat what I want to eat and
not go hog-wild?"

"That's right."

"And I'll be able to eat the things I love—steaks, desserts?
All I really want?"
Ray nodded vigorously. "Absolutely."
"And the pounds will drop off in bunches?"
"As much as 7 to 10 pounds per week," Ray said.
"And Marty?" I asked, smiling for the first time.
Ray grinned back, "SLIMTOWN guarantees Marty, too,

I'll bet."

"Well, what are we waiting for, Dr. Holland? Let's get
over to your office and get those SLIMTOWNS before
they're gone."
"They are gone," Ray said sheepishly. "My enthusiasm

ran away with me and there's Jane Morgan and Mrs.
Orikoff and several others who were simply made for
SLIMTOWN. But you can buy SLIMTOWN. They cost
only $2.98 for a full 10-day supply. And $4.98 for a big
20-day treatment. $6.98 for 30-Day Supply.

Here's the address: SLIMTOWN, Dept. H-12,
228 Lexington Ave., New York 16, N.Y.

"They're sold with an absolute money back guarantee
if they don't do exactly as they say they'll do: take the
fat off you quickly and agreeably. They really don't
guarantee you'll get Marty back. That's up to you." And
with a light kiss on my forehead, Ray left.

How can I tell you what Ray did for me? When I

thought of the courage it had taken for Marty to talk to
me the way he did, and of how I had screamed in return,
my face burned with shame.
My impulse was to rush to the phone and call him, but

I decided to wait, to surprise him. However, I hadn't
reckoned on the meddling Dr. Holland. Because when 3
weeks later and 18 pounds lighter, with an elegant dress
that showed off my figure and a sunny, smiling face to
match I led Marty into the living room, he didn't look
surprised one bit.

He said, right off: "I've arranged for my vacation in
June. We can be married then. Okay?"

Just like that. I couldn't find words. I nodded.
He said: "I've found an apartment. You'll love it."

Ecstatic, I nodded again.
"We'll be able to get all the furniture except the couch.

That'll take three or four months more."
I finally found my voice. I said demurely: "Not every

girl gets two proposals from the same man. Isn't this one
rather abrupt?"
The creases around Marty's eyes highlighted their

twinkle. "I love you," he said.

Mischievously, I waved my hand at myself. "My
dress too?"
"Love you," he repeated. "Know all about your figure.

Knew about it first day you started. Doc Holland told me.
SLIMTOWN, great stuff."

We've been married 3 years now. A wonderful mar-
riage. Marty, me, little Martin. SLIMTOWN's there too,
any time I need it.

To the reader of this story: As the creators of
SLIMTOWN, we have been pleased to present Mar-
garet Holland's story. Miss Holland's experience is

duplicated by thousands of women who have found
new happiness through SLIMTOWN—whose lives
have been changed by the greatest discovery for over-
weight people ever developed by medical science!
We guarantee that you will lose up to 7 to 10 pounds
the very first week without dieting, without exercise,
without nervous tension. Never has there been any
reducer like SLIMTOWN. You may order by sending
$2.98 for the 10-day supply. $4.98 for 20-day supply.
$6.98 for 30-Day Supply.
SLIMTOWN, Dept. H-12
228 Lexington Ave., New York 16, N. Y.
If SLIMTOWN does not live up to your fullest expec-
tations, your money will be refunded without ques-
tion or hesitation.
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Perma-lift Self-Fitting Magic Push-Up bra accentuates

without padding and conforms to your exact cup size

The look this Fall is relaxed and
casual, your bustline, while ac-

centuated, must be natural.

Time was, when accentuation

meant a padded or contour bra.

"Perma*lift"* has come to your

rescue with Magic Push-Up, a

wonderful bra that beautifully

livesup to itsname. You see, Magic
Push-Up Brassiere doesn't pad
you— it makes the most of you.

Special Magic Insets firmly lift

and support you so that your bust

completely fills the cups no matter

what cup size you are.

The new self-fitting cups con-

form to your exact bust size. Nev-
eride band keeps bra in place, al-

ways. #148, $3.50, Cotton. Sizes:

A cup 32-36, B & C cups 32-38.

Write for free booklet "Facts

About Figures" c/o Ruth Stone,

Dept. MS, A. Stein & Co., 1143

W. Congress, Chicago 7, Illinois.

NOVEMBER
BIRTHDAYS

If your birthday falls in November, your
birthstone is topaz and your flower is the

chrysanthemum. And here are some of the

stars who share it with you:

November i—Betsy Palmer
Jeff Richards

November 2—Burt Lancaster

November 4—Cameron Mitchell
Gig Young

November 5—Joel McCrea

November 7—Dean Jagger

November 8—Katharine Hepburn
Robert Strauss

November 9— Russell Johnson
Hedy Lamarr

November 10—Richard Burton

November 11—Pat O'Brien
Robert Ryan

November 12—Kim Hunter
Grace Kelly

November 13— Linda Christian
Jean Seberg

November 14— Brian Keith
Veronica Lake
Dick Powell

November 15—John Kerr
Lloyd Bridges

November 20—Evelyn Keyes
Lucy Marlow
Gene Tierney

November 21— Vivian Blaine
Ralph Meeker

November 22— Geraldine Page

November 23— Victor Jory
Boris Karloff

November 24— Howard Duff

November 25—Jeffrey Hunter
Ricardo Montalban

November 27— Marshall Thompson

November 28—Gloria Grahame

November 30— Virginia Mayo

Richard Davalos

November 5

Vivien Leigh

November 5

Roy Rogers

November 5

Clifton Webb
November 19
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GOOD NEWS

There was so much love at the Judy
Garland opening! Frank Sinatra (left)

and Lauren Bacall (above) both em-

braced Judy like a long-lost sister, but

the ex-lovers carefully kept a whole

ivide room away from each other.

ALOHA

id

Since we last chatted, I've had a perfectly

wonderful trip to Honolulu, partly a rest

—

which I really needed—and partly to keep an
eye on some of our vacationing movie stars

in this island paradise.

For the first few days I hardly knew I'd left

Hollywood. Jerry Lewis, Patti and their

clan of small Lewises were all over the place

having the time of their lives. Jerry was sup-

posed to be resting—but he doesn't know
much more about that than I do.

On the beach or in one of the popular cafes,

Jerry was usually cutting up, wisecracking,

taking comedy falls, flipping into pools and
continuously delighting children and adults

who followed him around as though he were
the Pied Piper.

I just missed Cyd Charisse and Tony
Martin—but I can tell you these two were a

big hit with the islanders.

It's been eighteen years since I visited

the islands—at that time I had come in a
party of happy people—Carole Lombard
and Bill Powell, Norma Talmadge,
Gilbert Roland, Winnie and Warner
Baxter. There are many changes in Hono-
lulu; it's so built up and modern.

But it all came back to me in the same won-

derful hospitality shown by these enchanting

islanders.

Even before I could remove the garlands

and garlands of Jeis from around my neck,

warmly worded invitations were arriving and
members of the press were gathered on my
lanai at the Royal Hawaiian Hotel overlook-

ing the blue, blue Pacific.

The nicest honor was the informal dinner

given for me by Governor and Mrs. William

Quinn, such delightful people.

The press wanted to know which I con-

sidered my most important scoop. Answer:

The Ingrid Bergman baby story—although

it cost me the most heartache to break Ingrid's

tragedy.

PARTY of the MONTH
Judy Garland's opening at the

Cocoanut Grove! In the years I've been

covering this town I've never seen such a

turnout of stars, nor have I ever felt under one

roof such outpouring of affection and love as

greeted Judy, the home-town girl, when she

appeared at the top of the stairs in her cute

'lady Tuxedo' garb.

There was so much love going 'round—

I

even saw Jerry Lewis and Dean Martin
patting each other on the back and exchang-

ing laughs! What a show—what a night, with

Judy giving baric all that affection by singing

her heart out.

I think we all realized we were enjoying

an event that has seldom been equaled and
will hardly ever be topped.

At our table—I've already mentioned Rock
Hudson was in our party—were lovely Jean
Simmons, Rhonda Fleming looking gor-

geous in white with her hair red again, Tony



The Judy Garland opening brought out Hollywood's top stars—
many good friends, two ex-loves, and some pretty mothers-to-be.

Jvdy's daughter, Lisa, looked

in love with partner Tony.

One of the nicest sights in the midst of all the love and good fellowship was Jerry

Lewis and Dean Martin, laughing it up with each other as if the good old days were back.

Lana Turner ( rt.)

looking lovely, was
standing in for

her daughte

r

Cheryl. Pat Boone

f above

)

, xoho

hates going for-

mal, did it forJudy.

Curtis and Janet Leigh. Janet was wear-
ing a very attractive maternity gown made of

chiffon. "Doesn't hide much—does it?" she

giggled.

Speaking of expectant ladies, I was in the

powder room with Shirley Jones and Hope
Lange who arrived at the mirrors at the

same time. "Heaven help us," gasped the

blonde Hope to the blonde Shirley, "we look

like pregnant twins!"

The Pat Boones sat at the table with
Hope and Don Murray and Shirley Boone
looked so chic in summer black. Pat said only

Judy could get him to put on dinner clothes on
a hot night.

Lana Turner, so thin and svelte in pale

pink, had a table of young people, friends of

Cheryl's. It was Cheryl's birthday and Lana
had planned a party for her at home. But

when Cheryl caught a bad cold and had to go
lo bed. rather than disappoint the girls, Lana
hosted a table for them at the Grove—and did

they love it!

Making a lovely study in pregnancy were Janet Leigh, Sheila MacRae

and Shirley Jones. What were they talking about? Babies, of course.

I saw the Henry Fondas and the Jimmy
Stewarts at a table for four and Jimmy kept

jumping up to applaud Judy so often you'd

have thought she had hired him! Very unusual

for the guiet Mr. S.

Frank Sinatra was at a large table at

one end of the Grove and Lauren Baca 1

1

at a large table at the other end—which was
convenient. They still don't speak. And make
oh such a to-do about avoiding each other

—

particularly at Judy's private party in the

Embassy Room of the Ambassador Hotel later

on.

Everybody waited to greet her and tell her

how wonderful she was. Judy had changed

from her tux to a Chinese dress of rich bro-

cade when she joined us after the show.

She had taken the time to see daughter Liza

Minnelli off for home before seeing her friends.

I told Judy I had tears in my eyes when
little Liza joined her mother on the stage and

sang a number with her.

"So did I," Judy whispered; "tears of pride.

Isn't she wonderful?"

Most of the time she kept her hand linked

in Sid Luffs.

These two seem very happy again—and I

guess this is really the best news of that

whole wonderful, unforgettable evening of

Judy's opening. II
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a

Cigar-smoking Bing really looks the

part of a proud papa. His fifth son

will be named Harry Lillis Crosby, III.

BING'S BABY
He checked into life "howling"—to quote

the doctor—weighing seven pounds, nine

ounces. Place—Queen of Angels Hospital in

Los Angeles. Time—11:32 a.m. on Friday, the

8th of August.

Continuing to quote the doctor, Bing's
first remark was, "Hoorray!" Kathy was
too groggy to make any immediate comment
but afterward she gave a brave little smile

and said, "I'm glad. Bing expected a boy
all along."

Nurse Eva Huang, who was standing with

Bing when he got his first look at his fifth

son through a window of the fourth-floor



This is the first picture the

three Crosbys posed for together.

nursery reports he whistled: "Man, look at all

that hair! I could sure use some of that."

He immediately started calling his son "Tex."

(Kathy hails from Texas).

Der Bingle had rushed Mrs. Bingle from

Beverly Hills to the downtown hospital at

3:00 a.m. After depositing Kathy and her suit-

case at the entrance, he went to park his car.

Rushing back, he was almost hit by an auto-

mobile in the parking lot! He didn't tell his

wife that until later.

He did all his floor pacing in a room he

had engaged next to Kathy's. He brought

along a thermos of coffee—which he drank

—

and some magazines—which he didn't read.

Floor nurses say he lay down on the bed but

didn't doze. Didn't relax at all until he got the

word. He asked one of the nurses if she didn't

think he was holding up well under the ordeal!

"However," he added, "this is a quite bush-

ing experience!"

Two days later when the brand new young
man's grandmother arrived from Texas, she

and Kathy officially named him Harry Lillis

Crosby, III. Bing still calls him Tex—and I

have a hunch, Tex it will be from here on in.
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I NOMINATE FOR STARDOM-
Christine Carere. On first glance the petite

Parisian looks more American than French
with her wide brown eyes and strawberry-

blonde hair. But after I had talked with her

fifteen minutes I knew she was as French as a
chestnut tree along the Champs Elyssee, a

dress by Dior, a naughty wink or—a certain

smile.

She's completely captivated all of us in that

quite unmoral A Certain Smile. While I didn't

like the message of writer Francoise Sagan's
movie, I believe Christine is perhaps the big-

gest natural for stardom since Judy Garland.
Her little girl appearance is purely a facade

for a smart and mature young woman. When
I met her she was very womanly, bemoaning
that she has been separated from her bride-

groom, French star Phillippe Nicaud so

much since their marriage in November of '57.

"But actors must be where their work takes

them," she philosophized with a French girl's

logic. "But it makes me so lonely for Phillippe

when I see Tony Curtis and Janet Leigh
together and Bob Wagner and Natalie.
I dream of our little apartment in Paris which
I had to leave just ten days after we moved
in."

She speaks English surprisingly well. It's

part of her work and Christine knows her job

thoroughly. She was no novice when 20th

Century-Fox imported her to Hollywood and
trained her for a year before starring her with

Rossano Brazzi. She had played important

roles in Italy as well as in France.

When I asked her how she became inter-

ested in a career—her father is Count Ivan

de Borde, her mother Suzanne de Gayffier, a
buyer for a Paris store—she laughed and said:

"Just like your American girls get interested.

I read every movie magazine I could get my
hands on and I loved Modern Screen."

13
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OPEN LETTER
to ELVIS PRESLEY

I have no words to express how my heart

ached for you when I learned of the death of

your mother, just forty-two—not supposed to

be dangerously ill—of a sudden heart attack

in the middle of the night.

What a blessing that the Army had granted
you permission to come home to her when she
was first taken ill of what was diagnosed as
hepatitis. What a blessing that she knew you
were close by, had seen you and talked with

you and had been happy that her boy was
once more home—if even just for a little while.

I don't think any man was ever a better or

more devoted son than you were, Elvis. After

great success came you not only gave material

things to your parents, you gave constantly

of yourself.

Once when you were at my home for an
interview, I spoke of how well you did your
duty to your folks.

You thought several seconds before you
replied, "But it isn't a 'duty,' Miss Parsons,"

you said. "I love my folks like everybody
does. But I guess I like them better than
anybody else in the world. My mother and
dad are the best friends I've got. I'd rather

go out on a date with my mother than any girl

in the USA.
"We've been through bad times when we

didn't have any money and not much to eat,

but we've never been through such bad times

that we didn't draw strength—and yes, some
laughs—just by going through it together.

The happiest thing about my success is that

it lets me give my folks everything I can think

of to make their lives easier and happier."

This you did, Elvis—and never once did you
leave them behind as you scaled the peaks
of Fame.
Someway, somehow I am sure your mother

heard in her soul those words you sobbed
at her graveside. "Good-bye, good-bye—we
loved you so much!"

ROCK SPRUCES UP!
In (finally) getting her divorce

from him, Phyllis charged Rock Hud-
son with being "sullen and sloppy" and on
one occasion, when he refused to talk to her
and she asked why, of slapping her.

I can't imagine Rock slapping at a fly—but

then I wasn't married to him.

However, I can speak from experience of

his grooming. Not long ago I invited Rock to

come with me to Judy Garland's opening
at the Coconut Grove which he accepted with
such promptness you'd never guess he'd been
sullen when Phyllis wanted to step out.

When he arrived, he was a picture of sar-

torial elegance, the latest fashion in male
dinner clothes. The fit was so good it hardly
fitted in with the ex-Mrs. Hudson's claim that

he wore nothing but sweat shirts and jeans

—

or at least complained about wearing other

garb.

And, if Rock didn't have a ball at Judy's

opening night, you'd never have guessed it.

The minute the music struck up he asked me
to dance—and he's good that boy! I've al-

ways prided myself on twirling a mean slipper

myself—and Rock knows his footwork.

When we were invited to join Judy's private

party following the show. Rock was the first

to urge me to accept. He made Judy very

happy when he took both her hands in his and
said, "You're the greatest! Just the greatest!"

About 2:00 a.m. I wanted to come home. Rock

Tivo opinions of how Rock dresses :

Phyllis charged him with being

"sloppy." However, I found him.

dressed in the latest fashion.

hoped we could stay a little longer. He stayed,

after making sure mutual friends would drop
me back home.

Oh, yes—his settlement with Phyllis calls

for $130,000 to be paid at $250 per week,
their $35,000 home, mortgage clear, and a car.

I have a feeling my friend Rock will not

be marrying again for a long, long time.

(Continued on page 16)
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I dreamed I was made over

in my maideTtfomi bra
Here's the last word in elastic bras! Does more for you than you ever dreamed

a bra could do ! Curvier cups. Smoother separation. Doubled elastic all the

way around the back! Let Twice-Over make you over . . . today !
A, B, C cup

3.95 — D cup 4.95 (Twice-Over comes in long-line and strapless styles, too !

)

I

new, new Twice-Over* «

Look for this Twice-Over package in fine stores everywhere!

REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. ©198B MAIDEN FORM BRASSIERE CO.. INC. NEW YORK IS, N.Y.

imafflenfbmv
TWICE-OVER* Q95 :
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LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

PERSONAL OPINIONS
I predict Ann Miller and Bill Moss (Jane

Withers' ex) will have a happy marriage.

Both have been hurt by other loves and will

appreciate the happiness they have found. . . .

Bob Crosby made a mistake fighting it

out with Eastern TV critics and interviewers

who (a) panned his tv show, (b) panned his

handling of daughter Cathy's problems. Bob
should take a tip from veteran Milton Berle

who says of criticism: "Never answer back

—

just keep coming back." . . .

Montgomery Clift must be developing

a sense of humor. He told Myrna Loy on

the set of Lonelyhearts he'd like to direct a

picture; when she asked if he would star in

it also, Monty cracked: "Are you kidding?

As a director I simply wouldn't put up with all

that nonsense from me!" . . .

Leslie Caron's expected baby just has

to be a girl because the one and only Cecil

Beaton who did those knock-out clothes for

Leslie in Gigi plus the decor and gowns for

My Fair Lady, is decorating the baby's nurs-

ery. Imagine a boy in all that wonderful

chi chi! . . .

Ernie Borgnine should get back some
of those thirty-one pounds he shed worrying

over his divorce settlement. He doesn't look

a bit like "Marty" these days. . . .

Marlon Brando has said not a word
against Anna Kashfi's resuming her career

at her old studio MGM but he had a few
thousand words to say against posing for

'home' pictorial spreads with his wife! . . .

Nothing in the world can get the James
Mason clan to go out on tour again after

nine weeks in Mid-Summei. James dropped
thirteen pounds, Pamela nine—and only thes-

pian Portland gained—five. Ann and Bill: this will be forever.
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THE LETTER BOX:
Cutest letter of the month comes from

Marion which I'm printing exactly as she
spelled out her regret for Marlon Brando:
"Marlon can play Japanese peasants, para-

leptics. Mexicains, Germans, U.S. Pilots, de-

linquance, gamblers. Napoleon and Mark
Antony—and who else can do all this?"

Nobody I know, Marion! . . .

"Why are you so quick to rush to the de-

fense of stars whose bad judgment—fo puf if

politely—lands them in trouble?" snaps Leona
Armstrong, Hershey, Pa. Has anyone you
know in your home town ever been in bad
trouble—and haven't you wished everyone

could understand the circumstances as well as

you do, Leona? That's me. . . .

Mrs. N. L. Kelly, Chicago, III., writes:

"Far from being withheld from young people,

pictures like A Farewell To Arms and Peyton

16 Place should be seen and studied so fhaf

TV is introducing the late John Garfield (above) to the teenagers.

A reader ivants Alec Guinness (left) stories in modern screen.

teenagers may get a realistic view of sex, fhe

dangers and beauty of if, in the medium they

can understand." Your view is open to argu-

ment but it's original. . . .

Something new cropping up in the mail,

letters from teenagers 'discovering' stars they

never knew and loving them through tv

reruns. The late John Garfield particularly

is mentioned. Jan Johnson, Boise, Idaho, sums
up several letters with: 'Thank heaven his

magnificent talent has been preserved." . . .

Eleanor Zachary, Washington, D. C, is

sick of all the slams at Kim Novak which
she attributes to jealousy. She writes: "Kim's

wonderfuf picture with Jimmy Stewart
Vertigo has run here tor weeks and weeks.

We like her!" . . .

"Ifs not that I like Deborah Kerr Jess-
even a divorce can't dim her shining talent

as an actress—it's just that I'm hurt and dis-

illusioned," postcards Diana-Jeanne Yankers,

Ft. Worth. Why don't you reserve judgment

until all the facts are in, Diana-Jeanne? . . .

Mrs. Bill Adams writes from Brooklyn:

"To really believe movie stars are just like

other folks you have to see them, as my hus-

band and I saw Debbie Reynolds and
Eddie Fisher at a baseball game on our

recent vacation in Los Angeles. Debbie was
rooting for the Dodgers, Eddie for Philadelphia;

her lipstick was all smeared from eating hot

dogs; he had spilled popcorn all around him.

She got cold, he had to put his coat around
her—even as you and I!" . . .

"When Alec Guinness won fhe Acad-
emy's highest honor, I wholeheartedly agreed.

I thought, 'Oh, boy—now Modern Screen will

be full of stories about him," begins Virginia

Bradbury, Richmond, Indiana. "So whaf hap-

pens—nothing, not a word!" (Are you listenin',

David Myers?) . . .

Judy Garland will be very happy over
a letter signed "Fifteen Judy Garland Fans,

Hengelo, Holland," and written in excellent

English: "We love Judy very much. No other

star has taken her place in our hearts. If she

ever brings her nightclub act to Europe she
must come to us and see for herself how deep
is our feeling." . . .

"Doesn't Johnny Math is prefer girfs with

Jong hair?" Leigh Andrews wants to know.
I don't know, Leigh—but whether they admit

it or not, most males do, I've discovered. . . .

Norma Jones, Barstow, California, asks

an intriguing question: "7've noticed that

many movie stars marry non-professionals.

With the way stars are protected from the

public in general—where do they meet non-

professionals???" Obviously, some non-pros

get close. Norma. Thanks for the chuckle.

That's all for now. See you next month.



Is it

true . .

.

blondes

have more
fun?

One sure way to find out is to be a blonde ... a beautiful,

silky-haired Lady Clairol blonde! You'll love the life in it

. . . the sheer blondeness of it! The soft touch and tone of

it. It's all there for you in Lady Clairol, the fabulous new

whipped creme conditioning hair lightener. So if your hair is

humdrum brown or dreary blonde, don't waste your days

wishing, dreaming! Do something! Today! Make it silky,

irresistible blonde in minutes with Lady Clairol! Such a

happy way to brighten your locks, your looks, your whole life

!

Try Lady Clairol —Whipped Creme or new Instant Whip*.

Your hairdresser will tell you
a blonde's best friend is Creme Hair Lightener

*T.M. ©Clairol Incorporated, Stamford, Conn.



NEW LIQUID LUSTRE-CREME IS HERE

Now you can shampoo...

Set with plain water...and have

lively, natural looking curls! a tutu.

liquid. 1

.

ELIZABETH TAYLOR, beautiful star of M-G-M's release, "CAT ON A HOT TIN ROOF." an Avon Production in Metrocolor.

Miss Taylor uses Liquid Lustre-Creme Shampoo for shining, easy-to-manage hair! Why don't you try Liquid Lustre-Creme, too?

iWre-CWie—
FOR CURLS THAT COME EASY—HERE'S ALL YOU DO:

Shampoo with new Liquid Lustre-Creme.

Special cleansing action right in the rich,

fast-rising lather gets hair clean as you've

ever had it yet leaves it blissfully manage-
able. Contains Lanolin, akin to the natural

oils of the hair; keeps hair soft, easy to set

without special rinses.

Set—with just plain water!

An exclusive new formula—unlike any

other shampoo—leaves hair so manageable

any hair-style is easier to set withjust plain

water. Curls are left soft and silky— spring

right back after combing. Waves behave,

flick smoothly into place.

never dries—
if beau+ifies—
how in liquid,

lotion or cream!

Cnsttnz

,

r.

4 OUT OF 5 TOP MOVIE STARS USE LUSTRE-CREME SHAMPOO
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-^fThis is not, in the

traditional sense of

the words, a Thanks-

giving story. It has

nothing to do with the

Pilgrim Fathers, nothing

to do with harvested crops,

turkey dinners or family

* life. It is not what you ex-

pect to read about on the

*w fourth Thursday in November.

But in a deeper sense it is a

Thanksgiving story of the old-

est and the most hallowed sort.

For it is the story of a man who
was forced suddenly to pause for

the counting of his blessings and

the reckoning of his friends. It is

the story of a man who took stock of

his life and (Continued on page 80)



He is Arthur Loew, Jr. He lives

in Tucson, Arizona, where he

has lived since he was nine years old

when he came down with a severe

attack of chronic asthma. He is in the

cattle business and he is a rich man.

But he would have been rich if he'd

never lifted the little finger of his right

hand. For his grandfather was Adolph

Zukor, one of the fabulous Hollywood

pioneers. And his father practically ran

MGM studios.

He is in his mid-thirties now. When

Who is the man
he was in his early twenties he fell in

love with Elizabeth Taylor, a beautiful

young actress at his father's studio.

Liz, however, did not return his love.

He was the boss's son—plain-looking,

not particularly witty, nice but far

from exciting.

Arthur changed. He'd lost Liz, but

still . he thought he could have some
fun Out of life. He tried to make him-

self exciting. With cold cash and pres-

tige to back him up, he became a

playboy, a compulsive party giver, a

man about town. He tried to fall in

love. He had a wild fling with Eartha

Kitt. His father broke that up. He
began dating lovely Marisa Pavan.

Marisa adored him, but walked out on
him because—as she said

—
"I couldn't

stand the way he threw himself into

all those parties and friendships—he

was too erratic—he always seemed to

be trying to lose himself." He- turned

to Joan Collins next. She was beautiful

and a barrel of laughs and some peo-

ple said they would marry—they were

having so much fun. They didn't marry

because what these people who were

busy making their predictions didn't

know was that Arthur Loew, Jr. was

getting tired of the fun, the flings, the

razzle-dazzle and the phony laughter.

What they didn't know was that deep

down he really wanted only one thing

out of life—to be important, not to

Hollywood or a ranch full of cows or



to the headwaiter at the most expensive

restaurant in any town he happened to

visit. He wanted only to he important

—important to a woman he loved and

who loved him back.

He knew who this woman was.

He knew that she would never love

him back.

But then the great tragedy of her

life took place and, suddenly, she

turned to him. Of all the people she

could have turned to, Elizabeth Taylor

turned to him, Arthur Loew, Jr.

on the beach with Liz?
In the past few months since Mike

Todd's death, Arthur has given Liz

Taylor all the affection he's had stored

up in his heart for the past ten, long

years.

He has been kind.

He has advised Liz when she needed

advice.

He has consoled and comforted her.

He has fallen in love with her

again, ten times over.

He knows she will never forget

Mike Todd.

But he has hoped, hoped hard, that

it will be possible for Liz to fall in

love with him, too.

As the days have passed—as Liz has

turned to him for more and more

companionship, as they have found

themselves having dinner together,

taking an occasional drink together,

sometimes at his place, sometimes at

hers, as they have found themselves

driving out to the beach together

where they could be alone and swim

and then lie in the sand and talk

—

as all this has happened, as all this is

happening right now, it seems that

maybe Arthur's hope is fast turning

into the real thing.

Louella Parsons, for one, feels that

it is.

And you can read it here. Turn the

page for what she says about Liz and

Loew in an exclusive to Modern
Screen.



Here is

Louella Parson's

exclusive

report:

Y es, I think the Elizabeth Taylor-

Arthur Loew, Jr., romance is

serious

—

very. I won't bat an eyelash

if they marry.

And, I rather expect such an an-

nouncement will come from Europe

where Liz and Arthur expect to be

when you read this.

I'm asked on all sides, "But if she

loved Mike Todd as much as she did

and was so grief stricken at his death

—

which she was—how can she have

found a new love so fast?"

To which the only answer can be

—

there are loves . . . and loves.

Someone who is very close to Liz

explained it to me this way: "She will

never again love any man the way
she loved Mike. Early in their love

story she herself said, 'I love Mike
passionately.' And he loved her the

same way. There was an enormous,

HE'S
vital physical attraction between them

as well as the wonderful companion-

ship they found.

"Together, Mike and Liz were love

and war, fire and ice, battles and rec-

onciliations. They kissed and brawled

publicly and privately. The French

have a name for it—the grande passion.

It is doubtful if there will ever again

be anything like it in her life.

"Arthur Loew knows this. Although

he is a young man, he has a great deal

of mature wisdom and understanding.

He is a millionaire many times over;

his father was a builder of the entire

motion picture industry.

"What many people do not realize

is that Arthur may have been quietly

in love with Elizabeth for many years.

She was a star under contract to his

father's company, MGM. But he knew
her feeling for him was just admira-

tion—and friendship.

"When Liz's great tragedy struck

—

she needed a friend as she has never

needed a friend in her whole life.

Arthur was there. He was a comfort

and a crutch. She sobbed her heart

out to him. All he wanted was to be

there to help and protect her.

"And so a great bond grew up be-

tween them. Liz closed her circle of

friends to a tight little group number-

ing Arthur, Mike Todd, Jr., her per-

sonal physician, and Debbie and Eddie

Fisher. When she finally started going

out again, she turned to Arthur to

escort her.

"I think she feels an enormous grati-
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LIZ'S NEXT HUSBAND

!

tude to him. And lately, I think his

kindness and sweetness is awakening

a deeper emotion in her—devotion,

horn of understanding. This, too, is

love."

I think these words explain better

than any I've yet heard just what is

happening to Elizabeth Taylor and

Arthur, Jr.

But all is not sombre and sedate

between Liz and young Loew by a long

shot.

Recently he gave a party in her

honor. About fifty guests were invited.

When word got around that the party

was to be held, suspicions were aroused

that this might he the occasion of the

announcement.

Naturally, Elizabeth and Arthur

heard the gossip.

About half way through the evening,

Arthur turned to Liz and said, "Will

you tell them, darling?"

"No, darling, you tell them," Liz

smiled.

Cracked Arthur, "Dinner is served!"

Because he thought Elizabeth might

be happier away from Hollywood and

its memories, Arthur encouraged her

to visit his sister at her ranch in Ari-

zona.

She liked the peace and quiet of it

so well she later arranged to rent a

house—$3,000 per month—of her own
near Tucson.

But before she ever moved in, Liz

had had enough of it. With Tucson

newspapers and even radio and TV an-

nouncers giving out exactly where her

house was located, the place began

to be surrounded by tourists and

townspeople.

Liz literally fled back to the sanc-

tuary and privacy of Beverly Hills.

And added she would be leaving

for Europe in mid-September.

That's where we are now in the un-

ending, interesting saga of Elizabeth

Taylor. END
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LADYS SMITH PRESLEY looked at the

cabin from down the road and she

smiled. Usually, even though she was

only nineteen years old and not at all unhealthy,

she was so tired after her two-and-a-half mile

walk from town and the dress factory there where

she worked, that she could barely manage to

catch her breath and talk right for a while, let

alone smile. But tonight she smiled. For she

knew that this was the night Vernon, her husband

of a year, was putting the finishing touches on

the little cabin he had just built for them, built

with his own bare hands
-
and sweat. And she

knew, too, that this was {Continued on next page)

LADY
SLEY

. . . whose greatest wish was that her son could say,

"My ma and pa didn't have much of anything, but

they sure were rich in love. .

.
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When all of Tupelo, Mississippi, turned out on
that Big Day to welcome back their boy Elvis,

his mother Gladys Presley knew that the Lord
had answered her prayers, and she said Amen.

Gladys didn't tell Barbara
Hearn—El's flame back then

—she was ailing. But El
knew—and sent her some
hats to cheer her up, hoping
to bring his ma a little joy.

Gladys loved to sing the old gospel

hymns with Elvis and her husband.
She had hoped to make an album.

When Elvis left his mother for the

Army there was a look in her eyes

and a feeling in her heart that she

wouldn't be around much longer.
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And now it was
all over . . . Elvis

and hisdad were
left alone with
only memories
of the coura-
geous woman
who died before

her time . .

.

continued

the night she would tell Vernon

what she had found out at the

doctor's office during her lunch

hour that day.

She smiled to herself again

and looked up at the roof.

"Vera'," she called out from

the road, a few minutes later,

"look down from that ladder

and listen to what I've got to

tell you."

But all of Vernon's concen-

tration was on getting this house
of theirs done.

"What's that?" asked Vernon

Presley, busy with a hammer
and not looking.

"Just that I think it was a

good idea that you've worked

hard like you have and that you

built us a two-room house in-

stead of a one-er like most of

the others 'round here," said

Gladys.

"Sure thing," said Vernon

Presley, half to himself, still

not looking.

"After all," continued Gladys,

"when (continued on page 56)



Weary of all the talk

about them, Ingrid

and producer Lars
Schmidt sail for the

island of Damholmen
in the North Sea,

west of Sweden . . .

On this small barren

piece of rock they

spend their time like

hermits — without
electricity or tele-

phone—sunbathing
or listening to music

on a battery radio. . >

.

SPECIAL PHOTOS FROM SWEDEN REVEAL

INGRID and LARS'

ISIAND



Once a week they sail over to the port of Fielbacka in

Sweden, to shop and chat with the simple fishermen,

and to remember the days of their own childhoods . .

.

Then at sunset, back to the island Lars bought as an
engagement present for Ingrid . . . where two worldly

people can find a precious Adam-and-Eve-like privacy.



NY
MISERABLE,

CRAZY,

WONDERFUL
LIFE WITH

DINO, RICCI,

DEANA,

GINA, GAIL,

CLAUDIA,

CRAIG AND
DEAN!



us wrestling powers. . . The old car's a bit worn so Dean and I have to give it a push for little Gina.

Here's the whole Martin clan out for a walk (above). Left

to right: Dino, Ricci, Deana, I'm holding Gina, Dean,
Gail, Claudia, and Craig. Dean (left) usually has so much
fun with the baby . . . But the most fun of all is when
Dean (below) serenades the family and tries out his latest

songs on us. And we're a pretty critical bunch! Dean sure

has it tough . . . !

WHEN I was a little girl I always

dreamed I would someday marry a

prince and live happily ever after.

I was sure my childhood dream had come

true the day I married Dean Martin.

He was everything a girl could want. Tall,

handsome, successful, famous; and so roman-

tic that when he sang, girls would practically

swoon. So delightful in his zany comedy act

with Jerry Lewis that life with him promised

laughs as well as romance. And we were

deeply in love.

But it wasn't long before I discovered that

life with my happy-go-lucky Prince Charm-

ing was not so happy-go-lucky after all. The

man I married was not the live-wire to whom
life was one big field of four leaf clovers, but

a person who had moods and deep-seated fears.

continued
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This was a healthy argument over
Claudia (left) and Gail's allowances.
Dean felt they should write out their
budgets

The girls, however, felt that Dean
should write out some checks. All three
compromised.

continued

Suddenly, I found we were

knee-deep in lawsuits, debts

and problems. I was faced with

an entirely new way of life.

And within a few years with

seven children—three of our

own, four of Dean's by a pre-

vious marriage—I, who had
never had responsibilities, had
to learn how to diaper the

youngest baby while handing

out advice on boys to teen-age

Claudia and Gail.

We've licked most of our

troubles now and I can look

back and see that what started

them was that although Dean
and I had gone together for

almost a year before we were

married, we hardly knew each

other at all.

We fell in love the moment
we met. And floated on a bil-

lowy cloud from that time on.

Dean was playing at the Beach-

combers—a night club in

Miami Beach, Florida—at the

time, where he was teamed with

Jerry (Continued on page 59)

It took a lot of time and
a lot of tears to find the
kind of marriage I've

wanted all my life. . . .



A YOUNG SINGLE GIRL ARRIVES IN

HOLLYWOOD * SHE BECOMES A STAR-

LET SUDDENLY SHE IS SEEN IN THE
RIGHT PLACES WITH THE RIGHTYOUNG
STAR PHOTOGRAPHERS ASK THEM
TO HOLD HANDS AND KISS YOU SEE

THE PICTURES IN MAGAZINES YOU
READ ABOUT THEIR 'ROMANCE' IN

COLUMNS YOU WONDER IF IT'S REAL
OR PHONY IF IT'S REAL HOW LONG
CAN IT LAST UNDER THE HARSH GLARE
OF PUBLICITY IF IT'S PHONY IS IT

AT LEAST FUN OR DOES THE TRUE
HEART PAY A TERRIBLE PRICE. ...

To find the truth, we talked with

many young girls in Hollywood

... On the next eight pages are

the revealing cases of four of

these girls: one who is forced to

keep her love a secret; one who

frankly admits her romance was

a fake; one whose engagement is

becoming a Hollywood hassle;

one whose romance was ruined

by publicity. . . .

please turn page



MILLIE PERKINS REVEALS

WHY I KEEP



lowers!" the messenger boy called out. "Flowers for Miss Perkins
—

"

On the busy set, noise came to a sudden stop. George Stevens, the director,

looked up from the script he was studying. Shelley Winters dropped her

comb and ran over. Nina Foch, Millie Perkins' dramatic coach, stopped

talking—with her mouth still open.

Every head turned to watch Millie Perkins dash across the floor.

Because after all, who would be sending Millie flowers? Little Millie

Perkins who never went out, who didn't know a soul (Continued on page 75)





ay that again!

Me pose with

Barry Coe—that

conceited snob? Are you

kidding?"

Honest, but those were my
very words to the Modern
Screen photographer the

night he phoned and asked

me to come to Lake Arrow-

head the next morning and do

some water-ski shots with Mr.

Big-Shot, Handsome, I Can't

Stand You, How Can You

Stand Yourself—Coe... as I

not so affectionately thought

of Barry at the time.

Why?
Womanly pride—that's

why!

Oh, it made me so boiling

mad every time I thought of

it, that first and only time

(Continued on page 78)

*****
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HONY ROMANCE
PICTURES"
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AlD T

J-m he ring I wear on the chain

M around my neck is a wedding

B band. Nick Adams gave it to

m J me
"

,^^^r No, we're not married.

Gossip columnists have had our ro-

mance on and of! for months; some

have said that we see each other only

for publicity reasons. None of this is

true. The truth is:

Nick and I love each other.

We see each other constantly.

I know Nick would make a wonder-

ful husband.

But—we are afraid to get married. ..

.

Back when we first met, back before

we ever thought of marriage, back be-

fore we had reason to be afraid, I didn't

think he'd make a wonderful husband,

or wonderful anything. In fact, I

thought he was (Continued on page 68)



ricky and I sat in his car that

balmy summer night. It was a

night meant for romance. But it

was instead the most heartbreaking

night of all my seventeen years. I

found myself saying things I never

dreamed I would say.

"Ricky," I began, and I was sur-

prised to find my voice suddenly

grown shaky. "Ricky, honey, I'm

afraid we'll never be able to see

each other again—not like this, not

like a boy and girl friend. We can't

go steady any longer. This is no

good for me. It isn't any good for

you, either, in the long run. I real-

ize now, from what's happened in

the last few days, that I can't stand

this any longer. We must stop see-

ing each other."

I couldn't
(
Continued on page 65)
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When my sister Kim got off the plane at Chicago's

Midway Airport, dozens of fans seemed to appear

out of nowhere, crowding around her for autographs.

I hardly had a chance to embrace her—there were so

many people crowding around her. But it was different

once we left the airport and the city behind us, and
headed for the suburb where I live with my husband and

two children on an eight-acre farm.

Something curious happened on that hour-and-a-half

long drive, something I couldn't explain at first. But
now that I look back, it provides the key to a question

about my sister that has bothered me for some time:

When I welcomed her at the airport, when we walked

down the ramp and got into the parked car, I had
called her Kim. After we were

alone for a while I slipped back

into calling her by her real name
—Marilyn.

It's funny, I thought to myself.

J called her Kim when I visited her

in Hollywood, too , and when I

write to her, and talk to her on the

phone. Why the sudden switch?

And then I realized that it

wasn't I who was different, but my
sister. Yet she is not a twin per-

sonality, not a movie star one mo-

ment and a plain little girl the

next. She is just as glamorous and

fascinating at home as on the

studio set. It's the constant pres-

sure, the publicity, the attention

that makes her seem different in

my eyes and in her own, and has

led to an entirely erroneous con-

ception of Kim in the eyes of her

fans as well.

No doubt some of it can be

blamed on over-anxious writers

and columnists who don't always bother to check their facts, who are more interested

in Kim's romances—both real and imaginary—than in her as a person: who misin-

terpret, fabricate, expand to where Kim worries about telling even the simple truth

—for fear it may be misinterpreted.

But much of the different attitude is self-imposed.

Kim has always been ambitious, eager, anxious to do her best. And it shows—in her

worries, her sensitivity, her tenseness. I never knew just how tense she could get

till I went with her to the dentist one afternoon. When his assistant put a hand on

her shoulder to calm her while the doctor gave her a shot of novocaine, Kim shook

her hand off and burst out, "I can't stand anyone to touch me!" Then she broke into

tears because she hadn't meant to hurt the woman. . . .

This could never happen to her here in Chicago, where she is relaxed, understand-

ing, and thoroughly patient.

Take the day before Christmas, when I happened to walk into the living room just

as my oldest boy, Billie, who is five, kissed her hand while Kim was lying on the couch.

She blinked her eyes sleepily and slowly raised herself up. "Ah . . . my Prince Charm-
ing," she exclaimed. "Thank you . . . thank you . . . thank you!"

"Billy . . . really," I called out. "If your aunt Marilyn wants to take a rest you
shouldn't disturb ber . . . you were told not to wake her. . .

." (Continued on page 71)
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MY
BROTHER
JOHNNY

What do you do with them? Big brothers, that is.

Put them in their place!

That's what I learned after too many years of taking

my brother Johnny's guff.

•The first time I rebelled was at dinner one summer.

Johnny wasn't a movie star then, and I was much heavier.

He went around calling me chubbyface and fat-tub-of-

lard, and I'd sit and suffer a slow burn. He was right, of

course. Big brothers usually are. I was chubby, and I

should have watched my weight. But his big trouble was

the way he told it to me. He never had any regard for

my feelings. Always, whenever there was company in

our house, Johnny'd manage to say, "Hey fatty, when
do you intend to reduce?" and I'd run into another room,

embarrassed.

This fat-stuff jibing of his had

been going on for some time, and I

finally convinced myself I'd had it

right up to my neck.

This one night we were all eat-

ing dinner at our house in Brook-

lyn—my mom and dad, my brother

Johnny, and my younger sister

Julie-Ann. We were having veal

scallopini, an Italian dish my
mother's an expert at fixing. I

asked for a second helping, and

Johnny made a crack about what

a glutton I was.

I held back for a minute, didn't

say anything. Then when Johnny
started yelping at my mother for

his dessert because he had a date

and was in a hurry, I said, "Who's
your date with? Pieface?"

Johnny was dating a pretty

Greek girl, Genevieve, down the

street, and she was no more a pie-

face than Liz Taylor. But I just

had to strike back. Fair was fair, I figured. This was the first time I ever said anything

upsetting to him, and boy, did he let out a howl!

He got up and reached for a pillow on an armchair behind him and he threw it across

the room at me. He missed, but my mom and dad chewed him out for being such a

troublemaker.

Soon as dinner was over he ran upstairs to get ready for his date. I waited for him

on the front porch. When he came down, all spiffed up in a striped tee shirt and

white pants, I said to him, "Don't forget to tell Pieface I said hello." He chased me all

around the block, caught up with me, shook me and made me promise I'd never call

Genevieve a pieface again. I told him I'd agree only if he promised never to call me
fatso. We shook hands on the deal, but I had the last laugh. He sweated so much
from the chase he had to go home and change his clothes!

That was the beginning, my first how-to-deal-with-a-big-brother lesson. He never men-

tioned my weight again. Anyhow I finally got wise to myself and reduced.

Another thing I learned about big brothers—they don't like to hear the truth. I'm

not saying you have to lie, but I am saying you've got to be diplomatic with them. Un-

less they beg you for your opinion about something that's personal to them, keep it

to yourself. You're better off because you'll probably avoid a battle.

One day one spring Johnny came home with some pants {Continued on page 51)
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IMatalie

answers_
letters from
fans & foes

FAN: Do you miss the gay
round of dating you once went
through? (D.N.,Lansing,Mich.)

NATALIE: No, i don't. I'm

happier than I've ever been
and besides, R. J. and I have
a date for Life.

FAN: h it true that you gain

weight after you are mar-

ried? (FranHolling, Meridian,

Miss.)

NATALIE: That depends

on how much rest you get dur-

ing your honeymoon. I lost

six pounds.

FAN: / understand that

you'll retire from showbusi-

ness for good because you don't

want to be separated from
your husband. As much as we
wish you all the happiness,

we'd hate to see you give up
your career. Won't you please

reconsider? (Norman Geiser,

Flint, Mich.)

NATALIE: I don't plan to

give up my career for good. I

just don't want to be separated

from my husband. If parts

continue to come along that

will require me to be away
from home, I'll keep on turn-

ing them down.

FAN: Did you ever lose your
temper on the set? Tve never
heard it said about you, but
about almost everyone else. I

know you'll answer this hon-
estly .... (Tony Frankovitch,

Brooklyn, N. Y.)

NATALIE.- Not on the set,

but believe me, I've lost

it! With producers, directors,

writers, and other actors. But
always before we went into

production, never on the set

when it would have cost the

studio upwards of $14,000 a

day. That wouldn't have been
fair. If something went wrong
anyway after the film started,

I've controlled my emotions.

FAN: To whom would you
give most credit for your suc-

cess? (Tom McDougal, Las
Vegas, Nev.)

NATALIE: God.

FAN: What was your biggest

mistake? (I.L., Storrs, Conn.)

NATALIE: I don't know
about that but I would like to

go on record as saying that the

mistake I'm not going to make
is to take life for granted.

FAN: What's your biggest

fault? (Frank Cohn, Elizabeth,

N. J.)

NATALIE: Believing that

people are really good at heart.

FAN: I heard some place

that (Continued on page 72)
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GIA SCALA THE NIGHT I TRIED TO KILL
MYSELF Gia Scala asked the cabdriver to stop.

"Right here on Waterloo Bridge?" he asked, thinking she was joking, "—at this time o'

night, Miss?"

"I asked to please stop," Gia saia.

"All right, Miss," said the cabdriver, shrugging. And he pulled over.

The beautiful, green-eyed movie star reached nervously into her purse, handed the man a

couple of shillings and got out of the cab.

"Have a nice walk, Miss," the cabdriver called out.

But Gia didn't answer. Instead, she took a few steps, paused for a moment, and then took a

few more steps, toward the bridge's railing. {Continued on page 61)



TOMMY SANDS * THE NIGHT I ALMOST GOT
KILLED Tommy Sands lit another cigarette, blew a smoke ring—and all of a sudden

I noticed it. All the times I'd seen Tommy, and yet I never saw it before.

"Why Tommy," I blurted out, "that scar on your lip—how'd you get it?"

Tommy squirmed in his seat. He took another drag on his cigarette.

Finally he said, "Well, Peer, it's a long story. . .

."

I waited.

"I never told anyone about it."

"Yes?" I encouraged him.

"And my mother doesn't know anything about it . . . I'm sort of ashamed of it."

"Don't tell me if you don't want to, Tommy."
So, of course, he began. "Well, there was this girl I was going with {Continued on page 74)





my brother johnny

(Continued from page 45) he'd just bought
to wear to a spring dance at school. The
theme for the dance was "Be Happy—It's

May!" and Johnny decided to dress up in

spring colors—a pink shirt, green necktie,

white jacket and maroon trousers.

After I saw the pants, he asked me
what I thought of them.
"That color!" I said. "It's weird. What's

so springlike about maroon?"
He said the potted plant my dad gave

to my mother that Easter was red. Dad
gave mom an azalea. Johnny could never
remember the name of it.

"I don't dig them," I told him about the
trousers. "Anyhow," I said, "the azalea

isn't maroon. It's an off-red."

"So what do you want me to do—dye
the pants to match?" he growled at me.
"This is the closest color I could get."

"Put them on," I told him.
He went into his room and changed into

them. When he came out, my mom, sister

and I roared as soon as we saw him.
The pants were wild—broad in the back-

side and pegged at the ankles. They had
pistol pockets and white piping down the
sides.

"What's so funny?" he wanted to know.
My mother and sister couldn't stop

laughing. I had to open my mouth and
say, "You look like a hood."

That's all he had to hear. He lunged at

me, and another wild Orrico chase was on.

We both slipped on my mother's waxed
hardwood floors, and I hurt my crazybone.
Johnny came through unscathed.

Second lesson

He wore the pants to the spring dance
that Friday night, and on Saturday I

asked him what the rest of the kids

thought of them. He said, "Great. Every-
body thinks they're the greatest." I went
to Lou Hessing's luncheonette around the
corner from where we live to have a Coke
that afternoon, and all the kids from the
high school were sitting in the booths talk-
ing about last night's dance. I sipped my
Coke at the counter and eavesdropped.
Everybody was making fun over Johnny's
crazy maroon pants. And from the way
they talked I could tell they had told him
what they thought of them. One of the
girls in the booths said, "Putrid. That's
what I told him they were. Putrid! And
I thought he was going to cry he was so
hurt!"
So I learned my second lesson in han-

dling big brothers. Don't tell them the
truth when it comes to their personal
taste. They'll hear about it soon enough,
and comments from outsiders will make a
bigger dent than yours will.

Johnny, in case you're interested, never
wore those maroon pants again. My
mother used to ask him what he did with
those funny pants, and he changed the
conversation every time.
This leads me to lesson number three.

Big brothers don't have a sense of humor.
They don't understand a tease; they take
it seriously. So look out if teasing comes
naturally to you. Dollars to doughnuts it'll

make your big brother boil.

I was in my early teens when this hap-
pened. I was sitting on the steps of our
front porch daydreaming one summer day,
and a couple of older girls were walking
by. I decided to have some fun.
"Hey dreamboat!" I called out.

Both girls turned toward me and smiled.
"No," I said. "Not you, shipwreck!"
The girls' faces reddened. One of the

girls came toward the porch, but I jumped
off the side and ran to Big Brother Johnny
who was weightlifting in the backyard.

Both girls followed me. It turned out one
of them dated Johnny. Do you think
Johnny offered me protection?
Not on your life. After they told him

what I called them, he made a face and
said I deserved to be slapped, and he came
over and slapped me lightly on the cheek.
I was shocked, and although the slap
didn't hurt me at all—I could tell he was
putting on an act—I let out a scream and
started to bawl like a baby. Johnny walked
off with both girls. Huh, I thought, I've

fixed him up with a couple of dates.

When he came back home he gave me a
lecture about keeping my mouth shut.

"I only did it for fun," I told him.
But he refused to listen to me. He was

the Big Brother, and I was Younger Sister,

and he was bound and determined to set

me straight.

Later on I reminded him about the epi-
sode. I was laughing myself sick remem-
bering it. After I told him about it, I

thought he'd laugh, too. "Oh," he said,

lifting his eyes from some serious book he
was reading, "I remember. That's when
you were a child."

He never even cracked a smile.

Telephone troubles

If you have a big brother, you'll know
what I mean when I say 'telephone calls,'

and 'girls.' You've got to put up with both
every day. The telephone's always ring-
ing, and it's usually some female with a
mooning voice asking for the Big Boy.
One time I told one of them—she was

just too dreamy for words—Johnny was so
heartbroken over a rotten love affair that
he ran and enlisted in the Merchant
Marines, and she started to sob over the
telephone. "He didn't even call to say
good-bye," she sniffed.

"I know," I said, "isn't it a shame? He
didn't tell any (Continued on page 53)
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irst impressions are what count with the guys, ac-

cording to a MODERN SCREEN masculine beauty

poll. What girl wouldn't like the tumble and approv-

al of Tony Curtis, Gregory Peck, Kirk Douglas or

Barry Sullivan?—we feel these stars are in the know!

Top question on the poll—we asked, "Do men like

gals to use haircoloring on their hair?" "Yes, if it will

give a gal's appearance a lift, if it will help dramatize

her personality—then girls (and women) should use

haircoloring. A lot of the feminine sex need a little

added spark. Women of the (continued on page 56)

modern screen beauty

mwm



(Continued from page 51) of us, either."

When she found out the truth, she

wanted my scalp—natch. Fortunately

Johnny wasn't especially interested in her,

so we didn't have the usual knock-down,
drag-out clash.

But big brothers are generous. Gener-
ous with a capital G. Ask any sister with
an older brother, and she'll testify to that.

If some stranger wanted advice on weight-
lifting or baseball or BB gun shooting, all

he'd have to do is ask my brother for some
tips. Before you knew it, Johnny'd be
lending him a bat or a baseball or the use

of his gun. But let me, Dolores, ask
Johnny for the loan of an old shirt I want
to wear to a wiener roast, and his big-

brother big-heartedness comes through.

"If I catch you taking any of my shirts,

so help me I'll report a theft," he'd say.

Big brothers—they're so sensitive. If

you're waiting for a call from some special

somebody who's promised to ask you out

on a Coke date, then Big Brother'll get on
the telephone and talk with one of his

piefaces for hours. But let me be on the

phone for a minute, telling a girlfriend I'll

meet her at Lou's luncheonette, and if he's

expecting a call from one of his hundred
females, he lets out a war whoop like a

Sioux Indian and doesn't let up until the

telephone's free.

Truth is, there's another side to the Big
Brother personality. After a few years

go by and he sees that his sister has de-
veloped into a human being and buried

her monster manners with the past, he
might take notice and might be likely to

do some pretty nice things. Johnny has.

My date with Johnny \

Last winter when Johnny came home for

a visit from Hollywood, he said, "Shucks,
Dee, I know it's not in Emily Post, but you
know what? I'm going to take you out
on a date."

He said he'd call me from New York
that afternoon, and he'd tell me where to

meet him. He had to take care of some
business details in the city, and there

wasn't any sense in his coming back to

Brooklyn to pick me up.

When he called to tell me to meet him
at 4:30 in the Palm Court of the famous
Plaza Hotel for some English tea, I asked
him what did he want me to wear.
"For crying out loud, I don't know.

Dress up. Dress for the theater!" He
sounded so blase.

I put on a new dress—a navy blue
chemise with navy blue stockings and mid-
heel pumps.
When I got to the Plaza, he looked at my

outfit and said, "Where did that miserable
sack come from?"

I told him I bought it at one of New
York's best department stores.

"You look like a lopsided balloon," he
said and he sent me all the way back to

Brooklyn—an hour's ride on the subway

—

to get into a 'decent' dress.

I met him at seven o'clock at the Vesu-
vius Restaurant wearing a neat-fitting

red sheath, and he thanked me for looking
civilized.

We ordered clams casino and steak piz-

zaiola, a fancy Caesar salad and broccoli

with Hollandaise sauce. I was thrilled. I'd

never eaten in such a fabulous place before.

By dessert time when we were having
strawberry parfaits, everyone in the res-

taurant was looking at Johnny and his

date—and I felt like a celebrity.

After we finished our parfaits, the waiter
came over and asked Johnny for his auto-
graph. Then the waiter asked me how it

felt to be a sister of a famous movie star.

The whole illusion I was trying to create

was ruined. How did the waiter know!
"Who told you I was his sister?" I said

to him.
He said, "Nobody. I can see it in your

face." So my lovely dream of posing as a

deb date for Johnny was shattered.

That night we went to see Tony Perkins
in the Broadway play, Look Homeward,
Angel, and I was so moved at the end of

the play when Tony leaves home and em-
braces his mother for a last good-bye that

I soaked up three hankies with tears.

Afterwards we went backstage and
talked to Tony. Joan Fontaine was leaving

Tony's dressing room. She, too, had seen

the play that night, and she was scolding

Tony for not calling her for lunch.

When Johnny introduced me to Tony,
I almost sank to the floor. Tony has a way
of saying a girl's name so softly that it

sends thousands of little chills up your
spine. I nearly swooned.

Cinderella at Downey's

We went to Downey's Restaurant then

where all the young stage and screen stars

go, and we ordered espresso coffee. Lena
Home was there and I was thrilled.

Lena looked beautiful. She was wearing
a white angora sweater with a pearl-

beaded collar, and a pale pink wool skirt,

and all I did was stare at her—which is

rude. But I couldn't help it. She has such
striking, delicate features; and anyway I

flip whenever I see a celebrity in person.

Johnny talked to some of his friends

about acting and Hollywood and how he
hopes to do a Broadway play some day,

and then he looked at his watch and said,

"For Pete's sake, why didn't you tell me?
It's after midnight. I've got to get you
home. It's way past your bedtime."

Was I humiliated! Sure, I'm only seven-
teen—but there it was, that aggravating

big-brother remark that made me feel like

two cents.

I looked straight into his eyes and said,

"I'm not going to turn into a pumpkin."
Then he looked up and stared at me for

a moment. Soon he was laughing that

snickering little laugh of his. "I guess you
won't," he said softly. "I guess you won't
after all. You're a big girl now."

In a little while we went home. He
splurged and treated us to a taxi which
cost five bucks. He told me now that I'd

shown him what a lady I was he'd take me
out at least once every time he visited

New York.
We arrived home, and Johnny got out his

psychology book—he's a bug on psychology

—and he said he was going to read a while.

I thanked him for everything, and he told

me it was a pleasure to spend an evening
with a grown-up sister. I went up the

stairs to my bedroom thinking of all the

battles we'd had. I remembered the times

I tried to teach him to jitterbug and how
he'd yell at me when he tripped all over

himself. I remembered all the times he
chased me for being a conniving brat, and
I wondered if there'd be other silly fights

and arguments. Probably. He'd always be
my Big Brother and there'd be times when
we just wouldn't agree on things.

I got ready for bed. I said my prayers

and crawled under the covers. But I

couldn't sleep. I decided I had to tell him
he was pretty wonderful. I put on my
bathrobe and I went to the head of the

stairs and I called in a loud whisper.
"What do you want now?" he said in an

irritated tone of voice. I guess he was
deep in concentration over his book.
Something inside me told me to hold

back.
"I just wanted to say good night," I told

him. I don't think he even heard me. Some-
thing told me to leave well enough alone.

Sure, I was proud of Johnny. He knew it.

I didn't have to say it.

Because if I didn't look out, that mys-
terious voice inside me warned, big

brothers can be spoiled too! END

Johnny is in The Restless Years for VI.
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WORTH
SEEING

THIS
MONTH

NEW MOVIES

FOR LAUGHS
The Reluctant Debutante

FOR ADVENTURE
Tank Force

Wind Across The Everglades

The Fiend Who Walked The West

FOR ROMANCE
The Truth About Women

FOR DRAMA
The Restless Years

FOR WARMTH
Me and The Colonel

Rex Harrison and Kay Kendall (left) try to marry off daughter Sandra Dee, but she's got eyes for John Saxon (center).

THE RELUCTANT DEBUTANTE
Rex Harrison

merry Rex Harrisons Kay Kendall
Sandra Dee
John Saxon

Angela Lansbury
Sandra Dee doesn't want to 'come out.'

British society life bores her 'cause she was
brought up in America. And she is practically

stupefied by the prize catch of all—Palace

Guardsman Peter Myers—who has a protrud-

ing upper lip and only one topic of conversa-

tion: traffic jams. But Sandra's father, Rex
Harrison, is persuaded by Sandra's newly ac-

quired step-mother, Kay Kendall, that Sandra

must be mated with one of Britain's aristocrats

—any one, but preferably Peter Myers. Kay
is set to do battle for him against another

Mama, foxy Angela Lansbury. Sandra

promptly falls for a drummer, John Saxon

who is hired, along with a band, to play at

the fancy balls. There is an endless round of

parties which paralyze Rex, but undaunted

Kay moves in for the kill. Peter is only too

eager to be victimized by Sandra. Comes the

night that she and Saxon duck out of a party

just before the national anthem, and Kay is

beside herself. There is nothing more hilarious

than Kay Kendall beside herself or any place

else for that matter. And she certainly de-

serves the happy ending.

—

Metrocolor,

MGM

THE FIEND WHO WALKED THE WEST
Hugh O'Brian

Stephen McNally
a sadist on horseback Robert Evans

Dolores Michaels
Linda Cristal

In 1870 Hugh O'Brian's ranch wasn't flour-

54 ishing so he joined a trio of tough characters

and robbed a bank. Too bad for him. The
others got away and Hugh, for refusing to

name them, gets ten years in the state pen.

His cell mate is Robert Evans—otherwise

known as the 'fiend.' Evans murders another

prisoner and makes it look like stomach

trouble, finishes his short sentence and goes

out and kills an old lady with a bow and

arrow. The old lady was the mother of one

of the bank robbers. Later, Evans finds the

bank robber himself, makes him hand over the

loot, and murders him. Still later he visits

Hugh's wife, Linda Cristal, and suggests they

carve out a life together. "Never!" says she.

Enraged, he beats up his girlfriend, Dolores

Michaels. Hugh, meanwhile, is stewing in jail.

Naming his accomplices won't free him now

—

they're all dead. But Judge Edward Andrews
lets Hugh 'escape' so that he can bring the

fiend in on a charge of murder. Bringing him
in isn't impossible, but getting him convicted is

tricky. It's no fun for Hugh to have a mad-
man on the loose. Violence, aplenty !—Cine-
mascope, 20th-Fox

ME AND THE COLONEL Danny Kaye
Curt Jurgens

heartwarminq comedy Nicole Maury
Akim Tamiroff

Francoise Rosay
As a Polish Jew, Danny Kaye's most well-

developed instinct is for survival. It's 1940

and the Nazis are marching across Europe.

Danny, who has always been one step ahead

of them, is stuck in Paris with no apparent

means of escape. Also stuck is an anti-Semitic

and arrogant Polish Colonel, Curt Jurgens,

from Danny's hometown. Curt can hardly

bear the sight of Kaye and will speak to him

only through a second party—a charming lit-

tle waitress, Francoise Rosay, for whom Curt

has lit a candle in 'the cathedral of his heart.'

But Curt is under orders to flee to England,

and when Danny turns up with the only car

—a Rolls Royce—in Paris, and the last gallon

of gasoline, Curt agrees to drive him south

toward safety. To Kaye's horror, Curt drives

north toward the Nazis, and with the enemy
all around, romantically 'rescues' his sweet-

heart, Nicole Maury. The party—including

orderly Akim Tamiroff—pile into the car and

the flight begins. No matter where they stop

or how hopeless the circumstances, Kaye al-

ways manages to turn the trip into a pleasure

cruise. In one small, overcrowded village he

requisitions a castle with a full wine cellar.

Despite himself, Curt begins to think of Kaye

as a comrade, and Nicole begins to think of

him as a man. A couple of encounters with

the Nazis find both men coming to each

other's rescue and by the time they reach a

border town where a British sub is waiting for

Jurgens, a lifelong friendship has been created.

Also, a small problem. Nicole can't decide

which of these two 'possibilities' is the best for

her.

—

Columbia

THE RESTLESS YEARS John Saxon
Sandra Dee

teenage troubles Luana Patten
Margaret Lindsay

Teresa Wright
Sandra Dee doesn't know it but she's an

illegitimate child. Her mother, Teresa Wright,

knows it very well and lives in virtual seclu-

sion in the small town of Liberty. Nasty

rumors make it very hard for Sandra to find

friends among the teenagers. Persuaded by a



kind teacher to attend a high school dance,

Sandra meets John Saxon who's just been

brushed by a snob named Luana Patten.

Sandra and John find enough strength in each

other's company to try out for the school

play—and get the parts. But that little

Luana is hatching a plot. She wants Sandra's

part—and spreads a rumor that Sandra was

seen nude in the bushes with Saxon. Horrors!

She's just like her mom! But Sandra has the

advantage of Johnny to defend her, and of

Johnny's father, who is learning some truths

of his own in an effort to become a business

success. This makes Teresa Wright see the

light. Just because she was careless with a

musician doesn't mean her daughter can't

behave like a lady.—U.I.

sonous snake for a pet, a crew of sadistic

helpers—and some friends in high places in

Miami. The story's unusual, the scenery's

lovely.

—

Technicolor, Warners

TANK FORCE

desert adventure

Victor Mature
Leo Genn

Anthony Newley
Bonar Colleano
Luciana Paluzzi

American Victor Mature has joined the

British army in World War II. During a tank

battle on the Libyan desert he and a lot of

buddies—including Leo Genn, Bonar Colleano,

Anthony Newley—are taken prisoners by the

Germans. Natural leader Genn patiently tries

to organize his campmates for a large escape,

but Mature can't wait that long. In the first

place he hates Germans because they murdered

his wife who was a German Jew; in the sec-

ond place the Germans are looking for him
because he threw a bomb at Goebbels. Bonar
Colleano and he keep trying to escape on their

own, and everybody else thinks they're selfish.

Finally, they and three others make a break

in the camp ambulance, reach an Italian of-

ficers' mess at Lido. The Italians aren't

friendly, but cafe owner Luciana Paluzzi likes

Mature from way back. Leaving the Lido

strewn with bodies, our boys race across the

desert only to be captured by Arabs. But tor-

ture by Germans in an Arab tent doesn't work
on Mature—they want him to confess he at-

tacked Goebbels. In fact, one German officer is

so ashamed of the brutality that he helps-

Mature and his remaining buddies escape.

They escape back to the desert tank force.

Plenty of action!

—

Technicolor, Columbia

WIND ACROSS THE EVERGLADES
Burl Ives

Christopher Plummer
when Florida was young Gypsy Rose Lee

George Voskovec
Chana Eden

There's hardly a hotel in Miami the year

nature teacher, Christopher Plummer, arrives

—but there are plenty of rare birds—the real

kind, with feathers. Most of these birds are

stone cold dead, due to a flourishing black

market trade in plumes. All the ladies wear
them on their hats. When Plummer rips the

feathers off the hat of one Mrs. Legget—wife

of the school superintendent—he winds up in

jail. The head of the Audubon Society bails

him out and offers him a job as bird warden
in the Everglades. Bird watching turns out to

be nearly fatal, what with Burl Ives and his

outlaw 'Swamp Angels' shooting up the sky,

They've already disposed of two former war-
dens in their zeal to cash in on the bird

plumes. Burl and his 'hoods' aren't the only

menace; the swamplands are largely uncharted

and there are certain trees which are fatal to

the touch. Between eventful trips to the

Glades, Plummer boards with storekeeper

George Voskovec and his daughter Chana
Eden. Chana nurses his wounds whenever he

returns, and they fall in love. Plummer's last

trip to the Glades, with a warrant for Ives'

arrest, is the climactic episode. Ives does not

come gently; he has a fierce red beard, a poi-

THE TRUTH ABOUT WOMEN
Julie Harris
Eva Gabor

Laurence Harvey
Diane Cilento
Mai Zetterling

love in every country

The truth is, Britisher Laurence Harvey

never knew very much about women, but he

loved them awfully well. Now he's an old

man remembering his past for a disgruntled

son-in-law. His first backward glance is at the

estate of Diane Cilento. He was young and in

the Diplomatic Corps—and she was bold and

beautiful. Let's live together for a year, says

she, and then we'll see about getting married.

Shocked though he is, Laurence is about to

say yes, when he's shipped off to Yekrut

—

that's Turkey spelled backwards. There he

breaks into a sultan's harem to steal Jackie

Lane, but she falls out of the escape bag and

he's kicked out of the country. In Paris there

is Eva Gabor—and her husband. Hubby chal-

lenges Laurence to a duel. In London, he's

caught in a 'lift' with artist Julie Harris, and

she presents him with five daughters. Julie

passes on. After a skirmish in World War I

Laurence wakes up in a hospital bed over

which hovers nurse Mai Zetterling. He pro-

poses—but her estranged husband disposes of

the competition in a scandalous courtroom

spectacle. What's left for Laurence? Well,

one of those women is still around to tickle

his white beard—which Laurence hopes is a

consoling thought to men everywhere.

—

East-

mancolor, Continental

RECOMMENDED MOVIES
NOW PLAYING:

CAT ON A HOT TIN ROOF (MGM) : Big Daddy
(Burl Ives) has been told by his doctor that he's

not going to die, so he makes a big party to celebrate.

At the party, Big Daddy starts bullying his favorite

—but drunken—son (Paul Newman) who then tells

Big Daddy that he is going to die, after all. Mean-
while, Paul's wife, Liz Taylor, tries to hold on to

Paul who isn't interested. Lots of strong emotional

scenes follow.

THE NAKED AND THE DEAD (Warners) : General

Raymond Massey likes all his men to keep in line

by being scared. But Cliff Robertson thinks men
find strength through love. And there's Aldo Ray
who only cares about getting loot and keeping his

unfaithful wife (Barbara Nichols) faithful. They're

all together on a Japanese-held island in the jungle.

THE FLY (20th-Fox): Science Fiction becomes
pretty spooky when scientist Al Hedison invents a

box that disintegrates atoms and one night dis-

appears in the box with a fly for company. His

wife, Patricia Owens frantically calls her brother-

in-law, Vincent Price, and asks him to help her find

Al. There are some pretty startling changes and
spooky ones, too, that take place in this film.

THE DEFIANT ONES (United Artists): When
prisoners Tony Curtis and Sidney Poitier escape

from a chain gang—chained to each other—the

governor's pretty sure that they won't get very far.

When they reach Cara Williams' house, though,

they break the chains that bind them—but they

begin to realize deeper responsibilities toward each

other.

THE HUNTERS (20th-Fox): Flying ace Robert
Mitchum finds lovely May Britt crying her eyes

out over alcoholic hubby Lee Philips who feels he's

a coward. May Britt asks Mitchum to help Philips

and he agrees, because he loves her. When Philips

is bombed out over enemy territory, Mitchum and
Bob Wagner go to his aid. Lots of he-man ad-

venture.

THE PARISIENNE (United Artists): Brigitte Bar-
dot's out to catch Henri Vidal. Poppa makes him
marry her when he catches them in Henri's bed-

room. Brigitte tries to keep Henri faithful and
feels that a little jealousy won't hurt. So she runs
off with Prince Charles Boyer. Ooh la la. What fun!

SPECIAL OFFER!

TINYKIT"
Douche Kit

for just 50<

and front panel

of "Lysof carton!

"Tinykit" is really tiny!—You
can hide it away in your drawer

or your traveling bag!

It contains a latex douche bag

with a scientifically designed

nozzle— exactly as approved

by doctors for douching. Plus a

waterproof case.

It's yours— from "Lysol"—
for just 50$ and the front panel

of a "Lysol" carton.

Send for "Tinykit"! Use cou-

pon below. Limited time only.

Use "Lysol" regularly in your

douche. Don't fool yourself with

vinegar.

Vinegar can't do the job the

way that "Lysol" does.

"Lysol" kills odor-causing

bacteria on contact. Keeps you

sweet and clean inside! And,

it's mild! Can't hurt you. Buy it

today.

BRAND DISINFECTANT

A Lehn & Fink Product

{
"Tinykit," P.O. Box 1330, Akron 8, Ohio

|

1 Please send me "Tinykit" in plain wrapper; 1

• enclosed is 50(t and front panel of "Lysol"

' carton.

: Name:

1 Address: 1

| City: Zone: Slate: |



let color go to your head

(Continued from page 52) theatre learn

this in their training but non-profession-

als have to learn their beauty tricks from
editorials and ads on their own." This

quote was taken from a heart to heart talk

with star, husband and father, Barry Sul-
livan, now appearing on Broadway in The
Producers Theatre musical, Goldilocks.

When we asked Barry "What is it that

you first notice about a girl's or woman's
general appearance?" he answered, "Well,

first the total impression she makes—the

general appearance and then perhaps
some distinguishing features like hair,

eyes, skin, legs, what have you."
Barry's first response to our query,

"You mention hair—what do you think
about girls and women using haircoloring

on their hair?" was "I've never really no-
ticed whether a girl or woman used hair-

coloring or not."

That also was the opinion of our entire

MS masculine beauty poll. This unani-
mous comment—does she color her hair

or doesn't she—was good news for it not
only shows how expertly the manufactur-
ers are making natural haircolorings to-

day but also how artful girls and women

are becoming in the use of these prepara-
tions. Perhaps this is why the MS mas-
culine beauty poll was heartily in favor
of haircoloring as a glamour-getting
beauty routine.

"Should grey-haired women tint their

hair?" we continued our questioning of

Barry, starring in this article. "Sure," he
answered, "there's no reason in the world
why a woman shouldn't try to look the
age she feels or wants to feel."

Then the big question. "It's been said

that 'Gentleman prefer blondes, their eyes
will follow a redhead, but they marry
brunettes'—Barry," we asked, "what do
you think about this, what do you pre-
fer?" "I'm not ducking a direct answer
when I say that every man has his pref-

erence—but, he'll look at the good-look-
ing girl or woman who is decidedly a

blonde, a redhead or a brunette—but not
at a dull looking woman. No man likes

mousy-hair—it is nondescript," explained
Barry.
Now for a daring question which Barry

did not falter on. "What do you think of

teen-agers who 'do something' to their

hair?" Barry approved. "More power to

them! The sooner a young lady learns how
to make the most of her appearance the
better. When my daughter reaches the

experimental stage I'll send her to beauti-
cians—that way she'll learn how—and
she will 'look her prettiest' at all times,

which is the duty of the fair sex."

When a father wants to guide his

daughter to greater beauty and excite-
ment we know parents are really getting

aboard. Our MS masculine beauty poll

seconded this opinion. The first teen year
should see a gal commence her beauty
crusade. Today girls in their teens
take on the beginnings of their careers
and they should be ready for this big
step—beautifully groomed and smartly
dressed. They should be ready to make
their first total impression—from head to

toe—one to be remembered!
As the first step—start today to let col-

or go to your head!
Too bad you can't see Barry in Goldi-

locks, unless you are living in or near New
York—but don't miss Gregory in The Big
Country (U.A. release) ; Kirk in The Vik-
ings (U.A. release)

;
Tony in The Defiant

Ones (U.A. release); and don't miss choos-
ing your new haircoloring from this list of

suggested preparations: CLAIROL, BLON-
DEX, DUBARRY (Color-Glo, Tru-Tint),
RICHARD HUDNUT (Light and Bright),
NESTLE, NOREEN, MARCHANDS, ROUX,
TINT 'n SET, INC.

the life and death of gladys presley

(Continued from page 29) there's a tiny

baby howling and scampering around, it

don't hurt none to
—

"

She stopped in the middle of the sen-
tence and roared with laughter as she
watched Vernon drop the hammer first,

then turn around and look down at her,

then come shooting down the ladder, and
then come running over to her and grab-
bing her plump young arms in his strong
hands.
"You say baby?" Vernon Presley asked.
"I did," Gladys answered.
"You sure?" he asked.
"I was only told so this afternoon by the

finest doctor in all East Tupelo, Mississip-

pi," Gladys answered.
Vernon let out with a wild, hollering

whoop. And then he kissed his wife.

"And," Gladys went on, "this doctor, he
asked me a lot of questions about our
family history and after I was through he
said, 'I wouldn't be surprised if it was
twins, Mrs. Presley.'

"

"Say that again, ma'am," Vernon asked,
his face paling from sun-red to sandy
white.
"You heard me," Gladys said, laughing

again, tickled by her husband's first show
of daddy-nerves.
Vernon turned and looked back at the

house he'd just finished building. "Maybe
I should have made it three rooms," he
said.

More important than money
"We couldn't afford that, Vern'," Gladys

said. Suddenly, the laugh she'd been
laughing vanished and she was serious
now. "We couldn't afford that. We can
hardly afford what we got . . . But there is

one thing we can afford if it's twins, poor
as we are. That's love, Vern'. That's one
thing we don't have to save for and buy.
That's one place where this poorness of
ours don't count."
She took her husband's hand in hers,

this pretty nineteen-year-old girl turning
woman, and she squeezed it hard.

"I hope it is twins," she went on to say.
"I hope and wish it with all my heart so's

we can double up on that one thing we
know we can give 'em—love, and so we
can love 'em and love 'em and love 'em,

56 and so when they're big they can always

say, 'That ma and pa of ours, they didn't

have much of nothing, but they sure were
rich in love. . .

.'"

Gladys Presley learned a few months
later that her wish would come true.

And then a few months after that, on
the night of January 8, 1935, she gave
birth to two sons. One of then she named
Aaron. The other she named Elvis. The
baby named Aaron died a few months
after he was born. The other baby, now
Elvis Aaron, was—though unusually quiet

for a new-born— both powerful and
healthy-looking and it was clear that he
would live. It was clear, too, from the
expression on Gladys Presley's face as

she held him in her arms that first time
and watched his closed eyes squint and
waited for him to unloose his lips and cry,

the way her other baby had cried at first

and would never cry again, it was clear

from all this that tiny Elvis Aaron would
get his full share of the doubled-up love
his mother had talked about that happy
night so many months before out on the
dust-covered road. . . .

The next years were not easy ones for

Gladys Presley. Vernon, a house painter,

a good one, had trouble finding work be-
cause most people in Tupelo and East
Tupelo and thereabouts didn't have
enough money at that time to worry about
peeling walls. So the money situation was
always tough. And so, not long after Elvis
was born, Gladys decided it would be a

good idea for her to go back to work at

the dress factory.

"I've got to," she told people who told

her she was silly, that she was still too

weak from giving birth. "We got a boy
to bring up and he's going to be brought
up right. He's going to have shoes so's

he can go to school and church, and he's

going to have books so's he can read and
toys so's he can play and be happy like

other kids."

At first, Gladys Presley managed it well
enough.

She'd never give up

But after a few years, her health began
to fail.

The walk to town every morning, the
walk back at night, the hours over the
sewing machine, the Hours over the stove,

the worrying about Vernon when he
found it harder and harder to get work,
the worrying about Elvis when he came
down with a case of this or that, like he
was always doing—there were other wo-
men who might have been able to manage
it, but it was turning out to be hard on
Gladys Presley, too hard.
She wouldn't give up, though, not for

all the begging anybody, her husband and
her son especially, could muster.

"Will you stay home tomorrow and get

some rest?" her husband would ask on a
night when Gladys would be working at

something around the house and sneezing
at the same time, her eyes glazed with
fever and her face flushed.

And Gladys Presley would answer, "I

passed that new grocery store in town
today, Vern', and they got a sign adver-
tising milk three cents cheaper than I

been paying. I got to try 'em. If it's

really good milk it'll be quite a saving."

"Ma," her son would ask on a night
when Gladys Presley would stop suddenly
in the middle of whatever she was doing
and look as if she were about to faint, as

she would reach for a chair or a wall to

lean against to keep from falling, "can't

you let things be and take it easy and stop

working so hard, Ma?"
And Gladys Presley would say, "Elvis

. . . you know ... I was reading in the
papers tonight that a wonderful group of

Gospel singers is going to be at the church
Sunday night. And we can go. And you
can sing along with them, like you like to.

And . . . and ain't that going to be won-
derful, Son?"
This is the way it went for years.
But then, finally, came the night in

1949 when her husband and her son,

fourteen years old now, decided that they
should move away from Mississippi and
take Gladys Presley to an easier life.

The father and son talked it over first.

Then they talked to the woman of the
house. They told her to set, that they had
something important to say.

"We been hearing," Vernon began, "that
things are pretty good up Memphis-way
for jobs and better money. We been
thinking we should all go live up there
for a while and try it out."

"It's a big city, Ma," Elvis butted in,

"where they got lots o' houses, which
means Pa can do a lot more painting."
"Good idea?" Vernon asked. "Do you



want to do it. Do you want to move?"
Gladys Presley didn't answer for a

while.
Then she shrugged and she said, "As

long as they got churches and schools in

Memphis, as long as you and Elvis will be
happy, then it's all right with me."
For the next few moments she looked

around the little house she had known
so well for the past fourteen years, think-
ing her private thoughts.
Then she got up from the table and

went to start the supper dishes, and to

pray silently that what they were going to

do was the right thing to do. . . .

A new home and a bad break

Memphis seemed fine at first to Gladys
Presley. Vernon was finding work. Elvis

was going to a good school. And even
though the house they'd moved into on
Alabama Street was only a one-roomer,
smaller even than the house back in

Mississippi, it was nice and it was clean
and there was something about the way
the big Tennessee sun shone through its

windows all day that seemed to promise
warm, happy things to come.
But then it happened, the bad thing,

the worst thing that could have happened.
One day while working, Vernon Presley
fell from a ladder and broke his back.
He was taken to the hospital. And to

pay his bills, Gladys Presley got a job at

the same hospital and for more than two
years she bathed people, changed beds,
carried bed-pans and worked harder than
she'd ever worked before.
To help, her son Elvis began to work

too, after school; as a movie usher, then as
a factory hand, then as a truck driver.

Gladys Presley hadn't wanted him to

work. She'd wanted him to go to school
and study during the day and to do at

night what the other kids in Memphis did

—

get together and talk and laugh and play
and sing.

But this wasn't the way it was to be, it

seemed.
And came the night when Elvis, nearly

seventeen now, came home from work at
eleven o'clock and was so exhausted he
fell asleep right in the middle of his sup-
per of mashed potatoes and hard bread,
asleep, right there at the table in his

chair across from her, and Gladys Presley
—who'd never once complained about
anything in her whole life—slammed her
fist hard into her lap now and cried out,

"Oh Lord, Lord, ain't this family of ours
ever going to have any luck?"
She had no way of knowing that one

day, in about two years' time, her son,

Elvis, would buy a guitar and make a
phonograph record of his singing and
that the Lord would thus answer her
cry. . . .

Those few years after the first record
was made—and there were to be only a
few more years for Gladys Presley—saw
all the wonders of the world thrown sud-
denly into her lap. Suddenly, overnight,
her son was one of the most famous people
in the world. Suddenly, her son was one
of the richest young people in the world.
Suddenly, her son was moving her and
her husband from their one-roomer on
Alabama Street to a $40,000 house on
Audubon and then to a $100,000 mansion
called Graceland, just outside Memphis

—

a mansion with servants, red carpets, a
swimming pool, white-and-gold-finished
pianos, a gigantic refrigerator always
stuffed with food—with everything in the
world.

Gladys Presley was happy now. Yes,
she was unused to this way of living and
she became shy of people who made such
a fuss everytime they saw her and she
stayed more and more inside the stone
walls of Graceland as time passed. And
yes, she would get upset when she picked

up a newspaper and read some of the
terrible things some people were writing
about her son—about how he was leading
other young people to sin through his

songs—and she would sit with her hus-
band at night and say, "Don't they realize

that Elvis' songs have never hurt a body,
young or old, and that he's got joy inside

him and that he's just passing on that joy
when he sings?"
Yes, there were the times when Gladys

Presley's heart was sad and confused.
But, overall, she was happy. For

through all this period, she and her hus-
band had their son's love, stronger than
it had ever been.
And in this period came the one moment

of supreme happiness, the pure moment of

pride in her offspring, the moment she
would never forget for as many days as

she had left to live on this earth.

The moment occurred at Graceland, one
morning. Gladys sat in the downstairs
drawing room, sewing. In the next room
two colored women servants—one young,
one very old—were working and a little

boy was playing. The boy was a grandson
of the old servant, a boy of four or five

who would come up to Graceland occa-
sionally to visit with his grandma. He
was a great little talker. And though the
door was almost closed, Gladys Pres-
ley could hear him talking away about
everything under the sun.

As good as Mr. Presley

At one point, when he began rambling
on about how tall he was going to be
when he got older, Gladys heard one
of the servants, the younger one, ask,

"Say, tell me now, just what are you go-
ing to be when you grow up and get
so big?"

"I'm gonna be famous and good," she
heard the little boy answer.
"Like a president of the United States

or something?" she heard the young
woman ask.

"No," the little boy answered, "like

Elvis Presley."
Gladys began to smile. She'd just

started to smile, in fact, when she heard
the older woman, the boy's grandmother,
say, "Amen to that, my little baby. Amen
to that. And never mind about the 'fa-

mous' part. Just be as good a person as
Mr. Presley is, as good as he is to his

parents and to all of us who work here
and to all his friends he keeps in clothes
and food. Just be like that, my little

baby, good, and I'll forever say, 'Amen,
Amen.'

"

Gladys Presley sat in her chair, her
sewing in her lap, long after the two
servants and the boy had left the adjacent
room.

If she'd been the kind of person who
cried easily, she would have wept for

joy now.
In the last couple of years she'd heard

all kinds of people say all sorts of fine

things about her son—Governors, Holly-
wood producers, record company presi-
dents, press agents, important people
from important walks of life.

These things she'd heard had always
consoled the hurt she'd felt when she'd

read some of the bad things.

These things had made her feel better
than she might otherwise have felt, even
though deep down she knew that some of

these people had said what they'd said

because they were expected to or because
it would benefit them or because of other
mysterious reasons she couldn't quite un-
derstand, but felt.

But now, as she remembered those
warm Amens that had come from the
depths of the heart of a cleaning lady,

old and simple and wise—now, as Gladys
Presley sat there in her mansion, the
simple word Amen echoing and re-echo-
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THE REVOLUTIONIST

She was seventeen. Her name was
Manuella Oaxaca. And for days she had

been walking along the dusty Mexican
by-roads under a blazing sun. And she

was carrying a burden on her back . . .

her six-month-old son.

She carried another burden. Fear. The
kind of fear that makes heroes of the

weak, and gives courage to the strength-

less.

Already she had walked over four hun-

dred miles. Walked with the terror of

suddenly hearing the roar of horses' hooves

bearing down on her, the terror of hear-

ing the shrill scream of Pancho Villa's

revolutionists thundering past. For she

had already heard that, many times. And
each time been lucky in finding a bush or

ruined house to hide behind. Four hun-

dred miles of heat, and the cold of night,

and hunger . . . and the kind of exhaus-

tion that is overcome by only one thing:

the knowledge that her baby's life de-

pended on her reaching Texas. Texas,

where her Irish husband waited with the

frenzy of a man who knew his wife had
left her family home in Chihuahua with

their baby—and there was nothing he

could do to help her. . . .

Thirty-seven years later, again there was
the roar of hooves and the shrill scream of

Mexican revolutionists. And one of the

revolutionists was a man who remembered
hearing the story of how his mother had
walked these same roads to save his life,

had walked these roads to save him from a

band of men that he now had joined . . .

But there was one small difference.

These men were actors—they were making
a moving picture called Viva Zapata!—
and Anthony Quinn was going to win an
Oscar that he would never have been alive

to receive if his mother had not walked
five hundred miles to bring her son to

safety. . . .

Anthony's in Paramount's The Black
Orchid and will be in United Artists'

58 Spartacus And The Gladiators.

ing through her mind, now for the first

time . . . and maybe for the only time . . .

did she feel that these new possessions
and this new life and all this success that
had been showered on her son was truly
worthwhile. ...

The beginning of the end

—

It was during the summer of 1957 that
Gladys Presley got sick again. People
who should know say that she suffered
from a nervous condition. Says one, "She
wasn't too well to begin with and the
tensions were becoming too great and,
though she fought it happening, it hap-
pened and her nerves snapped wide
apart." Says another, "The constant
clamor of fans had begun to bother her,
crank letters to worry her, and the re-
peated reflections on her boy's move-
ments and morals to hurt her. . . . Even
little things had begun to get on her
nerves. One day, one of Elvis' buddies
came in from the swimming pool and let
out a piercing yell just as he got into the
house. The sudden shriek so startled Mrs.
Presley that she went into a nervous col-
lapse. The Presleys then had no family
doctor. He was a luxury they had not
been able to afford during their long,
lean years and had not needed since, until
now. Vernon Presley telephoned the
Doctors' Exchange and asked that a physi-
cian be sent to Graceland. When the
doctor came, he gave Mrs. Presley a seda-
tive and began treating her for a nervous
condition, a condition that we know now
so weakened her that when her liver be-
came infected with hepatitis her heart
began to grow weak, too . . . weaker and
weaker and weaker. . .

."

The hepatitis attack occurred on Sat-
urday, August 9, 1958. Gladys Presley
was a few months past her forty-second
birthday. She and her husband had just
returned from visiting their son, now a
soldier, at Fort Hood in Sabine, Texas.
They were, in fact, still on the train,
pulling into Memphis station, when
Gladys felt the first attack and brought
her hands to her stomach and told her
husband that she hurt, hurt bad.
Vernon took her straight to their doc-

tor's office, where she was examined and
then ordered straight into Methodist Hos-
pital.

At about five o'clock that afternoon,
Gladys Presley picked up the phone
by her bed and phoned Fort Hood.

"I don't feel so good, Elvis," she said
into the receiver, a few minutes later.

"I know I shouldn't worry you or bother
you. But I just wanted to talk to you a
little bit."

"No, no," she said, "I don't want you
coming up here." She tried to smile. "I
don't want you getting in trouble with
none of those sergeants," she said. . . .

The final courage

Elvis flew up from Texas four days
later. He'd been in constant touch with
his pa and the doctor ever since he'd
heard from his mother. At first, they'd
told him what they believed to be the
truth, that Gladys Presley was sick but
that her condition was not too serious.

And then, as the days passed, her con-
dition worsened. And, finally, Elvis was
told to apply for an emergency leave, that
his ma was asking for him and that it

might help her if he surprised her with
a visit.

Gladys Presley seemed fine that Wed-
nesday afternoon at two o'clock when her
boy came rushing into her room. She'd
just finished lunch and she was sitting up
in bed and she threw out her arms and
she said, "My son, my son, I've wanted
so much to see you."
For a while, she talked and laughed

with her boy. And then a while later her

doctor came into the room to examine
her and she joked with them both.
The doctor smiled and asked Elvis to

please leave for a few minutes since he
would like to get on with his examina-
tion.

It was about half an hour later when
the doctor walked out of Gladys Presley's
room and over to Elvis.
"Ma's all right, Doctor, isn't she?" Elvis

asked. "She's getting better, isn't she?"
The doctor didn't answer exactly. In-

stead he said, "Why don't you go in for
another while? And then you can go
home and get some rest and let your ma
get some rest, too. She hasn't got as much
strength as it seems."
Elvis stayed till about six o'clock that

night. And then he did go home, after
kissing his mother and promising that
he'd be by first thing in the morning.
As he left, he wondered why his pa

—

who'd since come by—didn't come along
with him now, too; why his pa had
whispered something to him about stay-
ing in the room all that night and sleep-
ing on a cot next to Ma's bed. This seemed
kind of funny to Elvis as he left, kind of
strange. But he didn't ask any questions
now. Everything seemed all right, in a
way; but something was wrong, too—this
Elvis knew. And maybe, he figured,
maybe if he didn't ask any questions,
what was wrong would disappear and
tomorrow would come and Ma would
prop herself up in bed again and they
would talk some more and laugh some
more and everything would be all right.
At three o'clock the next morning, the

phone alongside Elvis' bed rang. He
opened his eyes and for a few long mo-
ments just lay there and let the phone
keep ringing. He knew what had hap-
pened. He knew his ma had died.

When, finally, he did pick up the phone
and heard his father's voice tell him how
it had happened—a heart attack from out
of nowhere. So quickly, the sudden heavy
breathing, then the no-breathing—he be-
gan to weep. He hung up the phone. He
put on his shoes and pulled on a pair of
pants and went to a drawer and pulled
out the first shirt his fingers got hold of,

a white stage-shirt with lots of frilly lace
running up and down the front. And,
still weeping, he left for the hospital.

His father was waiting for him outside
his ma's room. Neither of them spoke.
When Elvis looked out at the still figure

on the bed he called out, "There was
gonna be so much to come, Ma, so much!"
Then he rushed over to the bed and

brought his dead mother's hand to his
lips and kissed it, over and over again.
And then again, he began to weep,

loudly, like a child.

And it wasn't until much later, when
the crying had stopped and the tears
were hardened in long lines on his face,

that he looked down at his mother's face
and noticed for the first time that she
had died smiling.
He didn't know why she had smiled

during that last moment of life.

Nobody does, or ever will.

But maybe in that last moment of her
relatively short life Gladys Presley had
thought of a lot of things, of her good
husband and her good son and all the
wonderful things that had come to him.
And maybe she'd thought, too, about

that happiest moment in her life and an
old Negro cleaning woman.
And maybe the old woman's voice had

come back to Gladys Presley in that last

moment and, with it, the voices of a
chorus of watching angels as together
they all shouted a tremendous and joy-
ous and final Amen. END

Elvis' last picture was King Creole for
Paramount.



my life with dean

(Continued from page 34) Lewis. I'm a
Florida girl myself and I was at the club
with friends who also happened to be
friends of Dean's. Dean came to our table.

We were introduced. That was it!

How could I help but fall for this hand-
some man with dark, curly hair, the
ready smile and the witty banter? Women
in the audience openly sighed over him. But
when his dark eyes fastened on mine and
he said, "Please stay for the second show

—

I want to see you again," I knew something
had kindled inside of him, too.

Back on the stage again, he sang Em-
braceable You and looked directly at me.
After the late show we went out and

Dean began to tell me about himself. He
told me something of his childhood in

Steubenville, Ohio, a mill town where he
had grown up. His father was a barber
and as a boy Dean was poor and believed
himself to be homely and unpopular.
From a distance he had loved the mill
owner's daughter—a pretty, blue-eyed
blonde girl who lived in a magnificent
house on the hill. She represented every-
thing he wanted in life: beauty and class.

But she didn't know he existed.

"I've looked for a girl like that all my
life," Dean told me, "and now I've found
her—in you."
Were we kidding ourselves? Maybe. I

fell in love with a dream, and so did he.

The man I saw was half of the fabulous
team of Martin and Lewis, breaking all

records, earning a fantastic salary, living

a glamorous life, traveling all over the
country, sought after by hordes of people.
In me he thought he saw the image he'd
been seeking: a blue-eyed blonde, a
beauty queen (I was "Miss Orange Bowl"
and a model), a girl who had been reared
gently by an indulgent family and had
had the advantages of going to college.

He was also to tell me that he was in

the throes of a divorce from his wife,

Betty. Their marriage of eight years had
produced four children, but even the
children didn't blot out their differences.

No troubles in sight

If he was a troubled man then, I didn't
see it. We had a blithe courtship, as ro-
mantic as the love songs he sang. We
spent glamorous evenings in the night
club, glorious days on the Florida beaches.
When Dean left for night club engagements
in New York and Hollywood it was with
plans for us to get married as soon as his

divorce became final.

When he was settled in Hollywood
again, I flew there and on September 1,

1949, we were married.
We had a fairytale wedding reception

in the Beverly Hills home of a friend of
Dean's, where hundreds of white orchids
were set in the lawn, a beautiful, glamor-
ous picture—but an unreal one. Before
leaving on our honeymoon, Jerry found
Dean's blue traveling suit, put it on and
dived into the swimming pool. Our de-
parture was delayed. I was close to tears,

but the guests were laughing so I decided
to be a good sport and take it.

But I couldn't always take what was to
follow. After a week end in a honeymoon
hideaway, we went on to Las Vegas where
Dean and Jerry had a long engagement
at the Sands Hotel. I was twenty years old
then and had never had any contact with
show business. In fact, I loved mostly
the great outdoors, and sports like sailing

and fishing.

In Las Vegas—just three days after our
wedding—I found my life turned topsy-
turvey. Dean worked until 3:00 a.m.
The first night, when I thought Dean and
I would go directly to our suite, a crowd
of fun-lovers surrounded Dean and we

made the rounds to all the other night
spots. Dawn was breaking when we fi-

nally got back to our hotel. I was beat.
It was like that all the time. We were

never alone. We stayed up most of the
night, slept most of the day. It was so new
to me I thought I'd get sick.

One day I managed to get Dean alone
and we had what I considered a typical
honeymoon day. We drove up to Boulder
Dam and took pictures of each other. I

was very happy that we managed to get
away from the noise and razzle-dazzle
and spend a peaceful day by ourselves in
a scenic spot, like most honeymooners do.
But there weren't many days like that.

We tried to be together—no matter what.
I traveled with Dean and the show when
they played theater dates. Dean did sev-
en shows a day, from 9:30 in the morning
until 1:00 at night. The first day was a
mess. I'd expected show business to be

I

During a recent night club act, A
Judy Garland was on the floor for A
well over an hour and sang Swanee A
twice (by popular demand). Y

"What'll I do for a fast get-off Y
now?" Judy asked the crowd. Y
A squeaky voice from some- y

where said, "Why don't you sing v
Swanee, lady?" It was Jerry Lewis 4
speaking. A

Earl Wilson X
in the New York Post Y

glamorous, but it was something else. I

sat in Dean's dressing room and saw him
for only brief moments—when he'd come
in, wet with perspiration, and flop into a
chair. He'd shower, change, then run out
on the stage again. It was like that all

day and all night. We never left the the-
ater. I sat in the dressing room day and
night for weeks. It was either that or
staying alone in the hotel room in a
strange city, with nothing to do.

I traveled with him this way until the
expected arrival of our baby made it im-
possible for me to continue.
Dean and I had to be separated many

times while I was waiting for the baby.
But there were also times when we were
together. Infrequent as they were, we
were grateful for them. His four children
would visit us occasionally, and I thought
how wonderful it would be when our own
baby was born and had three sisters and
a brother already here.

Although Dean had a heavy financial

responsibility toward his first wife and
the children, besides a load of debts to be
paid, I wasn't too worried. He was doing
extremely well and the team of Martin
and Lewis was growing hotter by the
minute. I was certain that all of our
money problems would clear up soon and
Dean would be out of debt.

Then, that dream exploded, too.

One after another, four people who had
known Dean in the past filed separate
lawsuits against him claiming they had
helped him in his career and were en-
titled to a cut of his earnings. Lawyers
were on the phone constantly and I was
very much upset by the whole thing. It

made Dean very nervous, too, and he'd
come home silent and glum. Eventually all

the lawsuits were settled. We'd lost every
one of them, and it cost us a small fortune.

Dean and I felt extremely lucky that he
was able to be home when Dino was
born. But a few days later, he had to

take off on the road again. This time, be-
cause of the baby, I couldn't go. It was
probably just as well. The conditions un-
der which I traveled with him had begun
to create tension rather than harmony. It

wasn't exactly a picnic for Dean to clown
on the stage while worrying about me
cooped up in his dressing room.
Since Dean was home only about three

months out of the year, this left mighty
little time for us to share our life as man
and wife. I think it was at this time that
I discovered the real Dean. One far dif-

ferent from the cocky, fun-loving Dean
Martin that most people knew. Perhaps
it was his insecure childhood, but I soon
learned that my husband was a deeply
sensitive man—quick to be hurt and in-
clined to withdraw into a shell of his own.
At home he'd flop on the sofa and have
long spells of silence, doing little more
than watch tv. I'd be home most of the
day and wanted to go out and be with
people.

Conflict!

I tried to get Dean to dress up and go
out, but he wanted to stay home. This
could have led to arguments, except that
Dean positively hates to argue. He finds
it hard to express his feelings, and it

tears him to pieces to have a quarrel. He
and Jerry were having some differences
then and it was deeply distressing to him,
but he kept things to himself and brooded
about them instead of talking them out.
Once, things got so bad at home I said,

"Dean, let's sit down, just you and me,
and thrash things out." He looked at me,
his face drawn, then turned and walked
away. I wish I could have understood
him then as I do now. But I didn't. I

felt rejected. I was furious. Several
times after that I tried to get to the bot-
tom of things, but instead of talking, Dean
would withdraw. We never had fights
with screaming and yelling; only a tight
kind of silence for Dean—and tears for
me.

I knew that Dean was going through
great emotional strain. He and Jerry were
about to split up as a team. Dean had the
greatest respect for Jerry, but he thought
it was time for him to be on his own. He
wanted to establish his own identity as a
performer and he felt if he remained part
of the team he would never find himself.
Well, the excitement this created all over
the country! If Sears had tried to leave
Roebuck the blast couldn't have been
greater.

The talk of Hollywood

The whole town talked about it. And
everyone told Dean he was crazy. They
predicted that he would starve if he left

Jerry. For a man with Dean's basic in-

securities, this was enough to give him a
case of the screaming meemies. He sank
deeper and deeper into thought.

One night I managed to get Dean to go
to a party. I thought he'd forget his trou-
bles if he mingled with people again. But
the minute we got there, the guests began
to bombard Dean with questions about
the impending split-up. Dean looked
pained and clammed up. A few well-
meaning friends took him aside and tried

to persuade him not to leave Jerry. This
made Dean so confused that he left the
group. A couple of other guests got him
alone and started to knock Jerry. This
made Dean feel even worse, because he
really liked Jerry. We left early.

He couldn't stand these discussions. No
matter what friends said, they managed
to upset Dean. In order to avoid hearing
all this talk, Dean decided to avoid being
with people.

Period!

We'd gone out little enough before, now
we didn't go out at all. Staying home
night after night, I saw my husband grow
more worried, more silent, as though he
were wrestling with some great problem
that he alone could solve.

And that was true, in a way. Because I

couldn't help him either. I wanted des- 59



A STAR
IS NAMED

A cocktail party was under way.

It was early evening. Place: a Stock-

holm motion picture studio. Year: 1925.

Present were director Mauritz Stiller,

several producers with their assistants, a

battery of secretaries, writers, photog-

raphers, and reporters. Also a very beau-

tiful, very shy young actress.

They were celebrating the private show-

ing of a new film, Goesta Berling. And
from director down to the grips, every-

body felt they had a hit.

But the producers were worried.

"Look, Stiller," said one, "this new dis-

covery of yours, this girl, she's really ter-

rific. Sure box-office. And the picture is

great. But there's one thing: who's going

to see a movie starring some unknown
called Greta Louvisa Gustaffson? She

has talent, beauty, and she's sure to con-

nect—but not with that name!"
"Come to think of it," shuddered a

second producer, " 'Greta Louvisa Gustaff-

son' wouldn't even fit a marquee."

Gloom suddenly descended on the party.

There was no doubt the producers were

right. And the screen credits had to be

printed in the morning.

Writer after writer suggested a name
for the girl who sat quietly in the corner.

One by one their suggestions were

rejected. The evening dragged on; the

room became filled with cigarette smoke;

black coffee was served instead of cock-

tails. Nerves were snapping, but still no

name.

"All right," said the producer, "this is

getting us exactly nowhere. Has anybody

got an idea?"

One writer, probably as a gag, said,

"How about if we take a book out of the

studio library, open it at random, and

whatever word we spot, that's it." That's

what he said—loosely translated from the

Swedish, of course.

That broke the tension and everybody

laughed. "Why not?" joked the producer.

"It can't be any worse than the names we
have so far."

Someone went for a book, and brought

back—a Swedish-Spanish dictionary!

The writer closed his eyes, put his

finger in the middle of a page.

He read: "Behag—garbo."

"Garbo . . . garbo . .
." mused the

producer. Garbo means charm in English.

"Say, you know, that's not bad," he added,

"not bad at all. In fact, I think it's good!"

And believe it or not, that's how, around

4:30 in the morning back in 1925, a long-

forgotten script writer named a never-to-

60 be- forgotten star: Greta Garbo!

perately to have him confide in me and
see if we couldn't talk over this important
decision on which our futures depended.
But Dean had to find the answer himself.

So I left him alone. But I was miserable.

Although I didn't influence Dean one
way or another, I soon learned that peo-
ple were blaming me for the break-up of

Martin and Lewis. "It must be that new
wife of his," they were saying. "Every-
thing was fine until she came along."

Even though it was untrue, it killed me
every time I heard those rumors.

I found myself living with a stranger.

At home Dean was morose and silent.

Either that, or he'd leave the house and
try to work off his tensions by playing

golf all day.
We had another baby boy by this time,

Ricci, and Dean would forget his troubles

when he played with his two little sons.

Other than that, he was still tied up in

a knot of silence.

I couldn't stand it. All of my close

friends were in Miami; I had no one to

talk to. So we kept our tensions to our-
selves until they mounted higher.

The last straw

Things had to come to a head. One
morning, after a sleepless night, I said to

Dean again, "Let's talk things over."

Again the pained look on Dean's face and
he walked away. I wanted to scream.
My voice was actually trembling when I

said to him, "Dean, I'm leaving you." He
whirled around and I'll never forget the

stunned look on his face.

I packed and got ready to take the two
children to Palm Springs for a long rest.

When Dean saw how distraught I was he
was afraid to let me get behind the wheel
of the car. He drove me and the chil-

dren to Palm Springs and we didn't say

a single word all the way. After he found
a little house for us, we said good-bye. At
the door I was amazed to see him sud-
denly break into tears and walk away.

After two months, I came home. Dean
was living in an apartment and when he
learned I was back in town he phoned
me. This time he sounded more like the

charm boy I had fallen in love with.

"Can a guy buy you dinner tonight?"

he asked. There was a lilt in his voice. I

found myself dressing for him with the

enthusiasm of a girl dressing for her first

date.

We had such a wonderful time that we
made a date for the next night, too. Soon
I was being courted by my husband all

over again. We'd have dinner and go
dancing and hold hands and kiss like a

boy and girl who were falling madly in

love. We found ourselves talking and
laughing and confiding in each other as

we had during those romantic nights in

Florida. The thrill of being together had
been recaptured. Slowly, we came to our
senses and it seemed natural for Dean to

move back into the house.

It's as though we'd discovered each

other all over again.

All the pieces began to fall into place.

Dean was on his own now, and from the

beginning he was a sensation. In his first

picture without Jerry, Te?i Thousand
Bedrooms, he clicked as a romantic actor.

His stature as an actor is rising with his

two latest pictures, Rio Bravo and Some
Came Running. In night clubs and thea-

ters he was such a smash that he'd have
to be quintuplets to accept all the offers.

And his recordings were all hits.

With success he found security and
confidence for the first time in his life. It

wasn't just the success and the money

—

for he'd had all that when he was with

Jerry. It was the fact that he did it on his

own. He had to know that audiences
liked him for what he could offer them,
without wondering if it was actually the

talent of Jerry that was carrying him.
Last year, to make our happiness great-

er, our family grew much bigger. Gina
was born, and Dean's four children came
to live with us. We thought our large

home on two acres of ground in Beverly
Hills could be stretched to hold Craig, six-

teen, Claudia, fourteen, Gail, thirteen, and
Deana, nine, besides our two lively boys
and the baby. But how delightfully

crowded we became! Upstairs and down-
stairs the house became a bedlam of noises

and hi-fi sounds ranging from Mother
Goose to Elvis Presley.
Before Dean and I discovered our-

selves, we might have been thrown by all

this change and confusion. But not this

time. We simply called in an architect

and asked him to add as many bedrooms
as the house would accommodate. In the
meantime, the kids are doubled up.
Maybe Dean and I don't have all the

privacy we need, but we're too busy to

care. I had to learn to grow up fast and
take on the responsibilities of raising and
guiding seven children of different ages,

sizes and types.

Of all the children, Gail, a freckle-faced

teenager who is in a state of constant mo-
tion, seems most likely to follow in her

dad's footsteps and turn to show business.

She dances superbly and has the drive to

become a professional dancer. We think

she'll make it, too. Other than that, the

children are normal and noisy. Although
it was practically overnight that I found
myself the mother of three teenagers, I

find it stimulating and a challenge.

Craig is a lanky, broad-shouldered six-

teen-year-old who has so many friends I

think he could run for President. He's in

love and he's going steady—this week,
that is.

Like teenage girls all over the country,

Gail and Claudia are interested in clothes,

boys and rock 'n' roll. They couldn't

wait till Dean came home every night

from the set of Rio Bravo to badger him
with questions about Ricky Nelson, who
was his co-star.

Dean is basically a family man and
when I can't handle the kids he takes

over. He can be mighty strict, too, like

the time he had to punish Craig for not

driving the younger children home from
the movies as he was supposed to. Craig

had dropped in to see his girl friend and
had forgotten all about picking up the

children, so Dean took away Craig's car

for a week.
On the whole though, Dean's inclined to

be pretty easy with the children. He
gives Claudia and Gail an allowance of

three dollars a week, for instance, then

"lends" them five or ten dollars in between
weeks. He lets the baby and the two young-
er boys muss him up, and Deana can twist

him around her little finger just by smiling

at him.
Dean used to say, "With so many

mouths to feed, I should have a restau-

rant." So this year he bought one. It's

called Dino's Lodge and it's on the Sun-
set Strip, not far from our home. Two or

three evenings a week we troop down, all

nine of us, and have a family dinner

there. Dean says when we come in there's

no room for the paying customers!

We're not floating on a cloud the way
we did when we first met. Our feet are

on the ground, but we know where we're

going. We've worked out a lot of our
problems and we've found peace of mind.

Many new problems will arise, but at

least now we can talk things over.

It took a lot of time, and a lot of tears,

for me to find the marriage I dreamed of

as a little girl. It may not be exactly as

I pictured it, but I know my dreams have
come true. END

Watch for Dean in Warners' Rio Bravo.



doodh?
Does a pencil in your hand start

you sketching? You may have talent

enough for a money-making career

in art. Find out, free! Take the sim-

ple Art Talent Test that has started

thousands towards careers in ad-

vertising art, illustrating, cartoon-

ing. Write today for Talent Test.

Free, no obligation.

Take Free Art Talent Test

ART INSTRUCTION, INC., studio 10698

500 South 4th Street • Minneapolis 1 5, Minnesota
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the night I tried to kill myself

(Continued from page 48) She clutched
the railing with her trembling fingers. She
looked down at the water of London's
Thames River below. The water was black,

Gia though, as black as the night around
her. The water was black, Gia thought, so

black that it could easily hide a person
who went plunging into it, hide the person
and her hurt and her broken memories.
The water was black, Gia thought, and
soon—God forgive her, oh all-knowing
God forgive her—soon she would be a
part of the water's blackness and then it

would all be over, everything, over once
and for all.

"Miss!" she half-heard the cabdriver
call out behind her as she looked down.
"Cosa?" she asked in Italian suddenly.

"What?"
"Miss!" the voice called out again.
"Cosa—" Gia started to repeat. And

then, she let out with a terrible scream.
For in that short moment she had for-
gotten where she was and what she was
about to do, and she had remembered an-
other railing and another terrible time in

her life when she had stood, like this,

clutching and looking down at the water
below . . . The memory flooded her
mind. . . .

That first time

The big ship had just pulled out of the
Naples dock. A band was playing an
Italian song, sunnier than the huge sun
that lounged spectacularly over the scene
that unforgettable afternoon. Everybody
on the ship was shouting and saying good-
bye and throwing confetti like it was the
greatest New Year's Eve of their lives.

Some of the people laughed and some of

them cried. But all of them strained their

eyes towards the dock and watched the
people who'd come to see them off, the
friends and family they knew they might
never see again as long as they lived now
that they were off to a new life in the new
world across the ocean.

All except the fourteen-year-old girl

named Giovanna Scoglio. She would not
look. She knew her mother was there on
the dock with the others. She knew Mama
was waving like the others, waving her
long white handkerchief in time with the

music like the others, waiting for her
daughter to wave back. But the girl would
not wave and she would not look.

"I had been so anxious to get on the

ship and come to America," she has since

said. "But at the moment the ship began
to move I was suddenly afraid to be lonely

and I was afraid now to be leaving behind
the person I loved most in the world—my
mother. And even though she had promised
me she would come to America someday
and join me, I thought maybe that day
would never come. And I was sad. I was
sadder than I ever imagined any human
being could be."

So she stood there, the pretty fourteen-

year-old girl, clutching at the ship's rail-

ing, staring at the water below, not daring

to look up. And it was a long time later,

after the others had left the railing and
the big ship had passed the islands of

Capri and Ischia and was practically be-

yond the sight of land, when the old,

gentle-faced deck steward had come up
to her and said, "Miss?"
"Cosa?" Gia had asked, looking up for

the first time, "What?"
"Is there something I can do for you?"

the deck steward had asked.

"Yes," Gia had said, the tears beginning
to rush into her big eyes. "You . . . you
can take me back to my mother!"
"And where is your mother?" the stew-

ard had asked, not quite understanding.

Gia pointed back, toward Italy, her home.
"Ahhhh," said the steward, understand-

ing now, "but that is impossible, Miss.

You are here and your mother is there,

and every moment you are getting farther

and farther away from her."

"I know," Gia said. "I know."
And with that, unashamed, she'd begun

to sob and she'd thrown herself into the

old man's arms and cried and cried. . . .

Gia discovers Queens

America for Gia was not a dream come
true at first. It had been her dream. For
years she had wanted nothing more. She
knew it would mean leaving her family

behind in Rome, her mother, her sister

Agatha, her father—though she did not

really see too much of her father since he
was in the import-export business and
spent much of his time traveling. But
even at her young age Gia had had a

vision—to leave her war-torn country and
go to the land of so-much opportunity

and become an actress in such a land. She
had an aunt and uncle living in New
York—or rather in that city's very regal-

sounding borough of Queens. And she

knew that if she could only live with

them for a few years and get to know
America and its language and its people,

everything else would be simple.

On Gia's fourteenth birthday, her moth-
er had written to the relatives in America
telling them of her young daughter's great

wish. Three months later, to the day, Gia
arrived in the United States.

That night, alone in her new bedroom,
she sat down and wrote a letter to her
mother. She wrote:

Queens, New York City, it is not

quite what I imagined. 1 mean, it

is not like all the pictures of

America I have always seen. But
it is comfortable and there are

trees and that is important.
Aunt and Uncle are much older

than I thought they would be, and
though they seem quiet and not
very used to having a younger
person around, they are very nice.

Tomorrow they will take me to

the school which is called Bayside
High School and I will meet many

Americans my own age. I hope I

will make many friends of them.
Gia's hope was dashed first thing that

next morning. Still used to the European
way of doing things, Gia couldn't under-
stand why most of the other kids gig-

gled when, on being introduced to them,
she put out her hand for a handshake.
And she couldn't understand, not at all,

why two of the girls she met no sooner
listened to her talk for a few minutes
when they began imitating her accent and
then broke into a fit of hilarious laughter.

Almost immediately, Gia turned into the

shy and lonely young person she was to

remain for the next few years.

"Maybe if I were not only fourteen—that

very difficult age—things would have been
different," she told Modern Screen in an
interview only a few months ago. "But
that was my age and that was my prob-
lem—and everything was so new and dif-

ferent than in my old country. The girls, for

instance, they all wore sweaters and skirts

and blue jeans all the time. And I had only
very plain dresses, the kind young girls

wear in Italy—the black dresses with the
white collars, and I could not very well

ask my aunt and uncle to buy me new
things. So I looked very different from all

the other girls.

"And some of the customs—I couldn't

understand them. Like the day a girl

who was trying to be very nice to me in-

vited me to join a sorority. I was happy
at first. 'This will be good,' I thought at

first, 'in this way I will meet some new
people.' But then when I got to the soror-
ity meeting I sat and listened to the girls

talk about other girls they were thinking
of asking to join, and I heard them say
some nice things about some of the girls

they would ask and some terrible things

about some girls they decided they
wouldn't ask. And I thought, 'This is the

way it is done in the land of democracy?
No, it is impossible!' And in the middle
of it all I got up and walked out and J

never went back again."

Gia gets pinned

Gia smiled a little as she went on to say,

"Of course, there were the funny mo-
ments, too, funny when I think back about (>1



them. Like Tiso and the pin, for example.
Tiso was the boy who sat next to me in

my mathematics class. I think that if I

was the shyest girl in the school, Tiso

must have been the shyest boy. He was
also a year younger than I and about two
inches shorter. And we never talked to

one another, never. But one day when we
were leaving the class, Tiso came up to

me and, his face all red, he handed me
something and said, 'Here, I would like

you to wear this.' I said, 'It is very pretty,

thank you, but what is it?' He said, 'It is

a fraternity pin.' And then quickly, subito-

subito, he rushed away. Well, I thought
it would be an insult not to wear the pin

and so I put it on.

Later, a couple of girls asked me about
it and I told them the story. They began
to laugh. They asked me if I knew what
a fraternity pin meant. I said no. They
told me it meant I was now practically

engaged to Tiso. I didn't know what to

do. Of course, I didn't love Tiso. I didn't

even know him. But could I embarrass
him by giving him back the pin? I de-
cided to wear it until the next day when
I was sure he would say something
to me and I would have to then say,

'Ah, now I understand, Tiso—but I am
sorry and in that case I must give you
back the pin.' But the next day Tiso, as

usual, didn't say anything to me. Nor the

day after that. Nor ever. And so I just

kept wearing the pin, not to embarrass
him. I even wore it the last day, the day
I graduated, the last day I ever saw
Tiso . . . Now when I think back, I am
not surprised that no other boy in the

school ever asked me for a date. They
all must have thought I was practically

married!"

And Gia laughed a little at the end as

she finished telling us about that, just as

she'd smiled a little at the beginning. But
we could tell, even as she spoke and tried

to laugh and smile now, that her good and
sensitive heart had made her an even
more lonely person than she need have
been back in those early years, that those

years with only her two aging relatives

and without friends had already taken
their toll.

"After I graduated," Gia went on,

"things started to happen better for me.
The best thing was my mother writing to

me that I should not be discouraged about
her not coming to America all this while,

that my father was going to live and work
in England for a few years—where she did

not want to go, and that my sister Agatha
was going to get married soon and that she
would definitely come to America before
the next year was over. I cried two days
of happy tears after I got this news.

Gia meets a real friend

"The second best thing was meeting my
friend, Ada Petkovich. I was working in

New York City for the big insurance com-
pany now. Oh no, I had not given up the
idea of becoming an actress. But for a
few months before this I had gone around
to all the casting offices in New York and
nothing happened for me and I began
needing money. So I thought I would take
this insurance company job for a year, in

which time I would save some money and
buy some nice clothes and then go back
to the casting offices again.

"It was long work, boring work, but I

was managing to save and I enjoyed it for

that. I even met some nice people there

and I confided in some of them what my
real wish was. I remember that I told

one of them, especially an Italian-Ameri-
can girl named May. 'You want to be an
actress?' she said. 'Gia, honey,' she said,

'what do you want to go into a crazy busi-

ness like that for? Why don't you just

62 concentrate on being a woman first and

settle down with some good guy and raise

a family?' I remember saying, 'Not me . .

.

me, I'm going to be an actress first!' It's

funny how I never forget that girl May,
or what she said to me. . . .

"Anyway, it was on one of those days I

was working for the insurance company
that I walked out on the street at five

o'clock and ran into Ada. Actually, I

didn't know her too well and I didn't rec-

ognize her right away. First, I thought
she was a girl from school. But after a

moment I realized I'd met her on the ship

when I came over from Italy. I remem-
bered she was the nice Austrian-Italian girl

I'd borrowed a fountain pen from one day
and talked to a little. But the way she
greeted me now, it was like two sisters

getting together. Right away she said,

'Let's go into a cafeteria and have a cup
of coffee.' And we did.

"She told me about herself in America
and then I told her about myself.

*' 'You are not happy,' Ada said, when I

was finished.
" 'Well,' I said, 'my mother will be over

by the end of the year and then I will be
all right.'
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" 'But now you are unhappy,' Ada said,

'and it's important to be happy as much
as you can.'

"Then she told me she had an idea.

Why didn't I leave the house in Queens,
she said, and come to New York to live

with her and her father?

"That night I talked about this with my
aunt and uncle. I was surprised, but they

didn't object. And so the next day I was
moving into Ada's with her and her won-
derful father, Filippo. And how wonder-
ful everything became for me now, how
full of life.

"All of a sudden I realized I could sleep

late on Saturdays and Sundays if I wanted.
All of a sudden I realized I could go
downstairs to the delicatessen at three

o'clock in the morning if I wanted a sand-
wich. I'd become interested in painting

in high school and all of a sudden now I

realized I could sit and paint whenever 1

wanted without anybody objecting or say-

ing anything about how the paint smelled

or how messy I was making myself.

"For that next year I lived, really lived,

for the first time in a long time. Ada in-

troduced me to boys she knew and I went
out on dates. Ada's house was always so

full of people and there was always laugh-

ter and singing and friendship there. Ada's

father was not rich but he would buy
good food and he would cook and we
would sit down to the table with some
wine and all this food and relatives and
friends, and it was always a feast there,

always a celebration and a lot of fun.

"It was so wonderful that there was
only one thing that could ever have torn
me away from it all.

"That was my mother's coming to

America.
"And she did come to America, finally,

at the end of that beautiful year, 1954. . .
."

Mama brings good luck

It was shortly after her reunion with
her mother that Gia got her big break

—

"just as if Mama's being here brought me
luck," Gia says.

This is the way it happened:
Gia, who'd just quit her job with the

insurance company, began making the
Broadway rounds again. One day she
walked into the office of agent Lester
Shurr. Now Mr. Shurr is one of the top
names in the business and not everybody
gets to see him. But Gia did. And Mr.
Shurr was immediately interested.

"Have you ever done any movie
work—here or in Italy?" he asked.

"No," Gia said.

"Television?" Mr. Shurr asked.
"A little," Gia said.

"Good, that's good," Mr. Shurr said, the
excitement in his voice beginning to show.

"I mean," Gia said, "in the last few
weeks I have been on a few of the quiz

shows. My mother—she has just arrived

in this country—and she said to me, 'Gio-

vanna, I like this American television and
the way they give money away all the
time. Why don't you try to get some of

that money?' Well, ever since I am a
little girl I know a lot about music. So
the other week I went on the Arlene
Francis show. They asked me a question

about opera and I answered and they gave
me a prize, a what-you-call a waffle

maker. When I got it I smiled for the

camera, but when I got outside the theater

I took another look at it and I said to my-
self, 'What's this thing?'—and I gave it

away. I wanted money, not a thing you
make waffles with. So the next week, last

week, I went on the Bill Cullen show.
This time they asked me a question about
the violin. I answered it and they gave
me fifty dollars and—

"

Gia stopped suddenly and shook her
head. "No, Mr. Shurr," she said, a little

embarrassed, "I have never done any act-

ing on television, if that is what you
mean."
Mr. Shurr laughed. He didn't seem to

care anymore about any acting experience.

What he did care about now was that here
was an extremely beautiful girl sitting

across the desk from him—a girl with a

bittersweet yet vivacious quality that de-
fied description.

He got right down to business. He told

Gia that Universal-International Studios

in Hollywood was conducting a search for

a girl to play the lead in The Galileans, a

big-budget picture they were planning.

Three girls were being flown out to test

for the part within the week, he said.

Would Gia like to be the fourth, he asked.

"I had never fainted before in my life,"

Gia told us about this moment, "but I had
to do much heavy breathing to keep from
fainting now. Finally, though, I managed
to say yes to Mr. Shurr and then I left

the office and I got very extravagant and
took a taxi back to the apartment to tell

Mama that we should pack right away,
that we were both going to Hollywood,
California!"

Gia blunders

In Hollywood about a week later, Gia
tested for the part and won. And though
U-I decided not to make the picture right

away for various reasons, they lost

no time in signing Gia to a contract,

changing her last name from Scoglio to



Scala, finding her and her mother a small

apartment not far from the studio and
advising her to wait. . . .

Meanwhile, there was the usual public-

ity build-up. And this is where Gia nearly
miffed it. For at her very first interview she
flatly refused to answer questions about
busty Italian actresses and American-men-
as-lovers and so on.

"Oh-oh," Hollywood muttered. There
were some people who would have bet right

off that here was a girl destined to go no
place fast if she kept on being so honest
with the all-important press.

But, as it turned out, Gia didn't need
the press. What she would do in the next
couple of years, she would do on her own.
It would be hard at first, lots of study, not
much money, playing a few tiny roles,

waiting and hoping that someday the big-
ger role would come along. And then,

Don Murray says: "Fortunately,
I've learned that you serve your
self best by serving others."

Sidney Skolsky
in the New York Post

sure enough, it would when U-I would
give her a lead in their romantic comedy,
Four Girls In Town. And after that Co-
lumbia Pictures would borrow her for

Garment Jungle—and arrange with U-I to

share her contract. And then the MGM
casting people would decide that here was
the girl they wanted for Bob Taylor's

Tip On A Dead Jockey and then for the
prize role of the South Seas native girl in

Glenn Ford's Don't Go Near The Water.
And, during those couple of years, Gia,

ecstatically happy now, would sit down
to supper with her mother every night
before going out, maybe, or staying home
to practice her lines, and she would won-
der if all this good fortune were really

happening to her—but always at the end
of their talks she would take her mother's
hand in hers and she would say, "Some-
times I am afraid, Mama

—

"I am afraid," she would say. "This is too
good for us and something will happen in

some way to spoil it."

And then her mother would laugh and
make the horns with two fingers—for this

old European custom would always make
Gia laugh, too—and she would say, "God
forbid that the Devil ever touches us and
spoils anything."
And Gia would laugh more than ever

now, loud, as if her happy noises would
surely keep the Devil away. And then,

until the next time, she would forget

about her one awful fear. . . .

Gia's premonition

She learned about her mother's sickness

on the telephone. Her latest picture was
just about ready for national release and
the studio had sent Gia to New York to

help plug the picture. It was a Sunday
afternoon—Mother's Day, 1957. Gia was
at the NBC television studios where she'd

just finished rehearsing with Steve Allen
for an appearance on his show that night.

Midway during the rehearsal she'd felt a
strange chill run through her body and
for a moment she'd closed her eyes and,
even more strangely, she'd seen her
mother, just her face—suddenly old and
tired-looking, calling out for her.

Right after the rehearsal Gia phoned
home. There was no answer. Half an
hour later, she tried again. No answer. She
kept trying, every half hour, then every
fifteen minutes, then every ten.

It was about five minutes before the
Allen show went on that night when
Gia's mother answered.

"Mama," Gia shouted into the receiver,

"is everything all right with you? Is there

anything wrong?"
"No," Gia heard her mother answer,

softly. "I am fine. Do not worry. I am
fine."

Gia could hear right away that her
mother sounded different, that her voice

sounded husky and deep.

"You are sure, Mama?" Gia asked, wor-
ried. She knew that if her mother laughed
now and said something funny—the way
she would always do when Gia was un-
necessarily worried, that then everything

would be all right.

"Mama," Gia asked again, "you are

sure?"
She waited for the laugh.

But it never came.
Instead a voice, almost a strange voice

to her, tired and low and more-and-more
weak sounding, said, "Si, figlia—yes, I am
in very good health."

At that moment, the Allen show director

rushed over to Gia and asked her to please

hang up. The show was ready to begin

and she was scheduled to go on in just a

few minutes.
Confused, more worried than ever, Gia

called out good-bye to her mother and
nervously cradled the receiver back into

the hook.
Then someone, a woman, came rushing

over to her with a comb and began fixing

up her hair. And someone else, a man,
rushed over with a huge powder puff and
swished it across her cheeks a few times.

And then a third person, an assistant

director, rushed over and took Gia by the

arm.
"This way, Baby," he said, "you're on."

He didn't notice that anything was
wrong with Gia as he led her to the stage

and they waited there, together, for Allen

—already on camera—to introduce her.

When, moments later, the introduction

did come he let go her arm. "Okay, Baby,"
he said. Then he caught the dazed ex-
pression on her face. "Hey," he said, "you
gotta smile for the people . . . you gotta

smile."

With that, he nudged her onstage.

"Gia Scala, ladies and gentlemen . . .

Gia Scala," Steve Allen said as she walked
toward the camera.
Then there was applause, lots of it.

Then, like the assistant director had
told her, Gia tried to smile.

But as she tried, the tears began to

come to her eyes. She knew that there

were millions of people all over America
watching her now, that she must forget

about her mother and the sudden fear

deep inside her, that she must not cry.

But she couldn't help it. And she cried,

with all those people watching. And then

she looked up at Steve Allen, whispered,

"I am sorry," and turned and ran back
into the wings. . . .

Mrs. Scoglio died a few months later.

She had had cancer of the throat. She
had discovered it the day after Gia
left for New York and there had been an
operation shortly after Gia returned. But
it had not been a success. And now
she was dead.

Gia faces life

Gia did not cry much. Those months of

sitting with her mother practically twenty-
four hours a day, pretending that nothing

was wrong, talking about the trip they

would take to Italy when all was well,

about the villa they would rent on the

Mediterranean when the operation that

would never heal had healed—this had
taken all the cry out of Gia.

And to many of her friends in Holly-

wood, this was a good sign.

"She realizes that this is part of life,"

they said, in effect, "and that she's got to
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forget her sorrow and live her own life

now."
They were encouraged when she started

going out a little again a month or so after

the funeral. They were doubly encour-
aged when a month after that Gia kissed

her sister Agatha good-bye as Agatha left

for Europe, thanked her for coming to

America during Mama's illness and staying

with her these past few months and as-

sured her that yes, yes, she would be all

right now all alone, not to worry, that she

would be all right.

Gia's friends were especially happy
when, shortly after Agatha's departure,

MGM gave her a part in a gay screwball

comedy entitled Tunnel of Love, which co-

starred Doris Day and Richard Widmark,
two of Hollywood's nicest, most fun-loving

people.
"This will be just the right thing for

her," said these friends, in effect, "—this

will make the cure complete."

To her friends, to the camera, to the

crowds of eyes at Hollywood's nightclubs

and fancy premieres, Gia Scala was taking

it all just fine.

But Gia's heart knew differently—the

hidden heart that had been so broken
during the past few months and that

every day and every night continued to

break into a thousand more yearning
pieces, the heart that had for so long
beat in time to another heart and that

now, alone, was secretly ready to crumble
completely. . . .

"It began to show late this spring,"

someone has said, "when Gia went to

make the Jack Hawkins picture

—

The
Clock Without A Face—in England. She
was a lone wolf all during the shooting.

Nobody ever saw her at night. And dur-
ing the day she would sit in her dressing

room when she wasn't working and some-
times she would lie back on her cot and
hum some strange-sounding melody, or

else she would wave her finger in the air,

her eyes closed, as if she were drawing
pictures. This would go on for hours and
it was all very odd and, to tell the truth,

when we weren't laughing about it we
were all pretty worried."

Early this summer—right after the

Hawkins picture—Gia went on location in

Greece to begin a movie with Robert
Mitchum.
The peculiar behavior continued.

Nobody understands . . .

"I took Gia out in Athens one night," a

friend of hers has said. "Everything went
fine at first. We stopped somewhere for

cocktails—I remember Gia had more than
a couple, something that was new with
her. Then we went to dinner at one of

those open-air places that looks up at the

Parthenon. Midway through dinner I re-

membered that I had to make an impor-
tant phone call. I got up, excused myself
and said I'd be back in five minutes. I

made it back in less than that. But when
I got to the table, Gia was gone. She told

me the next day that she was sorry, but
that she'd had a sudden desire to go walk-
ing through the streets—alone. T know
you understand,' she said. I told her no,

I didn't understand. She said she was
sorry again, and then as she walked away,
very slowly, she said, very softly, 'How
nobody understands anymore. How no-
body understands. . .

.'

"

It was a month later—Tuesday morning,
August 5, 1958, back in London again,

when Gia's mind went suddenly wild.

She was living with her father, in his

London apartment. She'd gone out to din-

ner with a date at six o'clock the night

before. She'd drunk a little all through
the evening, and now it was 2:30 a.m. and
she arrived back at the apartment.

64 According to neighbors, Mr. Scoglio was

up waiting for Gia. He'd asked her to be
home at one, he told her, and here it was
an hour and a half later. Why, he wanted
to know.
Gia told him that it was none of his

business why.
Mr. Scoglio insisted that she explain her

lateness—and promise never to be so late

again.

"No," Gia repeated, over and over again,

"no ... no ... no .. . no!!"

And then suddenly she began to cry
and scream.

"If Mama were here," she sobbed. "If

my mama, my mama, if she were here."
And then Gia rushed out of the apart-

ment, slamming the door behind her.

Back on the street again, she hailed a
cab.

"The water," Gia said, when she got
inside.

"Where was that?" the cab driver asked
her.

"The bridge," Gia said.

GIVE

through your town's

UNITED FUND or

COMMUNITY CHEST

"London Bridge . . . Waterloo Bridge?"
the cabdriver asked, slightly amused.

"Yes, Waterloo Bridge," Gia said.

When they got to the bridge and had
started to cross it, Gia asked the cabdriver

to stop.

"Right here on Waterloo Bridge?" he
asked, not so amused now, not after he'd

sat listening to his passenger sob and
moan the way she had all during the

ride, "—and at this time o' night, Miss?"
"I asked to please stop," Gia said.

"All right, Miss," said the cabdriver,

shrugging. And he stopped.

Gia paid him and got out.

"Have a nice walk, Miss," the cabdriver

called out as she did.

But Gia didn't answer. Instead, after

a pause, she walked toward the bridge

railing and clutched it and stared down
at the black water below.

"Miss," she half heard the cabdriver

call out behind her as she looked down.
"Cosa?" she asked in Italian, suddenly.

"What?"
"Miss," the voice called out again.

"Cosa—" Gia started to repeat. And
then she remembered that other time,

that othpr railing, that other, water, the

boat pulling out from Naples, her mother
standing on the dock waving her big white
handkerchief, that other time, that other
terrible time.
And she screamed now. And as she did

she began to push herself over the rail-
ing.

"Miss!" the voice called out once again,
behind her, much closer behind her this

time.

And then she could feel the man's hands
grab at her legs, trying to pull her back.
"Lasciami," Gia cried. "Let me go."

But the man continued to pull. And
as he did he called out for a policeman
now.
"Lasciami," Gia cried again. "I want to

do it. Let me do it. Let me die!"

By this time the policeman had arrived.

He grabbed Gia by the shoulders.
"Easy, Lady—" he started to say.

But Gia swung her head around and bit

one of his hands.
"I told you, please," she screamed, "I

want to die, to die!"

The rescue

The cop whispered something to the cab
driver. "One," he called out then, "two . . .

three."

And on three both men pulled back
with all their might. And this time
they managed to get Gia off the railing.

She was still screaming, and kicking,

as they dragged her back to the cab.

And she continued kicking, screaming,
when they got her to the police station

a little while later where a doctor tied

her down onto a long, white slab and
slowly administered a sedative. . . .

It was a few hours later when Mr.
Scoglio showed up at the station house.
He'd been worried about Gia and he'd
phoned the police and one sergeant had
told him they had a girl in tow who re-

fused to give her name but who answered
Gia's description.

"I suggest you come right down," the

sergeant had said.

And now Mr. Scoglio was there, ready
to be led into the room where the girl lay.

The room was very quiet. Gia lay on the
bed, the straps off her body now. A police-

nurse stood next to her.

"My daughter," Mr. Scoglio said, ap-
proaching the bed.
Gia turned to look at him. Her eyes

were very large and glassy.

"I am sorry for the argument we had,"
the man said, his voice shattered, stunned.
Gia nodded.
But she turned her face away from her

father just a little.

"My daughter," Mr. Scoglio said again.

And this time he laid his hand on Gia's.

For a long time the room remained
quiet and neither of them talked.
Then Mr. Scoglio spoke again.

"Gia," he said, "your mother, Mama, my
wife, your mother . . . she is gone, Gia.

In a way she will always be with us. But
in another way she is gone and she will

never be back again. . . Do you under-
stand, Gia? Do you understand?"
He waited for her to nod again.

But she didn't.

Instead she closed her eyes now and
she whispered, "I want to die. I want to

die."

Still clutching her hand, Mr. Scoglio
got down on his knees alongside the slab

to pray, to pray that someday soon his

daughter would understand.
We at Modern Screen—along with

Gia's sister Agatha, with her friends, with
all Hollywood—join him in that prayer.

END

Watch for Gia in Columbia's The Clock
Without A Face, and in U-l's Ride A



why I walked out on ricky nelson

(Continued from page 42) believe it. But
there—I had said it. I had done it.

I was walking out on Ricky Nelson.

I was walking out on the boy millions

of girls adored. Walking out on the boy
I had gone steady with for almost six

months—the boy who meant more to me
than anybody else I'd ever known.
To teenagers all over the country

who've envied the girls Ricky has dated,

this may seem incredible. But let me tell

you my story, and I think you'll under-
stand why I acted as I did.

My decision to leave Ricky happened
only a few months ago, and I'm just be-
ginning to get over the heartache of that
moment.
Before that, it had been sheer heaven

to be Ricky Nelson's girlfriend.

When I first came to Hollywood from
Chicago—a little over a year ago—

I

had expected to do some tv and movie
roles. That was part of my prize for be-
ing a beauty contest winner, "Miss
Illinois." I never thought the trip would
bring me a romance with a tall, handsome
boy who had amazingly clear blue eyes,

a lovable crooked smile and the kind of

easy-going charm that made him the idol

of millions of other girls my age.

How we met

I had done a reading for Ozzie Nelson,
and he told me he'd give me a part in one
of the Nelson shows. On this particular

day, however, I was playing Ronnie
Burns' girl friend on The George Burns
and Grade Allen Show when the prop
man came up to me and said, "There's a
young fellow watching you. He wants to

meet you."
He pointed at a tall, lean fellow wear-

ing trim levis and a red shirt, standing
in the corner. My heart leaped. It

was Ricky Nelson. Like so many other
girls, I'd had a crush on him from having
seen him on TV.

He ambled over to me and smiled in

that shy way of his. "Hi," he said. "I'm
Ricky Nelson. Dad tells me you're going
to be on our show."
He looked at me somewhat appraisingly

and then said, "Wow! Dad does have good
taste."

We laughed, and that broke the ice.

"If you need anyone to cue you on your
lines, I'll help you."
Naturally, I decided then and there that

I'd need help.
We made a date for that evening, and

when I walked into the Studio Club,
where I lived, I was floating on Cloud
Nine. I told the girls who I was dating
that night and when Ricky called for me,
they were all sitting around in the lobby
waiting to see him.

I was flattered as I sailed off with him.
How could I possibly realize what this

open adoration of the boy I was dating
would do to my romance?

It was an exciting evening for me, even
though all we did was go to see an Elvis
Presley movie, and later have hamburgers
and Cokes at a drive-in. Just being with
him was excitement enough. Sitting close
to him, listening to the car radio pouring
out popular rock 'n' roll tunes was
enough. Suddenly, the disc jockey an-
nounced that he would play Ricky's
new record, A Teenager's Romance.
The record had started out as a smash,

and I thought Ricky would be puffing
with pride. But I was surprised to see
him slump in his seat while a look of
anxiety clouded his handsome face as his

recording began. When it was over I said,

"Ricky, I love the way you sang that.

It'll be a great hit."

He looked at me doubtfully. Honestly,

you'd never have thought he was a big
rave the way he said, "Do you really like
it? I thought there were parts where I

didn't come off quite right."

And this was the boy I thought might
be too conceited to be with!
He kissed me tenderly when he brought

me back to the Club, and we made a date
for the next night. But this time I didn't
tell the other girls!

We got along beautifully, and soon our
dates became an almost every night thing.

I felt that I was falling for him, and it

always made me feel good when I could
see signs that he liked me, too. He knew
I was an Elvis Presley fan, and one night,
when Elvis was in Hollywood, he took me
to a party Elvis was giving. Later, when
we left the party, Ricky asked, "What did
you think of him?"
"He's nice—but he can't compare with

you."
Rick's face lit up. "Gosh, do you mean

that? I'm glad."

"Boy, are you lucky!"

Some dates, like Elvis' party, were
glamorous, but mostly we dated like any
other teenagers. Ricky really likes the
same things all teenagers like.

One night he called and said, "Wear
your oldest clothes tonight. I'm going to
take you for a ride on my motorcycle."
He pulled up in his flashy motorcycle.

Even dressed in levis and floppy old
sweat shirt, he looked terrific. I sat be-
hind him, holding him tight, and we
whizzed off. Ricky's crazy about his mo-
torcycle, and many nights our dates con-
sisted of shooting along the highway

—

usually to the beach—laughing and sing-
ing at the top of our lungs.
Even though it was becoming harder

and harder for him to be seen in public
without being mobbed, he still insisted

upon racing along in his motorcycle, me
hanging on for dear life behind him. As
we sped along, girls in cars would notice
him and stick their heads out, screaming
wildly. Once, a girl in a car, seeing me
clinging to Ricky, called out to me, "Boy,
are you lucky!"

I felt that I was, too, for Ricky is the
most tender boyfriend a girl can have.
You girls who adore Ricky from a dis-

tance have no idea how wonderful he is

as a boyfriend for real. He used to make
me feel that I was the only girl in the
world. He has that way about him. The
way he'd look at me with his intense blue
eyes, the way he'd hold my hand, the way
he'd smile slowly but intimately and say,

"You're out of this world"—just to be
with him sent thrills through me.
He shows his thoughtfulness not so

much by what he says but by what he
does.

I had to go home to Chicago for a few
weeks to see my parents. Ricky was go-
ing to leave shortly after I did for a cou-
ple of weeks' personal appearances at the
State Fairs in the Midwest.
The night before I was to leave, I was

with Ricky and feeling pretty blue. Ricky
noticed this.

"What's the matter, Marianne?" he
asked. I told him I felt down in the
dumps because we wouldn't be seeing
each other for several weeks. "And I just

dread that long plane trip home all by my-
self," I blurted out.

The next morning at six, as I was get-

ting ready to call a cab to take me to the
airport, who did I see outside the Studio
Club, in his smart blue convertible, but
Ricky! I flew to him.

"Ricky! How wonderful!"
Again that warm, shy smile that I adore

lit up his face.
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Les gripes!

That's what pretty, normally-placid

Leslie Caron has—a great big batch of

gripes about stories she's been reading

about herself through the years.

Always—in fact, tonjours—the French

actress-dancer says, she has had to sit

and squirm as she reads about the awful,

lonely, sheltered and terribly shy child-

hood she spent in Paris during the war.

According to Leslie—this just ain't so.

And she thinks it's high time the record

is set straight.

True, yes, is the fact that between the

ages of fourteen and sixteen she became

a self-styled recluse, preferring to devote

all her time and energy to the study of

ballet
—

"a very good outlet at that age,

by the way," she says, "for disposing of

excess time and energy."

But, Leslie insists, life before that was

one big normal, rowdy and rres-naughty

ball.

"I had two best friends, twin sisters

with long Italian names and the exact

same Italian face," she says. Blushing a

little, she adds, "We were together all

the time."

"And ooh, la, la—the things we used

to do!"

One of those things was to annoy shop-

keepers.

First the girls would spend a couple

of hours studying up on some useless

phrases in Old French—the ancient, un-

intelligible great-grandma of the French

that is spoken now.

Then they'd find a store that would be

just right for playing this particular

game, walk in, corner the shopkeeper

and begin to confuse the apron off him

with their strange talk.

Finally, switching to sign language,

they'd point to an out-of-reach item in

the store—preferably to one way up

there on the top shelf, s'il-vous-plait,

wait for the poor guy to fetch it for them,

examine it carefully and critically, thank

66 him—in their best Old French, of course
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—and run out of the store, giggling.

Then, Leslie remembers, there were

those hours she and the twins would

spend on the phone.

Calling other girl friends?

No, not at all.

Something much more exciting.

"We would take turns," Leslie says,

"dialing any number we could think of

and see who would answer. Then we
would make up all kinds of stories about

who we were. Usually, we were in a great

deal of trouble, we said, and needed their

advice.

"Those who didn't hang up, in fact,

were very anxious to help.

"I remember the best call I ever made.

The man who answered the phone was

a doctor. It suddenly came upon me to

make my voice sound very old and sob-

bing.

I told the doctor that I had a terri-

ble problem, that I had a dim-witted son

who was causing me no end of trouble

and sorrow and was there anything I

could do to help this son from a life of

tragedy.

"The good doctor believed me. 'My

poor woman—' he said, and then spent

fifteen minutes asking me very serious

questions about the young man and

ended up making an appointment for us

to come and see him.

"Of course, we didn't go. I was only

eleven years old at the time and very

mischievous. And, then too, I didn't yet

have a son."

But today, Leslie does have a son—

-

her first baby—a healthy, happy bundle

of a boy born to her and her husband, di-

rector Peter Hall, in March, 1957.

Just for the record : his first baby trick

was to make his parents play with him

every night at midnight.

And he's not the least bit shy about

asking, either.

He takes after his maman. . . .

Watch for Leslie in M-G-M's Gia.

"Hop in, Marianne," he said. "I've got
to make Chicago, too, for my tour. It

just meant a little juggling, but I can
make the same plane to Chicago as you."
The plane trip, instead of being lonely,

was like taking a trip to heaven.

Ricky meets my folks

My mother and father were to meet me
at the airport, and I thought it would be
a quiet homecoming. But when Ricky
and I got off the plane, I discovered
other people there, too. Word had
gotten out that Ricky was on the plane,
and a mob of about four hundred girls

were screaming for him. Also, newspaper
photographers and reporters. It was
thrilling, all right, to be with the boy all

the other girls adored. Little did I realize,

as we pushed our way through the crowd,
that this was the first indication that I'd

have to share my boy friend with the
world. I was too happy to know or care.
Ricky had to take off that night, but he

told me he'd stop off again in Chicago, on
his way back to Hollywood, and we'd be
able to get together then.

I was elated the day he was due to come
through Chicago again. He managed to
have eight hours in Chicago. "And," he
told me on the long-distance phone, "I'm
going to spend them all with you."
Mixed with my joy was a rather uneasy

feeling. Ricky would be seeing me in my
home for the first time, and would really
have a chance to know my parents as
they are. My father is a mailman, and
my mother a wonderful, homey type
of woman. Ricky's parents, the famed
Ozzie and Harriet, are glamorous, wealthy
show people.

How would they get along? I needn't
have worried. From the moment he
stepped into our house he was very friend-
ly, like any young guy coming to take out
a girl. My parents took him to their hearts.

My father even said, later, "Marianne, that's

a fine young man."
Although I didn't let anyone know

Ricky was coming over, it seemed that

everyone in the neighborhood was hang-
ing around my house that night, knocking
on the door and asking to be let in to see
Ricky. It was a wonderful feeling to

know that the fellow I was dating was so

popular, but I secretly wished that I could
have him to myself instead of sharing him
with everyone around.
We sneaked off to a little restaurant and

managed to be alone for dinner. I had
promised his manager I'd get him back
to the plane by 8:00 p.m.
We hated to leave each other, and when

we got to the airport Ricky had only
minutes in which to make his plane. He
started off, then wheeled around and ran
back to me.
"Here," he said, putting a small object

in my hand. "This is for you." Then he
hurried off. It was only after the plane
was only a faraway speck that I looked at

the gift he had handed me. It was the

ring Ricky had always worn—a heavy
gold ring with his initials on it. I turned
the ring over and looked inside. There
was an inscription: To Marianne, love

Rick.
The ring swam on me, but I wanted to

wear it just as Ricky had intended that I

should. That evening, I put gobs and
gobs of tape around it until the ring fit

my finger.

Registered Nurse

When I returned to California a week
later, my joy at the prospect of seeing

Ricky turned to disappointment when I

discovered that Ricky wasn't there to

meet me as he had promised. His pal, Joe
Byrnes, came up to me instead. "Ricky
got tied up at a rehearsal. He asked me
to fill in for him."



Again—the hint of the heartaches and
disappointments that were to come with
dating a boy who was fast becoming an
idol.

But I forgot my disappointment when
I saw Ricky later that evening. We had
dinner at the Nelson home, and every-
thing seemed as it was before.

I wore Ricky's ring proudly. Ricky
was sentimental when he was with me.
But we'd both hide our feelings by kid-
ding when we were with friends. Once,
a friend asked, "Say, what's that R.N. on
the ring stand for?"
"Oh," said Ricky, looking solemn,

"that's for Registered Nurse."
We had lots of laughs when Ricky

would call me his Registered Nurse, but
we also had many long talks that were
getting more and more serious. One eve-
ning we talked about what we wanted
out of life and love and marriage.
Ricky looked thoughtful and said, "I'd

like to get married, but not for another
five or six years. I've got my career to

think of now. I couldn't possibly think
of marriage, while my career is building.
I owe too much to my fans. . .

."

He went on to tell me the kind of girl

he'd like to marry—a girl like his moth-
er, understanding as well as beautiful, a

woman who loved sports, as Mrs. Nelson
did, and had many interests as well as

raising children and running a home.
He was a little wistful as he added,

"And I'd want to be sure the girl would
like me for myself, not because I'm Ricky
Nelson."
He knew that I liked him for himself,

and not because he was Ricky Nelson, the
favorite of teenagers all over the country.
In fact it was because he was fast be-

coming such a national favorite and
belonged to a multitude of girls that
finally led me to my heartbreaking de-
cision to leave him.
By this time, I had moved out of the

Studio Club and was living in the girls'

dorm at the University of Southern Cal-
ifornia where I had enrolled in several
courses. When the other girls there
learned that I was dating Ricky they
hung around me asking all about him.

It was flattering, sure, but more and
more, the open adoration of the other
girls began to make me tense and uneasy.
Once, when Ricky was making a stage

appearance in a downtown theater, I

was standing in the wings watching him.
Suddenly, a teenage girl appeared. She
had somehow sneaked backstage and was
watching him with worshipful eyes. "Oh,
I think he's wonderful—simply wonder-
ful," she sighed.
Then looking at me she said, "You

must be his girl. How I'd love to change
places with you."
She spotted the bulky, gold ring with

the initials.

"Ooooh," she said, "that's Ricky's ring.

May I touch it—please?"
I let her touch it, and as she passed her

finger over his ring there was a look of

sheer ecstasy on her face.

Flattering? Yes. But a friendship ring
from a boy to a girl should be something
private, and here was this girl getting
the same thrill over it as I did. . . .

More and more girls

I had mixed emotions, too, when I was
with him at the State Fair in Long Beach.
I rode with Ricky to Long Beach. But as
soon as we arrived at the auditorium I

lost him. A crowd of screaming girls fell

on him, and I was pushed aside. Later,
a beautiful girl in a white bouffant for-
mal, who was Queen of the Fair, was es-
corted to Ricky and she presented him
with roses. Ricky flashed his warm smile
at her and said, "Gosh, you look pretty."
Was I beginning to feel jealous?!
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As Ricky became more and more in-

volved with his fast-zooming career, I be-
gan to feel more and more left out.

One Sunday, we spent the day at La-
guna Beach where his family has a house.
We lolled on the beach all afternoon, but
Ricky barely spoke. I was miserable.
On the drive home he was silent.

"What's the matter, Ricky?" I asked.
"Are you mad at me?"
He looked surprised. "Of course not.

What made you think that?"
"You hardly spoke to me all day. Were

you thinking of someone else?"
"I was thinking—but not of someone

else. I've been thinking of the lines I

have to learn for tomorrow's show, and
of the personal appearances I have to pre-
pare for and so many things that are be-
ginning to pop. I used to work only with
my family. Now I'm on my own. I won-
der if I'm good enough."

I began to feel the stabs of doubt, too

—

doubt that my continuing to see Ricky
would end in happiness for me.

It all came to a head when I returned
after visiting my folks in Chicago for the
Christmas holidays. While I'd been
away, all I thought of was Ricky. But
one morning, while I was at my parents'
house, I read the movie column in the
newspaper and I was stunned. It said
that Ricky had been taking out one of the
girls on the Nelson show, Lorrie Collins.

That was all, but it was enough to send
me to my room in tears.

I couldn't wait till I got back to Holly-
wood and Ricky. He was at the airport
waiting for me. I started to run to him, but
before we reached each other, a crowd of
girls swarmed around him and he was busy
signing autographs. . . .

We were alone at last in his car. We
sat close, but there was something differ-

ent now. Ricky was quiet; I was upset.
All I could think of was the other girl. I

never realized I would be so hurt if any-
one else came into the picture.
Ricky must have guessed how I felt.

He said, "Is anything bothering you?"
"I read that you were going with an-

other girl—Lorrie Collins. Are you dat-
ing her?" Then, before he could answer,
I blurted out, "Are you in love with her?"
Ricky was quiet for a moment. Then

he said, "I'm not in love with any girl

now. I can't afford to fall in love."

Then he went on to tell me that his ad-
visers had told him he shouldn't tie him-
self up with any one girl, that it might
damage his popularity if he went steady
or got married. He wouldn't let himself
fall in love. He just couldn't.

What he said made sense, but I still felt

hurt and bewildered. I may have been a
seventeen-year-old—but when it comes
to love, even a teenage girl can have the
emotions of a woman.
As we said good-night Ricky said,

"Why can't we still see each other? All
this—about Lorrie and any other girl I

see or take out—shouldn't make any dif-

ference. We can't get serious about each
other anyway."
We made a date for the next night, and

I ran inside the house.
Overnight, I had a chance to think. I

could barely sleep. The joy I had known
when I first began to go with Ricky had
now turned to torment. I looked back
and recalled how I'd felt when the Long
Beach Queen had presented Ricky with
the roses . . . the tinge of jealousy inside
me when I saw him look at her admiringly
. . . how I began to feel when I saw
crowds of girls clamoring around him . . .

particularly, how I'd felt when I read that
he was dating Lorrie Collins and the
thought that he would be dating other
girls, too. And yet, why should I care?
Ricky wasn't ready to go with one girl or
to think of marriage. He'd told me that
himself.

It was late at night as these thoughts
tumbled around me. In the darkness I

seemed to think more clearly. Suddenly,
all my jumbled thoughts clarified into one:
if I couldn't be the only girl in his life I

couldn't be in his life at all. I loved
j

Ricky too much to want to share him

—

;

either with the world or with another

j

girl. My mind was made up.
We went for a long drive the next

night. Ricky's handsome profile was i

etched in the moonlight. I sat beside him
and felt myself trembling.

"I can't see you any more, Rick," I said.

"Why not? That's foolish."

"It isn't, Ricky. I have to think of my-
self now. I haven't felt the same since I :

learned you were seeing Lorrie. It isn't

your fault. It isn't anyone's fault. But I

just can't go on this way any longer. I

guess love is a different thing to a girl

than it is to a boy. I can't take this any
|

more. I hardly slept a wink last night.
I don't want to have any more sleepless

!

nights, wondering who you're seeing or
what other girls you're dating. That's the i

way I am about you, I guess. This is go-
1

ing to have to be the end."
I wanted to give him back his ring. But

j

Ricky wouldn't take it.

We talked some more, and that night
,

we said good-night—for the last time.
The other day I saw Ricky. He was

driving along Hollywood Boulevard, and
so was I. We found ourselves in lanes

5

next to each other. He had on the same
red shirt he wore the first day I'd met
him—I felt a little funny. He waved and
started to say something. Suddenly, the

j

light turned green and we had to drive
on. We lost each other in the heavy
traffic.

I'm beginning to go out with other boys
now. Although I don't compare them with
Ricky all the time, the way I used at
the beginning, I still think of Ricky a lot.

Sometimes, when I think of him, the old 1

pang returns, and I wonder if I did the
|

right thing by walking out of his life.

I hope it was the right thing—it was the
only thing I could do. . . . END

I

Ricky can soon be seen in Rio Bravo for
Warners.

why nick and I are afraid to marry

(Continued from page 41) fresh and brash
and quite a character.
He was doing a Richard Diamond, Private

Detective show on the same lot where I

am filming The Real McCoys. Richard
Whorf was directing his film, and as usual
when I have time and there is a fine di-
rector on the lot, I go over to watch him
work.
When Nick and I were introduced, he

played it cool, acting the part of a man-
about-town. I couldn't blame him. My
McCoy outfit—cotton dress, high but-
toned shoes, and my hair long and
stringy—is hardly designed to get me a
glamour award. But his attitude burned
me up anyway.
"So this is the great Nick Adams," I

told Tony Martinez, a regular in The Real
McCoys. "Who does he think he is?"

"Nick Adams," Tony grinned.
Three months went by before we met

again, when Nick was making another
telefilm. This time I happened to be all

dressed up in a sheath dress, high heel
shoes, with my hair nicely combed, and
my face made up.

Nick's eyes lit up. "Haven't we met?" he
burst out when I walked on the set.

This time I played it cool. "Could be—

"

He choked a little. Obviously he didn't

like my answer!
When I watched him work that after-

noon, my opinion of him made a com-
plete about-face. I've been in this business
long enough to realize that he is a truly

68 fine, dedicated, extremely capable actor.

All the clowning stopped the moment he
stepped before the camera. I was im-
pressed.
But he slipped back into his old attitude

when he walked over to me after the
scene. "You must be a fine actress," he
grinned.

I didn't know what to make of it. And
it showed.
"Only a great actress could get away

wearing an outfit like you do in The Real
McCoys. . .

"

I loved his sense of humor, and I liked
something else. So many people in this

town look anywhere but in your face
when they talk to you. Nick looks straight

at you. But I still played it cool. . . .

Apparently that didn't discourage him.
Because the next afternoon I got a call

from him in the middle of rehearsal.

First date

"How would you like to go to the Ice

Capades with me tonight?" he asked self-

assuredly.
"Who is this?" I came back.
There was a moment's silence. "Why

—

this is Nick. . .
."

"Nick . . . Who?"
I knew very well Nick Who but I

couldn't resist having a little fun.
"Nick Scheckenbrot," he mumbled. "Now

how about the Ice Capades tonight?"
"Do you think you can call a girl you

never dated at two in the afternoon and
expect her to go out with you the same
night?" I cried out.

Tony Martinez happened to be standing
next to me while this was going on. "What
do you have to lose?" he urged.
"A perfectly good evening," I whispered

1

as I held my hand over the receiver. But
curiosity won me over. I had to see what
Nick was like.

"All right," I told him. "I'll go."
Usually when a date picks me up, I'm

[

ready for him. I really have no choice
since I live in a one-room apartment, with
no place to change. But we worked late

that day and Nick was on time. When I

opened the door I'd just slipped on my
dress, but I had a towel wrapped around i

my hair and no make-up on. I didn't look
much improved from a McCoy.
Nick seemed startled. In fact he was

speechless.
"You might as well see me at my worst!"

I exclaimed. "Sit down on the couch while
I get ready . . ." and I turned to go to the
bathroom to fix my hair and put on
make-up.

"Don't!" Nick called out before I had
taken more than a couple of steps.

"Don't what?"
"Don't put on make-up. I like you this

way. . .
."

So I just put on lipstick while Nick even
insisted I fix my hair in the living room,
so he could watch me.
Nick is a different kind of person when

you're alone with him, with no one else

around for whom he feels obliged to play
a scene. He is nice, quiet—and very sin-
cere. Sure, once in a while he starts acting
up but all I have to say is "Slow down,
boy . . . slow down . . ." and he'll grin and
cut out the act.



When we arrived at the Pan Pacific, we
ran into a number of people he or I or

both of lis knew. To my surprise, Nick
kept telling every one about my show
and how well I was doing. He never men-
tioned No Time For Sergeants, the film he
had just completed, and in which—I later

found out—he gave one of the most de-
lightful performances I have ever seen
on the screen. This was another tendency
I hadn't expected—but which I liked. It's

most unusual for an actor. . . .

After the Ice Capades we went to the

La Scala restaurant for a bite to eat and
with it set a precedent we've stuck to

ever since whenever we're both in town.
Every Wednesday night we have dinner
there to celebrate another 'weeklyversary.'

Sometimes it takes weeks and months to

get to know a person. Occasionally you can
see someone for years, and still don't know
him. I felt I knew Nick after our first

date. And what I saw I liked.

The first thing that intrigued me was a

certain helplessness on his part which is in

stark contrast to the self-assurance he
pretends to have when he is with a group
of people. Nick needs to be reassured, be
taken care of, looked after. He's the first

person who brought out the mother instinct

in me!
He asks for my opinion on clothes, and

I give it to him. I remind him to eat
properly and discard some of the foolish

health-diet fads he's been trying. I remind
him to send out his laundry and dry clean-

ing. He is a very sensitive person, who
constantly worries whether or not people
like him—which is one of the reasons he
is 'on' so much of the time. I try to assure
him that he's got enough to offer to be able

to be himself.

At the same time, Nick can be very
manly, very strong, very determined.

I found that out when I went through
some difficulties with my agent. Nick in-

sisted on driving me to his office and then
stayed in the car while I discussed my
problems upstairs. Knowing he was there
helped. But later, when something had
to be ironed out, Nick took it upon himself
to come with me and speak in my behalf.

And he made his point—to my advantage.
Nick has another tendency I like. He is

a sentimentalist. Unlike a lot of men, he's

not ashamed to show it.

A few days after we first met, we were
invited on a publicity junket to Palm-
dale. We were eating supper that night at

a huge banquet table, with about thirty

other people, all chattering away.
I don't know why I hadn't noticed the

I-D bracelet he was wearing before, but
when I did, I became curious about it.

"It's from Natalie and R.J.," he told me.
"It means more to me than anything I

have. . .
."

Some special gifts

He hesitated a moment, then slipped it

off and put it on my wrist. I had a hard
time holding back my tears.

A few days later, while celebrating
another weeklyversary, he studied the
tiny antique cross I was wearing on a
simple gold chain around my neck. It was
given to me by a close friend a long, long
time ago, and I was attached to it as much
as Nick had been to his bracelet.

"I would like to have it," he said simply.

I knew what he meant. It wasn't the value
of it. He wanted it because of what it meant
to me, and what it would mean to him if I

gave it to him. He now has it.

What he didn't know was that I had
something else in mind for him—a serpent
ring with two rubies in it, a gift given to

me when I was fifteen years old—and
probably my most valuable possession.
Trouble is, the night I wanted him to have
it, I got so angry at Nick that I almost
changed my mind. . . .

I had looked forward to an evening with
him alone, eating dinner by candlelight

in a small restaurant on Sunset Boulevard,
and then just before we left, I'd give it

to him. It didn't quite work out that way.
When he picked me up he announced,

"We're meeting Natalie and Bob at Ro-
manoff's."
Seeing my cross expression, he wanted

to know, "What's the matter with Ro-
manoff's?"
"Nothing!"
"Then why are you mad at me?"
"Because you could have checked with

me before making any plans!"

We went, we had a good time, and I did
give him the ring when we were alone
again. He was so sweet when he thanked
me. I couldn't have remained angry. . . .

And the following week I got my
wedding ring. . . .

I was doubly touched by Nicky's gift

because as far as I know, he has never
bought anything on his own before. Even
for the tiniest gift he would take someone
else along to get an opinion. On the
slightest doubt he'd exchange it. This time
he knew just what he wanted—without any
one's help. . . .

All day long I knew he was up to some-
thing because of the big production he
made about it. He had taken me to his

publicist's office—and left me there while
he had 'something to do.' Since my car
was at home, I had to wait.

The day had started badly for me, with
a number of career problems that I

couldn't get off my mind. I tried to hide
them when Nick came back, all smiles.

"You know what day this is, don't you?"
he grinned as we took off.

"Sure," I acknowledged. "Our weekly-
versary. Are we going to La Scala?"
"You bet. . .

."

There was a mysterious silence before
he blurted out, "Wouldn't you like a little

more security than you have now. . .

?"

"What girl wouldn't!"
But somehow I switched back into my

distressed mood till Nick snapped me out of

it a second time. "I'll have something for

you tonight that'll make you feel bet-
ter. . .

." he promised.

The gift I couldn't accept

We stopped at the Spellings'—Aaron
Spelling and Carolyn Jones—before we
headed to La Scala. I could tell by the
way Nick pulled Aaron aside and whis-
pered to him that he got something off his

mind that obviously concerned me. But
he didn't speak loud enough for me to

hear, and I tried to listen!

The usually long dinner stretched into

an eternity with Nick ordering everything
from antipasto to spumoni and wine for

every dish. At last he asked me to close my
eyes and give him my left hand. Then he
pushed what felt like a much-too-large
ring on my finger.

When I opened my eyes I saw it was a

wedding band, with five sparkling dia-

monds mounted on it. "It's beautiful," I

cried out, and hugged him.
"You like it?"

"Like it? J love it! . . . But I can't ac-

cept that!"

"Why not?"
"It's a wedding ring!"

"A wedding ring?" Nick gasped.

I nodded. Later I found out that he
really didn't know what it was when he
had purchased it. I think I knew what he
meant it to be, though, and I knew what
was going on in his mind—as any girl

knows what's going on in her fellow's

mind, under those circumstances.
Nick wanted to get married—and he also

didn't want to. He wanted me to have a
ring, but he was scared to be tied down.
"For the time being, let's call it a

friendship ring," I suggested.
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"NO
HABLA
ESPAGNOL
VERY
GOOD"

|

^^he was dressed in a very sophisticated outfit, the \oung and very chic |

| ^9 Mrs. Robert Wagner, looking as though she had stepped from the pages of 1

I a fashion magazine. Natalie Wood, once a gay pixie, was now the picture of |

j sophistication. §
Carl Schaefer. head of Warner Brothers' Foreign Department, approached |

I her with a black-haired, black-eyed stranger as she sat alone in the Green Room. |

| Carl had introduced Natalie to a succession of these dark-haired, dark-eyed §
I strangers who were invariably vip's from the various Latin countries where |

| Warners did business—statesmen, studio magnates, exhibitors.

"Natalie, here is an old friend of yours," said Carl. I
Natalie extended her hand with friendly warmth. "Como ha estado, Senor?" j

1 she said, probing her memory all the while. Was this the Consul from Equador? j

| Or perhaps a theatre owner from Barcelona? 1
The man smiled and took her hand—although a faintly puzzled expression |

I crossed his face. "Si, si, muchas gracias," he said. I

So things were going fine! Natalie had progressed a long way since she first j

| began the study of Spanish in order to sound convincing in her role of the young |

I senorita in The Burning Hills with Tab Hunter. She had pursued her study with §

1 genuine interest, even after the picture was over, because one of her dreams is to §

| go to Spain one day to make a picture. Everything Spanish has always fascinated §

| Natalie.

So, preparing for the day when she will at last visit Spain. Natalie has made j

i it a practice to converse in Spanish with every Latin she meets.

"Favor de sentarse," she said. now. Carl nodded toward a chair, and the young j

I man sat down. ]
"Muchas gracias, senorita," he mumbled. "Mucho gusto en verle," Natalie |

| said. "Si, si, muchas gracias," said he. "Por nada," she replied.

The young man knit his dark brow. "Well, hasta la vista, and muchas gracias" j

| he said. And he added something in Spanish that might have meant most any- |

| thing. It might have meant, "You are very beautiful."

But it didn't mean anything at all. It was strictly fractured Spanish, all the j

| young man could remember from the ninth grade.

"What part of Spain are you from?" Natalie asked him—in English now.

"Me? I'm Andy Green from Brooklyn. Don't you remember? I met you at |
| Schroon Lake when you were up there for Marjorie Morningstar,"

70 iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiyiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiifiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiii! iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiini

His face brightened. "That's a good idea;
You can wear it on a chain around your'
neck . .

." He hesitated . . . "And when1

you get married, you can use it as ai

wedding ring. . .
."

It was serious, and it wasn't. We talked
about it that night, and we've discussed it

since then. I think we both feel pretty
much the same way:
We love each other. We would love to

be married to each other. But we're afraid,'

too. Marriage, difficult under the best of
circumstances, is much more difficult in 1

our position. We know the demands on !

us—the tensions, the frustrations, the ups|
and downs. Neither of us considers mar-|
riage on a trial-and-error basis, something
to be rushed into and if it doesn't worki
out—who cares? We are serious, we want
to get married only once, we want to have;
children. And so we have to be sure. . .. .

Actually, we are opposites in more ways
than we are alike. But this does not frighten;
us from getting married. It's these differ-
ences that make being together more fun.

j

Recently, we were on a publicity trip I

to Riverside, California. Shortly after
lunch, a photographer had asked Nick and
me to pose by the pool. As we pre-

.

cariously balanced on the diving board, i!

suddenly felt a shove and went into thej
water, head first. My beautiful hairdo!

"It was an accident," Nick screeched
when I came up for air.

"I bet it was!" I snapped angrily. I got
out of the pool and went upstairs to fix up
my hair as well as I could.

I was still annoyed when I came down
again. No sooner had I gotten close to the
pool when Nick pushed me in. "This time
I meant it," he cried out.

I couldn't help laughing. I'd never met
anyone quite like him!

I have a temper. Nick doesn't. I feel that
theater is the backbone of acting; Nick
thinks there's nothing like movies. Yet
we both feel there is nothing duller than

\

two people seeing eye to eye on every-
thing—professionally and privately.

I must admit that in looking at mar-
riage—even in general terms—Nick has
the typical male attitude. He is far more
frightened by it than I am! "Acting is so
unpredictable," he confessed one night ,

when he brought me home. "I'd be afraid
|

to have kids and not be able to take care
of them. . .

."

"Don't you think everyone feels that
way?"

"I wouldn't know," he said discouraged,
j

"I'm not every one . . . how do you feel
]

about it?"

"I feel that there is Someone to look after
all of us, all the time. . .

." Maybe I have
a stronger religious belief than Nick has.
I don't know. We've never talked about it,

and he's never gone to church with me.
But I guess most girls feel more strongly
about it than fellows do. . . .

Curiously enough, usually I'm the one
who is discouraged more easily, while Nick
can rationalize things. Everything, it seems,
but marriage.

In addition, I don't believe in engage-
ments. I want to be married, or I want to
be single. I don't like the in-between sta-
tus. That's why Nick and I have agreed to

call the rings we have given each other just
friendship rings. Although the few other
people we've dated since we met have been
no more than friends, I want Nick to feel

as free to date others—if he really wants
to—as I am.
At this time, neither of us can tell for

certain what will happen. But I am sure
of two things: that Nick would make a

wonderful husband; and that, wonderful
though he is—I am still afraid to marry
him now. . . . END

You can see Nick in No Time For Ser-
geants for Warners.



my sister kirn

(Continued from page 44) "Who's taking a
rest?" my sister laughed. "We've been
playing Prince Charming for the past hour
and a half, haven't we, Billy?"
My son nodded enthusiastically. I don't

know when he's had so much fun.

Kim's whole relationship to Billy shows
how much different she is here than in

Hollywood. He has seen very little of his

aunt since he was born, yet he not only
took an immediate liking to her but formed
a deep and sincere affection as well. He
follows her around the farm like a puppy
dog—and she loves it. Needless to say it

isn't because he is in awe of her position.

At his age he doesn't have the slightest

idea of what a movie star is.

His feelings are more than reciprocated

by Kim. She took him for long walks in

the snow, roasted marshmallows for him
over the open fire, and once, when I sug-
gested we play a game of canasta in the
afternoon insisted, "Impossible. I'm too
busy!"
"Busy . . . out here in the country?" I

wondered out loud.
She smiled mischievously. "I have a

date to-play traffic. . .
."

The date was with Billy as the two of

them set up a traffic court in the living

room where they played with remote

-

control cars. And Kim didn't participate

like an indifferent grown-up pacifying a
child. Her imagination made the game as

real to her as to Billy. . . .

In fact I am convinced this make-believe
attitude is the key to her professional suc-
cess. She doesn't study her parts like a
student. She lives them. She always has.

Kim's early drama
I can still see her as a twelve-year-old,

when her girlfriend Francine came over to

play house. The two of them got along
splendidly till they disagreed on the num-
ber of rooms they were cleaning, or some-
thing like it. Each got more and more ex-
cited till Kim finally lost her temper. "If

you don't like it, we don't have to play
together any longer!"

"All right," Francine retorted, "I might
as well go home. . .

."

Kim got up from the floor and dra-
matically pointed at the front closet. Then,
in the best Shakespearean tradition,

"There is your coat, Francine . .
." and as

she turned a little, ".
. . and there is the

door!"
As usual, a few hours later she felt so

sorry for her behavior that she walked all

the way to Francine's house to apologize
and ask her forgiveness. For the next two
weeks she went out of her way to make up
to her . . . till they had another argument
and she threw her out of the house again
just as dramatically! Fortunately they al-

ways made up quickly.
The biggest difference in the Hollywood

Kim and the Chicago Marilyn is one of
insecurity. She has always needed self-

assurance, but never the amount she re-
quires now.

I remember when she was in high school,
and took a course in typing. At the outset
she was about average—and that worried
her. "I've got to be better. I just have to

be perfect," she insisted whenever she
came back from class, then sat up half the
night practicing—till she became tops at it.

Since she had no intention of becoming a
secretary it shouldn't have mattered that
much. But it did—which makes it easy to
see why she has become so engrossed in

her career. It means everything to her.
And that includes every aspect of it, not
just acting in front of the cameras.
Kim is not a vain person. Yet to an

outsider she might have given just that
impression at a premiere I attended with

her during my latest trip out to California.

Although she looked radiantly beautiful
when we got ready to leave the house, she
was seriously worried when she turned to

me. "Arlene, do I look all right . . .?

I mean, really?"
"Of course you do," I assured her. "I've

never seen you look more attractive. . .
,"

I had to keep telling her this on our
drive to the theater and practically
throughout the evening as well. Not be-
cause she wanted compliments, but be-
cause she knew she was expected to be
glamorous, and feared she might disap-
point someone. Anyone.

I found this insecurity to be even more
pronounced in her relationships with her
Hollywood associates.

I have heard her described as haughty
and distant, and having* gotten big-headed
by her success.

It isn't true. Honestly, it isn't. And I am
not talking with the prejudice of a sister.

Yet I can see why some people feel that
way. Occasionally Kim is short-tempered,
flares up, once in a while breaks into tears.

But these outbursts only cover up her in-
security built up and expanded by the
pressure and expectations of her phe-
nomenal rise to stardom.

I was on the set a number of times when
she appeared in Pal Joey. She was the
only performer who had never danced be-
fore. All the others were professionals.
One day someone made a remark about

Kim's being slow in catching on. Kim
blew up. Yet she wasn't angry at the man
—only at herself. She told me so at home
that night, when no one else was around
to hear her. And the next day she apolo-
gized to her surprised critic who had
probably forgotten . all about the in-

cident. . . .

How Kim draws the line

This attitude even holds true toward her
friends and acquaintances. She always
feels people are nice to her primarily be-
cause she is Kim Novak. As a result she
has built a wall of isolation around her
that few have been able to scale. To some
degree this attitude was even apparent in

her last visit with us, in Chicago.
We had open house and invited a lot of

relatives and old friends we hadn't seen
in a long time.
To my amazement, she was charming to

some, rather aloof to others. I didn't know
where she drew the line—till I asked her,

after everyone had left. "That's simple,"

she replied sadly. "I could tell who came
just because I'm in pictures and who was
glad to see me, Marilyn, again."

"But how?" I gasped.
"Those who barely said hello to you and

ignored the rest of the family were ob-
viously impressed only by what I had done
these past two years," she explained. "But
the ones who were as attentive to you as

to me, they were my friends. . .
."

To a certain extent, Kim's relationship to

others has always consisted of a mixture
of wanting to please, of striving to be
liked, and a fear that she wasn't accepted
for herself. Particularly where boys were
concerned!
Once she passed the stage where she

considered them pesty and a nuisance

—

mostly when they were still pulling her
long pigtails—she grew into the awkward
stage where she noticed them all right but
began to feel uncomfortable with them be-
cause she was so tall for her age. Curi-
ously enough, her quiet, introvert-like at-

titude made her much more popular than
she realized. She was a good listener,

agreeable, a wonderful sport. . . .

One day we went on a double date with
two boys who invited us for dinner to

Chinatown. Kim and I knew very well
why they had picked the place. Not be-
cause they were fond of chow mein, but
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because the food was more reasonable
than at any other restaurant in town.
When they picked us up, my date sug-

gested we walk to Chinatown—a two-
hour hike if we kept up a good pace. "We'd
love to," Kim insisted before I had a
chance to say anything.
She knew they had made the suggestion

to save money. Just how broke they were
became still more obvious when they of-

fered to order for us, insisting they were
well acquainted with all the specialties.

Their choices were the cheapest items on
the menu.
When Kim's date suggested we hike

back again, I was ready to protest. I would
have gladly paid the bus fare for all of us,

but Kim—fearing they'd be embarrassed

—

agreed so enthusiastically that I had no
choice but give in. After a four-hour walk
that night both of us were so exhausted we
couldn't get up till noon the next morning
—luckily not a school day.
Kim had her first real big crush when

she was fourteen, to an equals quiet,

highly intelligent boy in her class. Theirs
was never the typical high school ro-
mance with Cokes and dances, juke-
boxes and moonlight rides. Instead they
would sit on the front steps together in the
evening and talk for hours, or write poems
to each other. . . .

The kind of wife she'll be

With few exceptions, all her crushes
since then seem to be with the same type
of person. I think when she gets married
she will pick a quiet, sensitive, intelligent

man. . . .

And she will make a wonderful wife.

First of all, she loves children, which is

evident in her wonderful relationship with
my boys, Billy and two-year-old Scott.

The way she played with them, the care
with which she selected their Christmas
and birthday presents, the money she put
into their bank accounts.

I can tell by the love for her own home,
the joy she draws out of furnishing it, her
pleasure in deciding on the color schemes,
the dinner parties she hopes to give some

day—by all her hopes and aspirations.
It is apparent by her interest in cook-

ing—which is anything but conventional.
She never cooks from a recipe book.

That would be dull! Instead she dreams up
concoctions which must sound strange, to

say the least.

This dates back to the time we were
both little and played house together. Or
rather, on Kim's urgings, restaurant.

Invariably she was the cook and
waitress, while I ended up being the cus-
tomer. When I tried to order she would
never give me a menu. She simply de-
scribed the specialty of the house.

In those days I used to giggle when she
suggested salad dressing with cocoanut
flakes, or steaks marinated in wine. But
when she grew old enough to experiment
in the kitchen, she fixed just that and
many more dishes like it—and they tasted
excellent! Her biggest weakness is still

garlic, which goes into just about every-
thing but the coffee. ... I just hope that
her husband-to-be is fond of strong sea-
soning.

His only real problem will be Kim's lack
of punctuality. And this time I can't
blame Hollywood for it! If anything, the
necessity of being on the set at a certain
time has tended to improve her.
When she was a teenager, her boy-

friends who came over for dates would
spend the best hours of their lives waiting
for her. I especially recall one handsome
young fellow—I think he went to North-
western University—who came to pick her
up for the first time. "It's nice to meet
you," Mom greeted him. "Make yourself
comfortable." Then she looked around for

some magazines and finally handed him a
whole batch. "I hope you like these. . .

."

He looked puzzled. "But I have a date
with your daughter at seven!" he ex-
claimed. "Isn't she here?"
"Of course she is," Mom assured him.

"She is getting ready. . .
."

He turned out to be one of the lucky
ones. He had to wait only forty-five
minutes! The next time he brought along
his own book.

All considered, Kim has remained the
same person in more ways than she has
changed. She is as generous as ever, even
if she now shows it more in material
things than she used to. When she was
little and wanted to do something special
for me, she'd lay out my clothes on the
bed before I went on a Saturday-night
date. Today she gives me wonderful and
expensive presents, like the leather coat
and the single clear pearl beautifully
mounted on a gold chain she brought me
from California.
She is the same child about opening

gifts that she used to be. From the mo-
ment she stepped into the house on her last

visit she kept telling me she simply couldn't
wait till Christmas morning to open her
packages, and when she did, tore them open
with all the enthusiasm of a six-year-old.
Physically, she is as brave as ever. I

remember how we used to go skating to-
gether on the nearby pond. Because Kim
had weak ankles, she fell more easily and
more often than the rest of us. She never
complained.
And she doesn't complain now when she

is flying, even though her eardrums

—

punctured when she was little—bother her
terribly when she has a cold. Yet she
won't even comment on it, no matter how
miserable she feels.

Unfortunately, she is still as easily hurt
as she used to be. If there is even a slight

misunderstanding during a dinner conver-
sation, she will freeze, say nothing. And the
heavy silence will continue till she has
worked things out in her own mind. She
just cannot overlook the problem.

Fortunately, she doesn't carry a grudge.
As quickly as she gets into a mood she
can throw it off again. Maybe that's why
she is so successful on the screen. I don't
know. I am not a professional. But some-
times I wish that for her own sake she
were a little less imaginative, a little less

successful, and a great deal happier. . . .

END

You can see Kim in Bell, Book And
Candle for Columbia.

natalie answers 28 questions

(Continued from page 46) you now have
a butler at your house. Do you find it

easy or difficult to have a servant? Does
it take a little while to get used to it?

(Merelee Willson. San Francisco, Calif.)

Natalie: No—it's wonderful! But we
were lucky to find someone like David.
He's an excellent cook, an efficient house-
keeper and an interesting person.
Fan: How's your cooking? (Lynn S.,

Montreal, Canada)
Natalie: Great— ./hen I'm out of the

house. I cook only on the boat and love
it. And if I may be permitted to be im-
modest, I think I'm doing very well. But
I don't like to be domestic at home and
since I don't have to be, I see no point in

pretending to be anything I'm not.

Fan: Every time my husband comes
home he starts talking about wanting to

buy a boat with an outboard motor. "Look
what fun Natalie Wood and Bob Wagner
have with their boat." I know you have
a great big one, but I wish you'd either

convince me that Jim—that's my hus-
band—is right, or admit you only pretend
to have fun because Bob seems to like

boating. C'mon. Give. . . . (Carolyn Smith,
San Diego, Calif.)

Natalie: I love it. It's the greatest life

in the world. And if I were you, I'd talk

my husband into the boat. Believe me

—

romance on the high seas is the greatest!

Look what it has done for me. . . And by
72 the way, I've always been enthusiastic

about it, even when R.J. still had the much
smaller and much less comfortable twenty-
six-foot boat, with the head in the bow
where you had to back in to get there, and
with few of the other conveniences we
have now. They say that- living on the
water makes you feel ten years younger,
and I believe it. (Signed, Your child-

bride, N. W.)
Fan: My boyfriend says you and most

actresses are stuck-up and he wouldn't go
out with you or any girl in Hollywood.
I've always been a fan of yours and can't

believe that. If you can be objective on
that point—is it true? (Anne McKinley.
Shreveport, La.)
Natalie: You better ask my husband!
Ed: We did, and this is what R.J. had to say: "No.

she isn't—but if she were, she'd have a right to be."

Fan: A talent agent has asked me if I

wanted Jessy—that's my five-year-old
daughter—in pictures. He said he could
get her a contract. Jessy has done some
modeling and through it gotten a number
of offers to appear on TV and in the movies.
From your experiences—and if I'm correct,

you've been in pictures since you were
four years old—would you say I should let

her go ahead if the offer is legitimate? In

other words—would you go through it

again if you had the choice? (Mrs. A.
Hochschaffer, Hollywood 46, Calif.)

Natalie: I would go through it again—
definitely. But generally speaking, and
specifically in your case, I would say it de-
pends on how your daughter feels about it.

In other words, leave it up to her, the way
my mother did with me. Of course I was a

ham from way back. But although mother
was quite sure how I felt about it, she
discussed it with me in as much detail as
she felt I might understand at that age. On
the other hand I've worked with a lot of

children who were forced into films, who
would much rather have played with dolls

or jumped rope or done a lot of other
thing's, and I think their mothers were
wrong. If I had a daughter I would en-
courage her to do whatever she would like

to do most—whether it's playing the piano
or painting or whatever it is. And if it

happens to be acting, that would be fine,

too.

Fan: Who are you most like . . . your
father or your mother? (Stanley M.,
Pittsburgh, Pa.)

Natalie: I would say about half and
half. I think I've inherited my father's

temper and my mother's persistence.
Fan: Do you feel more independent

now than you did before? From what I

read I was under the impression that your
mother always made a lot of decisions for

you. Is that true, and if so, has Bob taken
over that role? (P. B., East Hampton,
N. Y.)

Natalie: My mother has never made
any decisions for me! She used to advise
me, at least when I was little. But she

never told me what to do. As for R.J., we
talk things over. No one tells the other
what to do.
Fan: Before you were married, you

used to be very close to your family, par-
ticularly your mother. Are you still?

(Dorothy Reardon, Albuquerque, N. M.)



Natalie: I still see or talk to my family
almost every day and feel very close

to them, as I do to R.J.'s. But naturally,

there has been an adjustment on my part,

as I'm sure there must have been on
theirs. It's only natural now that we are
living our own lives.

Fan: You used to be a pretty fast

driver and if I remember correctly, you
were in one or two pretty bad accidents.

Have you slowed down in recent months?
Have you gotten any tickets? (Shawlee
Devins, Fort Smith, Ark.)
Natalie: The only tickets I got recently

were for parking. Not so much since we
moved, but when we still lived in R.J.'s

old apartment we left our cars outside at

night. Since there was a parking limit,

we paid a small fortune in fines. And
by the way, while I was in two accidents,

I was behind the wheel only once—when I

drove too fast along Sunset Boulevard.
I slammed on the brakes to slow down
when I approached a curve but it was too

late and I crashed into a tree. The car
was badly damaged and I had some bad
cuts and bruises. Luckily, the only after-

effect was a more cautious attitude when
I was driving again. I don't think I've

exceeded the speed limit since then. At
least I've tried not to.

Fan: You can tell your beloved hus-
band to go and drown himself for all I

care! After two years I finally got enough
nerve to propose to my girl and what does
she say? "What makes you think I'm going
to marry you? You're no Bob Wagner!"
(Disgruntled fan, F. P.)

Natalie: My husband is an expert
swimmer.
Fan: I read an article the other day in

a fan magazine which was titled something
like Don't Hi-Hat Your Fans, Natalie,

and I became very upset about it. It

accused you of being uncooperative and
ungrateful to the fans and the press and
a lot of other nasty things. If I were
you, Natalie, I would tell them to go to

the devil. Yes, I have to be that frank
about it! I remember when you and Bob
were first going together, and some of the

fan magazines said you two would never
be married; and then, when you got

engaged, they said you should wait longer,

and when you got married they said you
waited too long! And now some claim it

can't last. If you ask me—I think they
are nuts! (Rosemary Engle, Philadelphia,

Pa.)
Natalie: I agree.
Fan: You and Jimmy Dean used to be

such close friends. Do you ever think of

him now? (Tracey L., Wilmington, Del.)

Natalie: Very often.

Fan: I understand that your studio

wants to put you into a lot of films you
don't want to do and I think it's a dirty

shame. I'm proud that you are standing
up for your own rights. If you ever run
out of money and need funds, I'll be glad,

proud, to give you my savings of $112.50

any time you ask for them. And you can
pay me back whenever you are able to do
it, "at no interest. OK? (I. L., N. Y ., N. Y.)
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Natalie: Thank you for your pep talk,

kindness, and address. Will it be cash,

check, or money order? Seriously though.
You are very sweet and it's always won-
derful to know you have a friend. Thanks.
Fan: My girlfriend read an interview in

which you said that Marjorie Morningstar
was your favorite role. The other day I

read that your part as Monique in Kings
Go Forth was your favorite. Which is

right? (Jack Stern, Chicago, III.)

Natalie: It's Monique.
Fan: You have such a perfect smile.

Tell me honestly, do you wear caps on
your teeth like Ann Blyth does? And how
do you get your fingernails to grow so
long? Any special diet? (Bee Farnsworth,
Denver, Col.)

Natalie: I don't wear caps on my
teeth. And I don't use any special diet

for my nails. They grow long during the
week, but I usually break them on week-
ends when I pull the lines on board our
boat. Then I let them grow again till I

break them off once more the following
weekend. It's quite a merry-go-round.
Fan: Do you still experiment with hair

coloring, and styles? (Betty McAuliffe,
New York City)
Natalie: I never experimented with

the color of my hair, unless a role called

for it. But I did and still do enjoy ex-
perimenting with new styles, although I

never go to extremes.
Fan: Do you still have the same friends

you had three years ago? (Howard B.,

Manchester, N. H.)
Natalie: Yes—the same two, Nick

Adams and Barbara Gould.
Fan: When I read stories about you a

couple of years ago, you often mentioned
the books you read. But I haven't seen
any reference to it in recent months.
Don't you have time to read anymore or
did you just happen to stop talking about
it? (J.K., Tyndall, S. D.)

Natalie: People haven't asked me
about it lately. I read more than I did
before—an average of five books a week
—first of all because R.J. and I are grow-
ing tired of television, and secondly be-
cause we are looking for properties for

our newly formed production company.
So far we haven't found anything we've
liked well enough to buy. . . .

Fan: I don't know if Hollywood is the
most moral or most immoral place in the
world, but every time I pick up a paper I

read about another divorce. Does the
work in pictures make people so inse-

cure? Are the temptations so big out
there? (F. R., Cedar Rapids, Iowa)
Natalie: I'm not the right person to

answer this, because I'm only interested

in my life with R.J. and am not concerned
with the rest of Hollywood. And we have
a perfect marriage.
Fan: Why do you refuse to have pic-

tures taken at home? We fans feel that

we have a stake in your career because
we've helped make you what you are to-

day. So why do you want to shut us out
now? I'm writing this because I like you,
not because I'm mad at you. Let's say,

just confused. (M. S.. Boston, Mass.)

Natalie: I would like to repeat that I

don't want to shut out our fans, that I am
grateful to them and always will be for

what they have done for us, but I'm sure
that you can understand—can't you?
Fan: At twenty, you have a terrific

career, a handsome husband, a Cadillac, a

beautiful house, a butler and a pool. I'm

happy for you because I think you de-
serve it. But tell me—what do you have
to look forward to when you are twenty-
nine? (F.N., Bronx, N. Y.)

Natalie: More of the same—and chil-

dren.

Bob will appear in Love and War for

20th-Fox.
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A burial at sea

Alan Ladd will be the first to tell you

there's no telling what that boy of his,

David, is liable to come up with.

Like that very morning. Alan and Sue

—

Mrs. Alan Ladd—had been fast asleep

when all of a sudden they'd been awakened

by a noise. It was a continuing noise, com-

ing from down the hall and there could be

no question after a few minutes that it was

water being flushed, over and over again.

"Is that coming from David's bath-

room?" Alan had asked.

"I think so," Sue had answered, groggily

but at the same time wondering, too.

"Hope he's not sick," Alan had said.

"You'd better go see."

Alan got out of bed, grabbed a bath-

robe and made his way down the hall.

"David?" he'd called out just outside

the closed bathroom door.

"Yes, Daddy?" the clear ten-year-old

voice had called back.

Alan had opened the door. And then

he'd seen David, in his pajamas, kneeling

on the floor, his face all serious and kind

of sad, his hand reached over to the flush,

flushing away for all he was worth.

Alan was relieved to see that the boy

wasn't sick. But. . . .

"I don't like to pry," he started to say.

"Oh, that's all right, Daddy," David had
said. "It's a funeral. I hope it didn't wake
you up."

"Funeral?" Alan asked.

"The fish you and Mommy gave me,"

David had said. "When I woke up this

morning I went to feed them and they

were dead. So I'm just burying them
here
—

" he pointed with his free hand
"—and now I'm saying a prayer for them
and saying good-bye. I thought they would
would like to be buried in water instead

of in the back yard."

Alan had nodded, said, "Oh, I see," and
then went back to the bedroom, very

quickly and very quietly.

And he thought, no telling what that boy

of his is liable to come up with next. . . .

Alan will soon be seen in U.A's The Man
in The Net

the night I almost got killed

(Continued from page 49) and my mother
was against it. No, not against the girl

—

she was a wonderful person and my
mother liked her very much. But this

was a couple of years ago, and Mom
thought we were too young to be so seri-

ous. Her mother thought so too.

"So finally I had to give in and agree
not to see the girl—at least not so often.

But this was very hard to do.

"And one night I missed my girlfriend
so much I just had to see her. We made
a date for a movie. She told her mother,
but I figured I'd better not tell mine. I

figured I'd avoid a lot of trouble if I just
said I had a rehearsal on. . .

."

How it all began

The evening started out pleasantly
enough, this date Tommy had with the
girl whose initials were M. H. He didn't

want to have her name revealed in print

because she may be married by now, and
her husband might not believe the story
any more than her mother did when
Tommy tried to explain the bloodstains on
her dress. . . .

They had gone to a show and stopped for
a hamburger and milkshake at a drive-
in. About ten -thirty they headed for her
home.
Two miles from their destination, they

had to stop at a traffic light. While Tommy
waited for it to turn green, a car bumped
into his, from behind.
They were shaken up a little but

Tommy felt sure his rear bumper must
have absorbed the shock and prevented
any damage. He stayed in the car. The
light was still red.

When he looked back into the rear-
view mirror, however, he saw the other
car pull back a few feet, and then jam
right into him again. Obviously this time
it was intentional!

Boiling mad, Tommy threw open his

car door, jumped out, and squeezed
through the narrow space between his car
and another one parked to the left of him,
heading for whoever hit him.
He'd taken less than three steps when

he was hit over the head with a blunt
instrument.
His vision blurred for a moment as he

went down. But he quickly managed to

get up and fight back at his assailant—when
a second fellow attacked him from the
other side. Two men must have jumped
out of each side of the car, simultane-
ously. . . .

Now they fought him together.

Tommy shouted for help but the driver
parked next to him pushed down on the
accelerator. He didn't want to get in-
volved.

M.H., ignoring the danger to herself, was
out of the car now. Gripping her purse
tightly she swung it with all her strength.

The contents—lipstick, compact, keys and
other paraphernalia—made the purse into

a powerful weapon. The fellow who was
hit cried out in pain and then shoved her
back against the car. She kept on fighting

while he pushed her back.

Meanwhile Tommy took the worst beat-
ing of his life. The instant one man re-
laxed or turned his attentions to M.H., the
other would pounce on him again. Al-
though they were older, taller, and obvi-
ously a lot stronger, he had one advan-
tage in his favor. When he was a boy in

Chicago, his father, Benny Sands, had be-
friended a lot of fighters who lived in the

same hotel where he and his family stayed.

One of them, an ex-heavyweight con-
tender had taken Tommy under his wing
and had shown him some pretty good
punches. But he'd only taught him how

to fight clean. When the fight got dirty,
Tommy was unprepared.
Finding themselves in more trouble

beating up Tommy than either of them
had anticipated, the taller one pulled a
knife. Tommy saw it coming at him and
ducked, but not fast enough. The blade
cut his face, near his mouth.
Tommy got up and charged the fellow

who was turning toward M.H. again. He
grabbed his shoulder, tossed him around
and hit him in the face. He thought he
heard something break. It could have been
the other man's nose. . . .

Again Tommy felt another sharp pain
in his shoulder. He didn't know what
caused it as he turned, swinging his right
fist.

Tommy passes out

It never reached its mark. The first

man had hit him across the neck . . . Tommy
went down.
He doesn't remember much of what

happened after that. He felt pains; he
couldn't see; noises seemed faint and far
away. The beating and kicking didn't stop.
He was sure he was dying. . . .

And then it was very quiet. He had
lost consciousness.
Hours seemed to have passed by before

he came to again. Actually it was just a
few minutes later. M. H. was leaning over
him, crying hysterically, wiping blood
from his face.

Tommy no more knew why the fellows
had suddenly left than why they had at-
tacked him in the first place. He thought
he smelled liquor on their breaths which
might have explained their insensible be-
havior. But he was not sure.
He was too weak even to lift his arms.

It took all M.H.'s support to help him
back into the car.

"Can you drive?" he asked her hoarsely.
She shook her head. "No. I can't. I'm

sorry . . . Oh, Tommy, I'm so sorry. . .
."

Gently she closed the door on his side,

walked around the car and climbed in next
to him. Tommy turned the ignition key.
His arm hurt, but it wasn't broken. Blood
was still gushing down his face, over his
new suit, the upholstery, and clung to his
hands, her hands, her dress.

"What are we going to do?" M.H. asked
desperately.
The motor was running, but Tommy

couldn't think straight. He didn't know
what to do.
"Maybe you'd better see a doctor," she

whimpered.
Tommy pulled away from the curb. A

block away they saw a girl crossing the
street. Tommy stopped next to her to

ask for a doctor. When she got a look at

his face, she let out a scream, and ran off.

The next pedestrian, a man in his fifties

carrying a newspaper under his arm, was
more helpful. He told him how to get to

the emergency hospital, a mile away.
The doctor took eight stitches near his

mouth and four on his head. Tommy was
bruised all over, but there were no broken
bones.

Groggy and weak, Tommy left the
emergency hospital an hour later, leaning
heavily on M.H.

If he thought his troubles were over,

he was wrong. They had only started. . . .

What her mother thought

M.H.'s mother let out a shriek the

minute she saw her blood-spattered
daughter. For a moment Tommy thought
he was going to get beaten up all over
again, and at this stage he couldn't have
defended himself against a five-year-old.

"What did you do to my daughter?" she
screeched. "You monster . . . you terrible

boy ... I never wanted her to go out with
you. . .

."
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Tommy tried to explain. "We were sit-

ting in the car. . .
."

"I bet you were. I just bet you were!"
"But Mommy . .

." M.H. cut in.

"You be quiet!" the mother said. And,
turning back to Tommy, "You were in a
brawl, weren't you. . .

."

"But Mrs. . .
."

"Don't you 'But Mrs.' me," she shouted.
"Look at my daughter. Look what you've
done to her. I should turn you over to

the police, you . . . you. . .
."

Tommy couldn't fight back. He was
desperately tired. Mainly he had wanted
to explain for his girl's sake, because of

what her mother had thought so far, and
what she might come up with next!
Slowly and with much effort he turned

and walked to the door while M.H.'s
mother was still shouting and gesticulating
wildly.

Tommy stopped briefly. "I'm sorry,"
he said weakly. "Honestly, I'm sorry. . .

."

And then he left.

It was only a ten-minute drive to his
own home. Ten awful minutes in which
Tommy worried what he could tell his

mother. If M.H.'s mother didn't believe
him, would she? Seeing him with blood
all over him, there was no telling what
she would think, particularly if she knew
he'd been with a girl.

Suddenly he got an idea. He pulled
into a gas station, got out of his car and
headed for the pay-phone. A few seconds
later he heard his mother's sleepy voice.

"I had a little accident, Mom. Nothing
to worry about . . ." he assured her.

Mrs. Sands pictured a dented fender or
scraped side or something like it. Yet
while she hadn't been prepared for band-
ages around his jaw and head, and blood
spilled all over his new suit—his appear-

(Continued from page 37) in Hollywood,
who looked so young that strangers talked
to her as if she were a child—who on earth
would be sending her flowers?
Breathless, Millie snatched the long

green box out of the boy's hands. Shelley
Winters, standing over her, noticed that
Millie's hands were trembling. The next
instant she wasn't looking at Millie's hands
—she was gasping with surprise and star-
ing down at the flowers.
For they were the loveliest she had

ever seen. Long-stemmed roses, snowy
white, nestled among green leaves with
dew still trembling on them.
"Why, honey," Shelley breathed, "who

sent you those?"

Flowers from no one

Millie Perkins looked up, her incredible
thick black eyelashes making shadows on
her cheeks. Her face was flushed, her
lips smiled, her eyes shone.
"They—why, they're from—" Suddenly

her voice faded away. She took a quick
look around the set. George Stevens was
smiling at her. Across the room a car-
penter caught her eye and self-conscious-
ly turned back to his work. The glow
faded from Millie's face. The smile dis-
appeared.

"I don't know," she said faintly, in the
voice she used when reporters' questions
shocked her into shyness.

Shelley stared at her. "You don't
know?"

Millie's lashes dropped. Now her face
turned red. Her voice was fainter than
ever. "That's right. See—there's no
card."

Shelley peered into the box. "But
Millie, no one gets flowers from someone

ance didn't come quite as much of a sur-
prise to his mother as it did to M.H.'s
mother. Then, in order to have more time to
think instead of giving himself away by
sputtering out all about the fight, Tommy
told her he was exhausted and needed
some sleep. Mrs. Sands could see that was
true, and helped him to bed.
"The next morning," Tommy recalled,

"nothing looked quite as black. I put my
clothes into a suitcase so Mom wouldn't
be reminded of what she saw the night
before, and took them to the cleaners
myself. The cut on my face, I told her,
happened during the accident when the
other car and mine collided—which in a
way wasn't so far from the truth. I knew
she'd worry a lot less when I went out
thereafter if she didn't know all the de-
tails. . .

."

When Tommy finished his story, I asked
him if I could write it up. I was sure, I

told him, that his fans would be interested
in hearing about the night he almost lost

his life.

Tommy wasn't sure. After all, he hadn't
told his mother. . . .

"Tell you what, Tommy," I said. "I
won't write it unless you tell your mother
first. Matter of fact, why don't you tell

her anyhow? You've had it on your mind
these last two years. . .

."

Next day I got a call from Tommy. He
told his mom, and it turned out that she
knew it all the time! She just didn't want
to add to his misery.
"Maybe," Tommy concluded, "you

shouldn't call the story The Night I Al-
most Lost My Life—it's more like the
night I almost lost my mindl" END

Tommy will soon appear in Mardi Gras
for 20th-Fox.

she doesn't know, not flowers like that.

They can't be from a fan; they must
have cost a fortune. Why, they're the
sort of thing a guy sends to a girl he—he
adores, or something. I mean, they're a
love gift, you know? A—

"

This time it was Shelley Winters who
stopped talking suddenly.

Millie Perkins was crying.
Just for an instant. The next second

she brushed the tear away angrily. She
clutched the box to her, the flowers mak-
ing wet marks on her blouse. And then
she was running to her dressing room, the
box in her arms.
For anyone who cared to listen, there

was the sound of sobs coming from be-
hind the door. But no one listened. The
people left on the set were staring at each
other in amazement.
They talked about nothing else for

weeks.
But Millie Perkins, when she finally re-

turned, dry-eyed, with her face set stiffly,

never said a word.

Now it will be told

This then, will be for most of the people
who stood bewildered on that set, the an-
swer to the questions they asked so often
—the eagerly awaited story never before
told. The story of Millie Perkins, the little

model making her movie debut in The
Diary of Anne Frank. And most of all the
story of the love she was forced to keep a

secret.

It begins eleven years ago, when Millie

was nine. It begins in a two-story brick
house in Fair Lawn, New Jersey, on a
Sunday afternoon. . . .

They had been up since 6:00 a. m., the
whole family. At that ungodly hour they 75
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had been routed out of bed, blinking,

sleepy, tousled—fourteen-year-old Janet,

twelve-year-old Lulu, six-year-old Jim-
my, baby Katherine, only three—and Mil-
lie, the in-betweener.

In the grey dawn Millie had pulled
away from Janet's hands shaking her
awake. "Go 'way . . . too early. . .

."

"It's six o'clock," Janet hissed. "Come
on, Millie, you've got to get up and get

ready. . .
."

"Ready . . . fo' . . . wha . .
.?"

"Why, you dope, don't you remember?
Daddy's coming home today!"

Instantly Millie sat bolt upright in bed,

her eyes wide open. "Oh! Of course! Oh,
Jan—today!"
She threw back the covers. Janet was

closing the window, turning on the radia-
tor. "Listen, Mama's washing Jimmy up.
Hear him holler?"
They both listened for a minute. Then

Millie, slipping into her robe and pattering

barefoot into the hall, shook her head in

wonder and disgust. "What a dope.
Doesn't he want to wash up for Daddy?"
But Jan was on her way back to her

own room already, too busy to listen.

There was so much to be done—so much.
For Daddy was coming home—tall, blond,
handsome Daddy who sailed the seas for

the Merchant Marine and made it back
to his family only once a month. And
with him he brought into the house more
than just himself, though that was
enough. He brought excitement, romance,
adventure. And he brought—authority.
For Daddy the house had to shine the

way the glasses did on board his ship.

For Daddy every dresser top, every table,

must glow with polishing, every hair-
brush must be lined up, neat, clean, or-
derly. The windows were washed, the
house was swept, the bathroom and
kitchen were scrubbed within an inch of

destruction before Daddy came home.
And that was not all.

On Daddy's children, not a hair must
be out of place, not a button undone, not
a lace untied. For Daddy clothes had to

be brushed, shoes shined, faces scrubbed.
So that wonderful, long-gone Daddy,
would smile approval and love upon his

adoring clan.

Of them all, Millie was the one who
worked hardest to please. Maybe because
she was the middle one—neither the old-
est, who got the most privileges nor the
youngest who got the babying, nor the
boy who could grow up to be a sailor, too.

She was only Millie, who got her fair

share of love, to be sure, but was still to

herself, just the middle child, the quiet one.

The great moment came at last. For an
hour the children had been lining them-
selves up behind the door with its

brightly polished knocker. And then sud-
denly, just as they were dying with im-
patience, certain it would never happen

—

the key turned in the lock. The next in-
stant their mother was clasped in Daddy's
arms and they were clutching him from
all sides, laughing, half-crying, pulling at

him, crowding closer to be kissed and
hugged and smothered in his embrace.
"Now," said her father, freeing himself

from them all, "let me look at you, all of

you. Not bad. No, not bad. But if you
really want your shoes to shine, you've
got to do better than that. Here children,

take them off. I'll show you how to polish
shoes!"

And he did.

That was the homecoming. Today Millie
laughs about it, reports cheerfully that
they went through that sort of scene
every month. But then—then it was just
another case of being little Millie, who
never quite managed to stand out from
the crowd. In-between, nowhere-special
Millie.

76 She might have felt that way forever if

that particular miracle hadn't happened.
When she was eleven she met The Boy,

and he looked at her with special eyes.

If you've ever felt you were nobody and
then suddenly you became somebody

—

then you know what Millie felt. You
know a little something of the transforma-
tion that swept over her, of the joy that
seemed about to lift her off her feet and
carry her away, of the incredulous, shout-
ing-out love that she could feel—even at
eleven.
For this was not just any boy. This was

a special, wonderful, brilliant, popular
boy. This was the boy who led in every-
thing—athletics and discussions, class
plays and picnic plans.

It was magic. For she had been given
by him the greatest gift of all, more pre-
cious than the envious eyes of the girls,

the whistles the boys now bestowed upon
her. She had been given herself!

And since that gift could never be re-
voked, that love could never die.

Busy improving

At home, she was still little Millie, still

eager to please, quick to love. Her father
liked to see the children busy with im-
proving things, so whenever he was by,
she would snatch up a book and pretend
to be immersed in it. One day he walked
past her chair and found her apparently
intent upon a book on how-to-raise-
chickens. This time she got the recogni-
tion she had longed for—her father was
tremendously impressed with Millie's

practicality, her varied interests. A year
earlier it might have cut her to the quick
that when she finally got praise it was for
a lie—but now she was not alone, now
she could no longer believe that that was
the only way she could be loved.
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Didn't the boy love her for herself?
Didn't he believe in her for what she
really was?
When high school was over, the future

seemed perilously near. Lots of the kids
were getting married right after gradua-
tion, starting out in small jobs and small-
er apartments.
"We could, too," the boy said to Millie.

"But we won't."
If she was disappointed, she said noth-

ing, trusting him. "Tell me—

"

"I'm going to college. Then to medical
school. It takes a long time to be a doc-
tor, eight or nine years. It wouldn't be good
for either of us to be trying to start out a
marriage while I had to study and sweat
over the books. We'll wait."
Panic hit her. "Where will you go?"
"Not far. You could go to college, too,

you know. Your folks would send you."
She shook her head dolefully. Much as

she wanted to be with him, lost as she
would be without him, she was no student
by nature and she knew it. The thought
of a college campus, filled with brilliant

young people expounding difficult theo-
ries was too much. "No. . .

."

He nodded, understanding that his girl

had come far, but would never be filled

to bursting with self-confidence. "Very
well, then. You come to New York and
get a job. We could see each other every
week end. You could live with your sister."

"With Lulu? That would be great."

Millie thought it over. Lulu had a
darling apartment, was easy to get along
with. "But what would I do? I haven't
got any training for anything."
The boy took her hands and looked into

her eyes. He had an idea; he'd been saving
it for the right moment. Now this was it.

"Honey, you could be a model!"
Millie's eyes positively bulged. For a

moment she was utterly speechless.

"Me? A model? You're crazy. I—I know
you think I'm—pretty—but nobody else—

I

mean—

"

The boy waited till she ran down. Then
he led her, still holding her hands, to a
mirror. "Look!" he commanded. "Look at

your eyes, look at your mouth—Millie, I

don't know if you're pretty, really. But
I do know people look at you. I do know
you take a great picture. And I know—

I

know you can do it!"

Slowly, Millie turned to face the mir-
ror.

And a year later, she was one of the top
models in New York City.

Life in the big city

All week, she carried her model's hat-
box, filled with make-up, clothing

changes, skin lotions, from photographer
to photographer, posing in glamorous
clothes, collecting fabulous fees. Eve-
nings she returned to Lulu's pretty apart-
ment to eat Lulu's marvelous cooking
along with Lulu's fascinating guests. All
sorts of interesting people came over

—

writers and musicians and artists—many
of them eager to meet Lulu's stunning lit-

tle sister whose face peered so pertly from
the pages of the fashion magazines. But
to Millie they were a terrifying crew, full

of confidence and grit and strong ideas.

She admired them and envied them—but
she was much too shy to talk to them. The
life she herself was leading never struck
her as really unusual and interesting.

As far as she was concerned, she lived

for the week ends with her guy.
Life was good and easy and smooth.

Until everything happened at once.
On the same day, she was asked to test

for Anne Frank, and he received his draft

notice.

All week end they argued it back and
forth, over and over.

"But I can't act. I've never acted."

"If you can't act, you won't pass the



test. Let them decide that! Millie, dear."

"I'll make a fool of myself."
"Cary Grant flunked his first screen

test. Clark Gable flunked his first screen
test. Lana Turner—

"

"She passed hers!"
"So will you!"
"That'll be even worse! I don't want to

go so far away from you."
"Honey, I'm going into the Army. They

might send me to Japan—how do we
know?"

"Oh, they couldn't
—

"

"And just think—California's a lot clos-

er to Japan than New York is!"

As always, his confidence in her won
the day. She took the test. But it was
not his confidence that won the role—it

was the serious dark eyes, the shy smile,

the delicate face, the hidden talent that

made her be the sensitive little Jewish
girl hiding from the Nazis.

By the time the tests were analyzed, by
the time the part was hers and she had
gotten the—to her—unmitigated gall to

sign a seven-year contract for doing
something she'd never done before, her
fellow was indeed in the Army. He hadn't
been sent to Japan but he had made ser-

geant and he was definitely—busy. So
they were prepared, or almost prepared
for separation.
When he put Millie on the plane for the

coast, she was determinedly cheerful. "At
least," she said, "we'll have plenty of

money for your med school. We won't
have to wait any more to get married."

The sergeant puts his foot down
Very seriously, he took her into his

arms. "Millie, darling, maybe we won't
wait any longer once I get out. God
knows I don't want to. But we won't use
a penny of your money. Not a penny."

Startled, she drew back. "But whatever
is mine belongs to you. Just as yours
does to me. It's always been like that."

"Not where it comes to that. I'll save
my Army pay, sweetheart. I'll have a lot

put away. I'm not going to live off you
no matter how much you make. So buy
yourself half a dozen assorted shades of

mink, Millie. The money is all yours."
In her first interview with the big brass

of the studio, she heard the words: "and
then your next picture. . .

."

She interrupted shyly. "Well, you'll

have to give me a little time off. For—for

a honeymoon."
The silence fell like a lump of lead.

'

'You're—engaged ? '

'

She nodded. She always felt better

when she could talk about her fellow.

"Oh yes. Since high school. He's in the
Army, but when he gets out we're getting
married. Then he's going to med school."
She looked around the room, her eyes

shining. But the men weren't looking at

her. They were shaking their heads.
"What's the matter?"
"Look, Miss Perkins—Millie. This is

hard to explain. But you're a newcomer,
right? And actually, this picture rides on
your shoulders. You'll make it or break it.

So—we have to sell you to the public. Get
them to know your name, wonder about
you, want to see you. See?"
"Yes—"
"Well, the best way to do that is—well,

for them to see your name in the papers.
In the gossip columns. Millie Perkins seen
at the Mocambo with So-and-So. Millie
Perkins, out dancing with Joe Doaks, says
her favorite joke is. . . . You know."

Millie's face was white. "But I can't. I

can't go dancing with anyone at all. I'm
engaged. And I don't want to. I haven't
gone out with another boy for

—

"

They nodded, soothingly. "But he would
understand, wouldn't he? That it was
really just for business? Then after the
picture is over, you could announce your

engagement. He'd understand, you know."
"Maybe he would," Millie cried out.

"But I wouldn't. I'm sorry. I can't do
it. Not for anyone. I'll go home tomor-
row, today. But I

—

"

They all talked at once then. In the
end, they talked her down. Not on dat-
ing. She could no more do that than cut
off her arm. But they persuaded her to

let them pretend even if she wouldn't.
"Yes," poor Millie said miserably. "I

guess. I mean—well
—

"

But she couldn't hold out against them.
For the first time since she was eleven,
she was alone again—and she had to

please them, had to have their approval,
their praise. Alone, she just wasn't strong
enough to defend herself.

And so she set out to live a lie. Millie
Perkins, whose face turned red at so much
as an evasion, faced interviewers by the
score with her lie in her mouth, burning
with shame. Reporters found her shy,
diffident, noted that as soon as they got
onto personal topics, her voice seemed to

fade away. If they pushed it further, she
might stop talking altogether. Or, some-
times, an angry spark might finally flare

in her cheeks and then they would go
away wondering what Millie Perkins had
to be so snooty about. The stories that
went out to the papers contradicted each
other over and over again.

Millie Perkins at the Mocambo with
George Stevens, Jr., son of the director of
The Diary Of Anne Frank.

Millie Perkins' favorite Hollywood dates
are Nick Adams, Barry Coe, Tommy
Sands, Gary Crosby, Dick Sargent.

Millie Perkins, new find, never dates;

she's too busy studying her Anne Frank
script.

Millie Perkins has never had a crush on
a boy since a six-year-old intrigued her
in grammar school. When that died out,

she never found another.
Millie Perkins went steady with three

boys at once in high school. . . .

And so on. Once and only once the re-
ports were true: Dick Beymer, who plays
opuosite her, took her to a ballet.

"But that wasn't a date," she protested
violently to a reporter.

"Why not?"
"Because he didn't ask me. I asked

him. I wanted to go and so
—

"

Joseph Schildkraut, who plays her fa-

ther, saw her tremendous embarrassment,
came to her rescue. "I love this girl." he
boomed to the reporter. "I love her!"

The reporter went away confused, but
satisfied.

After that, because he played her father

and because he was kind and she was too

lonely to bear it, she told Schildkraut the
truth. Later, as she grew closer to Shel-
ley Winters and Nina Foch, losing her
awe of them in the warmth of their kind-
ness and affection, she told them, too.

After that, things were a little better.

But not better enough. At night, after

she has cooked, burnt, and eaten her din-

ner alone, after she has studied her lines

and written her long, nightly letter to the

Sergeant—after that, the tears still come.
And because she is too bound by her love

to date, too tied by her lie to seek friends,

she remains alone and desolate.

Perhaps by telling this story for all the

world to see, we have brought an end to

loneliness for Millie Perkins. Perhaps it

may even be seen that a love story is not
duller than gossip, that truth is something
more precious than a useful lie.

We hope so. We would like to see an
end to the lie, an end to the loneliness.

We would like to know more about Mil-
lie's guy, their plans, their future.

We would like to share their love, end

Millie will soon be seen in The Diary Of
Anne Frank for 20th-Fox.
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why I posed for those phony romance pictures

(Continued from page 39) I'd ever met
him. It had been about a month earlier,

at a party following a big movie premiere
at the Beverly-Hilton Hotel. I'd gone with
my date, Floyd Simmons, and we'd sat at a
table with six very good friends—none of

them in show business, by the way. A
couple of tables away sat a very good-
looking young fellow and his date—a New
York girl—alone. They'd come in a little

while after most of the others. And as soon
as the other girls at our table saw the new-
comer (male!) they started going ga-ga-ga.
To be truthful, I let out with a 'ga' or two
myself—but I was about two years older
than these other girls and felt I should act

just a little more sophisticated.

One of the girls at our table, a very
lovely, wide eyed-type girl, said to me,
"Judi, do you know who he is?"

"I think," I said, "I think he's Barry
Coe, the young 20th Century-Fox actor
who played in Peyton Place."

"That's right!" the girl said, more and
more excited. "Oh, Judi, do you think
you could get me his autograph on this

menu? I'm just crazy about him."
"Why don't you go over to him yourself

and ask?"
"I'm ashamed," the girl said.

I tried to persuade her, but she wouldn't
budge. "All right," I said, getting up,
"I'll do it . . . And to show you that actors
are really people—and Barry Coe over
there looks like 'people,' I'll even get him
to come over and say hello to you.

"Barry," I said, when I got to his table,

very informal about the whole thing, "I'm
Judi Meredith."
"Oh?" Barry said, as if he couldn't care

less.

I told him about my friend and how she
would like his autograph.
Without saying anything, he got out a

pen and signed the menu.
Then I asked him if he'd mind, when

he had a few minutes, coming over to the
table to say hello.

"If it's all the same to you, I'd rather
not," he started to say. "I. . .

."

"Okay," I said, interrupting him, real-

izing I'd figured him wrong. I nodded,
picked up the menu and began to walk
away. "That's perfectly okay," I said.

And it was as I was walking away that
I heard his date ask, "Who'd she say she
was?"

"Judi Meredith," I heard Barry answer.
"Hmmmm," I heard his date hmmmm.

"She acts just like all the phony ambitious
glamour girls out here—piled into one."

I never got to hear what Barry said to

that. But I was furious with him. She'd
said it—that girl. And yet for some rea-
son, I was mad at him.
And I stayed mad all that month.
And I didn't ease up on being mad when

the Modern Screen photographer sug-
gested those lake pictures with young Mr.
Coe.

"I'm sorry," I said, over and over, "but
the answer is no."
The photographer caught on all right.

But he gave one more try.

"Judi," he said, "there's not a girl in

town who can stand on water skis the way
you can. And without you, I'm sunk on
this assignment."
"Well—" I started.

"Sunk!" the photographer repeated.
Suddenly I felt awful. "Well," I said

again, "all right, I'll do it—for you. But
let me warn you, I'm going to be having
an awful time and you'll be lucky if you
get one decent smile out of me."
The photographer said thanks. He told

me that Barry would be around to pick
78 me up at seven o'clock the next morn-

ing—that the two of us would drive out
together and meet him, the photographer,
at the lake.

Before I could object, he hung up.
And I realized that there was nothing

for me to do now but go to bed, madder
than ever. . . .

It was at exactly 6:00 a.m. the following
morning when the car-beeps woke me up.
Groggily, I got out of bed and walked over
to the window. "It can't be him, already,"
I remember thinking to myself. But as I

looked out the window I saw that it was
indeed him. Mr. Barry Coe himself.
"Hey," he called up at me, still beeping

away, "come on down and let's get going."
"But you're an hour early," I called back

down.
"So what?" he said. "It's a great morning

and we can spend some time driving
around the lake before we meet up with
the photographer."
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"Oh, fine," I muttered fo myself. I was
very tempted at this point to march back
to bed and stay there for another hour and
just make him sit there in that car and
wait till the time this glorious day of ours
was scheduled to begin.
But then I realized that I was awake

already and I remember thinking that
maybe the sooner we got this whole thing
started, the sooner we could get it over
with. So I said okay I'd be down soon.
When I got to the car I was very sur-

prised. Barry Coe was actually smiling.
"We've met, haven't we?" he asked.
"We sure have!" I wanted to say. But

seeing he didn't remember exactly where
or when, I thought I'd have some private
fun. "I think so," I said, very casually.

"Well, c'mon," Barry said, starting the
car, "let's find a place where we can have
some breakfast and then head for the lake."

The first half hour was very confusing.
I mean, I'd expected Barry to be one
way—the wrong way; and here he was
now, smiling away, excited about this trip

we were making, trying so hard to make
all kinds of conversation.

But I had by no means gotten over being
mad from that night at the Beverly-Hilton
—that night he obviously didn't remember
now. I spoke very little as we drove—say-
ing yes and no and uh-huh and huh-uh
to all his questions and nipping every
start at any conversation right in the bud.

Besides, I thought to myself, Why the
nice-act all of a sudden, Mr. Coe? I re-
member how you acted one night, not nice

at all. So why this energetic try at making
a good impression all of a sudden? Why
don't you just relax and act like your
natural self? Annoying as that is, at least

it's honest!

When we got to the restaurant—a little

diner just off the highway—I changed my
tactics a little. Suddenly seeing Barry sitting

there across the table from me, I remem-
bered him sitting at the hotel that night
with that girl. And her words—about my
being a common, ambitious glamour type

—

came flashing back to my mind.
Ohhhhh—as always, I got so mad when

I thought of those words. And now I really

felt like letting loose. I didn't know exactly
what to do. So I thought, I know, I'll act
just like that kind of girl now and see
how he likes it.

For the next ten minutes, I was terrible.

The ambitious act

I began to talk and I talked only about
myself. I bragged. I told Barry how I had
been such a clever young girl back in
Portland, Oregon, when I was little. And
how I'd learned to ice skate so young.
And how I'd been signed up by the Ship-
stad and Johnson Ice Follies people at
fifteen. And how I'd toured all this country
and Canada till I was seventeen. I didn't
mention that at seventeen I'd been in an
accident and broken my back and been
laid up for a year—with everyone won-
dering if I would ever be able to walk
again, let alone skate. No, I didn't say
anything about this, because it was sym-
pathy stuff and I didn't want any sympathy
now. I just wanted to be gay and glamor-
ous and ambitious sounding. Then I went
on to tell about how I'd falien into tele-
vision acting and then movies. I made it

sound so easy that it was ridiculous. And
I ended up by saying, "But of course, you

:

must have had it easy, too."

"Pretty easy, I guess," Barry said, shrug-
ging. "But—" And then he went on to tell

me a little about himself, about how he'd
always wanted to be an actor, ever since
he was a kid in Los Angeles, his birth-
place . . . about how he'd decided some-
where along the line that no, acting wasn't
for him, not after that school play fiasco,

how then he'd gone in for business admin-
istration courses and had actually gradu-
ated from UCLA with a diploma in that
subject a few years ago.
"What about that school play fiasco?" I

asked, surprised that Mr. Barry Coe
would admit to something in his life that
wasn't exactly great.

"Oh," Barry said, "I was given the ro-
mantic lead in a production of You Can't
Take It With You. I played Tony. And,
believe me, I wasn't a very good Tony.
And as a lover, I guess I stank. At least,

that's what one of the critics said."

He'd been looking down into his coffee

as he talked. And now he looked up. And
I could see that he hadn't said what he'd
just said so that I could say, "Oh, I'm sure
you were very good!" or some such thing.

I could see that he was just being very
nice and honest about something that had
obviously hurt him at the time and that
he was telling me this because . . . because
he kind of liked me . . . ?

I quickly gulped down the rest of my
coffee.

And as I did I noticed that Barry was
still looking at me—and I blushed.
"Hadn't we better get going?" I found

myself saying.
"Sure," Barry said.

And then I found myself getting up and
looking up and smiling into this face I'd

disliked so much for the past month.
And I wondered, Could I have been

wrong?
I still wasn't sure.

But I did begin wondering. . . .

Up at the lake

The rest of the drive to the lake was fun.

Barry talked, I talked, we turned on the
radio, we hummed along with the music,
we talked some more . . . and yes, it was
really fun.

But the best part came when we got

to the lake. I've always been partial to

fellows who've liked what I like—the great
outdoors I mean. I love Nature so much
I could fall in love with a tree. And here
was Barry now, showing me around this

beautiful lake. He told me how he'd lived

here one summer as a kid and all the



great things he'd done and how someday
he'd like to come back and build a tiny
cabin here. "A cabin with a tin roof," he
said, "so I can hear the real sound of rain
when it comes pouring down." And as he
talked and as we drove I found myself
liking him more and more and more. . . .

By the time the Modern Screen pho-
tographer showed up—about an hour and
a half later—the first miracle of the day
had happened. Barry and I were friends.
The next six or seven hours were a ball.

Just turn back to the pictures at the be-
ginning of my story and you can see for
yourself the great time we had—swim-
ming, water-skiing, ice-skating.
And when the photographer, more

pooped than we were, finally said, "Okay,
kids, I think that's it for today!"—I felt

suddenly very sad.

I found myself wishing Barry would
say something like, "How about it, Judi,
would you like to stick around for din-
ner?"

Well, he didn't ask me in quite that way.
In fact, he hemmed and hawed over it for
a while, as if he thought I might say no.

But, finally, I helped him along with the
invitation and said, "Why yes, that might
be nice."

Instead of going to a restaurant, Barry
suggested that we drive back into town,
buy a couple of steaks and fixin's and
bring them back to cook over an old,

abandoned stone fireplace in the woods.
I'm not exactly queen of the kitchen

at home. But there at Arrowhead, that
bit of cool green heaven on earth, I

turned out to be pretty good. At least,

the steaks didn't burn too badly, I mean.
And the beans heated up fairly well.
And the pineapple sliced nicely. And
to hear Barry rave after we were all

through, you'd have thought a caterer
from Romanoff's Restaurant had come

and prepared the meal especially for us.

And then lying back against that
big pine tree the way we did after we
were finished and looking up at the sky!
You'd have thought that we were back on
some gorgeous make-believe movie set

looking up at the most beautiful dusky-
blue prop ever painted to the order of some
high-paying producer who wanted things
right, just right.

Hesitantly, he took my hand in his. "Like
you," he whispered.

I wanted to say something back, right
away. But I couldn't think of a thing to

say except thank you, and how happy I

was right now—happy that the day had
turned out so wonderfully, happy that I

was where I was right now.
But before I even had a chance to say

a word, Barry bent over to kiss me.
Suddenly, I did say something. "No!"
I saw the hurt come into Barry's eyes,

but I tried to ignore that hurt.

And when he asked me why I'd said no,
I told him.
Suddenly, I told him about that first

night we'd met. I reminded him of that
night, of exactly what had happened when
I'd gone over to him to ask him to sign the
menu. I reminded him that he'd been
rude and that somehow the image of his
rudeness kept clinging to my mind—that I

couldn't help remembering it, but I did.

"That night. . .
." Barry said, remem-

bering now, too. "That night I was sick,

Judi. Believe me. During the premiere I

got an attack of something and by the time
I got to the hotel I had a fever—and to
get up from that chair . . . Well, all I wanted
to do when I got up was to go home, not
to go over and introduce myself to some
girl I didn't know and who I just didn't
feel like meeting. Believe me, Judi, I was
sick and—

"

"And," I interrupted him, "that remark

your date made as I was leaving the
table!" I gave him the details of the re-
mark, word for word. "Were you too sick

to laugh along with her after she'd talked
about me like that?" I asked.
"Laugh along with her?" Barry said. He

shook his head. "Judi," he said, "do you
know what I told her after that crack of

hers? Did you hear me say what I told
her that night?"

I didn't answer.
"I told her, Judi," Barry said, "that I

was embarrassed to hear a date of mine
talk like that, that I didn't ever want to

hear her talk like that again . . . As it

turned out, Judi, I never did hear her talk

like that again. Because I've never seen
her again, not since that night. Far as I

know, she's gone back to New York and
will never come back."

I've learned one thing in my life. I've

learned that I can tell when somebody is

telling the truth or lying.

I knew Barry was telling the truth.

I told him so.

And then I said nothing and waited to

see if he would kiss me again.

He did.

And then the second miracle of that
beautiful day happened. For then we fell

in love. . . .

I don't know how to end this story of

mine and Barry's.
I could tell you about the marvelous

times we've been having together ever
since that day at the lake. I could tell you
lots of marvelous things.

But there just isn't the space.
And so I guess maybe the best way to

end is to say—I hope it never ends. . . .

END

Watch for Judi Meredith in U-I's Wild
Heritage. Barry is in The Bravados for
20th.
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Please circle the box to the left of the one phrase which best answers each question:

1. I LIKE SAMMY DAVIS, JR.:

GO more than almost any star rj] a lot

GO fairly well GO very little GO not at all

GO am not very familiar with him

I READ: GO all of his story GO part GO none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: GO super-completely

GO completely GO fairly well GO very little

GO not at all

2. I LIKE LIZ TAYLOR:

GO more than almost any star GO a lot

GO fairly well GO very little GO not at all

GO am not very familiar with her

I READ: GO all of her story GO part GO none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: GO super-completely

GO completely GO fairly well GO very little

GO not at all

3. I LIKE ELVIS PRESLEY:

GO more than almost any star GO a lot

GO fairly well GO very little GO not at all

GO am not very familiar with him

I READ: GO all of his story GO part GO none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: GO super-completely

GO completely GO fairly well GO very little

GO not at all

4. I LIKE INGRID BERGMAN:

GO more than almost any star GO a lot

GO fairly well GO very little GO not at all

GO am not very familiar with her

I READ: GO all of her story GO part GO none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: GO super-completely

GO completely GO fairly well GO very little

GO not at all

5. I LIKE DEAN MARTIN:

GO more than almost any star GO a lot

GO fairly well GO very little GO not at all

GO am not very familiar with him

I READ: GO all of his story GO part GO none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: GO super-completely

GO completely GO fairly well GO very little

GO not at all

6. I LIKE MILLIE PERKINS:

GO more than almost any star GO a lot

GO fairly well GO very little GO not at all

GO am not very familiar with her

I READ: GO all of her story GO part GO none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: GO super-completely

GO completely GO fairly well GO very little

GO not at all

7. I LIKE JUDI MEREDITH:

GO more than almost any star GO a lot

GO fairly well GO very little GO not at all

GO am not very familiar with her

I LIKE BARRY COE:

GO more than almost any star GO a lot

GO fairly well GO very little GO not at all

GO am not very familiar with him

I READ: GO all of their story GO part GO none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: GO super-completely

GO completely GO fairly well GO very little

GO not at all

8. I LIKE KATHY NOLAN:

GO more than almost any star GO a lot

GO fairly well GO very little GO not at all

GO am not very familiar with her

I LIKE NICK ADAMS:

GO more than almost any star GO a lot

GO fairly well GO very little GO not at all

GO am not very familiar with him

I READ: GO all of their story GO part GO none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: GO super-completely

GO completely GO fairly well GO very little

GO not at all

(see other side)



the sammy davis, jr. story

(Continued from page 21) learned, in an
hour of shame and fear, just how very
much he had, after all, to be thankful
for. . . .

It is the story of Sammy Davis, Jr., and
of the town that suddenly seemed to re-
member that he was a Negro.

It was cool and brisk when Sammy
Davis, Jr. walked out of the Moulin
Rouge and into the late night air. His
last show had ended around two; it had
been a good audience and they kept him
coming back for more and more songs
until his tired throat just couldn't sing
another note.

He finally raised his hands in a happy,
weary gesture of good-bye. "Come back
tomorrow night," he told his audience and
they had laughed and given him a final
burst of applause before they began to
straggle home. Now, tired and content, he
was leaving, too—but not for home.
Dean Martin was giving a party at his

house, and Sammy had promised to be
there, no matter how late. For a moment,
breathing in the crisp fresh air, he thought
of not going—of taking a long walk home,
of getting some sleep for once. Then he
shrugged and grinned. Sleep could wait

—

his friends couldn't. Besides, the best tonic
for him had always been a good time with
nice people. It would relax him, refresh
him, take his mind off his troubles. For a
couple of hours he would laugh and talk
and forget to worry about the movie he had
just finished, Anna Lucasta . . . and the
one he wanted so desperately to make,
was going to talk to Sam Goldwyn about
tomorrow

—

Porgy and Bess. He'd forget
about his separation from his wife, about
the pressure of two shows nightly—he'd
simmer down and enjoy himself.

Happily, he drove through the deserted
streets to Dean's house.
The party was still in full swing when he

got there. Hollywood parties usually be-
gan late and ended early—early in the
morning. Now this party was getting to
that time when everyone in the room was
getting up to do something—sing, ham up
a dance, tell a few jokes. For most of them
it was the best part of a get-together, the
time when they did their stuff for the
hardest and best audience of all—show
people. A well-known comedian, a good
friend of Sammy's, had the floor when
Sammy walked in; he had already pulled
Gordon MacRae and Jimmy Durante up
to the front of the living room for a song;
and now he was launching into his own
act—jokes and patter and a quick ex-
change of friendly insults with the laugh-
ing audience. Sammy stood for a moment
at the entrance, getting his bearings. A
head turned, someone noticed him.

"Hi, Sammy!"
Instantly, other faces turned to him,

other voices called out. Up front the man
with the jokes broke off a word, glanced
over. Sammy put his finger to his lips,

nodded to his pals, and started to tiptoe
across the floor to Tony Curtis and Janet
Leigh.

"Black and White"

He was halfway there when the co-
median spoke up. "Sammy, shut up. I

don't like a performer to be on when he's
not on."

For an instant Sammy's jaw actually
dropped with surprise. Then he shut his
mouth firmly. Don't be an idiot, he told
himself. He's just doing his act. You're
being over-sensitive again, boy.

He went on picking his way across the
room. Tony had his hand stretched out in
greeting. Sammy reached out his own.

"Sammy, shut up!" There it was again.
This time he couldn't help himself. His

head jerked up. "I haven't said a word,"
he started to protest. But he didn't get the
words out. His friend's long arm had
reached out for him, pulled him up front.
For an insant he held Sammy there,
cheek to cheek. "Black and White," he
quipped—and waited for his laugh.

It didn't come.
In the silence, the dead, awful silence,

Sammy felt his heart turn over. From far
away somewhere a piece of his mind whis-
pered, Make it a joke. Make it a joke. . . .

He heard his own voice saying loudly,
"Say, when I leave, someone please send
for Mr. Lincoln." Dimly, he heard the
faint, embarrassed laugh from out front.

And then somehow, he was sitting down
again with Tony and people were talking
to him and an hour later Frank Sinatra
was telling him to sing: "You close the
show, Sammy. Nobody here has the guts
to follow a guy with your talent. . .

."

And so, of course, he was up front again,
singing this time, and smiling.

And all the while, his mind was whirl-
ing and a voice was repeating over and
over and over again: Why, why, why? I

thought he was a friend of mine. Why
did he do it? What does it mean? Are
they all thinking it behind their smiles,
that I'm black and they're white? After
all this time—is that what it comes down
to after all? They're white. I'm black. . . .

This voice went on whispering long
after Sammy had said good -night to Dean
and his wife. It whispered in his ear
through the long drive to his place in

Hollywood Hills; it kept him lying awake
through the grey dawn.
Was it possible? His friends—they had

to be his friends. After all the years they
had known each other, worked together,
eaten and partied and visited together. It

9. I LIKE RICKY NELSON:

QD more than almost any star QD a lot

QD fairly well UJ very little QD not at all

UJ am not very familiar with him

I READ: [TJ all of his story UJ part QD none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: UJ super-completely

UJ completely UJ fairly well UJ very little

UJ not at all

10. I LIKE KIM NOVAK:

QD more than almost any star UJ a lot

QD fairly well UJ very little UJ not at all

UJ am not very familiar with her

I READ: UJ all of her story UJ part QD none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: UJ super-completely

incompletely QD fairly well UJ very little

QD not at all

11. I LIKE JOHNNY SAXON:

QD more than almost any star QD a lot

QD fairly well tU very little QD not at all

UJ am not very familiar with him

I READ: UJ all of his story QD part QD none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: UJ super-completely

QD completely QD fairly well UJ very little

UJ not at all

12. I LIKE NATALIE WOOD:

UJ more than almost any star QD a lot

QD fairly well UJ very little QD not at all

UJ am not very familiar with her

I LIKE ROBERT WAGNER:

QD more than almost any star QD a lot

QD fairly well QD very little QD not at all

UJ am not very familiar with him

I READ: UJ all of their story QD part QD none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: UJ super-completely

UJ completely QD fairly well UJ very little

UJ not at all

13. I LIKE GIA SCALA:

QD more than almost any star QD a lot

QD fairly well UJ very little QD not at all

UJ am not very familiar with her

I READ: UJ all of her story QD part QD none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: QD super-completely

QD completely QD fairly well UJ very little

UJ not at all

14. I LIKE TOMMY SANDS:

UJ more than almost any star UJ a lot

QD fairly well QD very little QD not at all

UJam not very familiar with him

I READ: UJ all of his story QD part QD none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: QD super-completely

QD completely QD fairly well QD very little

QDnot at all

IS. The stars I most want to read about are:

(1)
MALE

(2)
MALE

(3)
MALE

AGE NAME

ADDRESS

CITY

(1) .

(2) .

(3) .

ZONE . STATE
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couldn't have been all a lie. And yet. . . .

And yet—he had thought this comedian
and his wife were his friends, too.

His pal Franlcie

The sun came up over the hills. Bleary-
eyed, unable to sleep, Sammy got up and
put on a robe. He had to remember. He
had to know. . . .

And of course, the first guy who came
to mind—was Frankie.
Frank Sinatra! Even through his fear,

Sammy smiled remembering the first time
he met 'The Voice.' That was in 1941.

Frankie was with the Tommy Dorsey band;
Sammy was part of a vaudeville act that
played the same bill. Frankie was skinny
even then, and getting skinnier. Sammy
used to sit in his dressing room night after
night and mutter, "I've got to try it on my

j

own. I've got a beautiful wife; we're going
to have a baby. I've got to make it. I feel

it. I've got to try. . .
."

That was in '41. The only way Sammy
Davis could get near Frank Sinatra was
by bucking the mile-long lines to get into
the Paramount Theater. Frankie had made
it, all right. Then the Army gave a whistle,
and for a few years Sammy had more to do
than stand on movie lines. In 1945 he got
out and the first place he and a buddy
headed for was the Hollywood Canteen.
Like a couple of teenagers, they hung
around waiting for a glimpse of the movie

! stars, even wearing their uniforms an extra

I

couple of weeks. Man, that was the life.

One night some guy let them into the
Hit Parade show even though they didn't
have tickets. They sat in the sponsor's
booth, and all the way through Sammy
made a dope of himself, nudging people
and pointing to Sinatra. "I know him.
Sure. I worked with him once. He wouldn't

|

remember, but—

"

At the end of the broadcast, his buddy
;

wanted to take off. Sammy hung back,
watching Frankie sign autographs, joke
with the kids. "Come on," his buddy
pleaded. "He won't know you. What are
you waiting for? Look who he is!"

Maybe it was the sound of his voice that
caught Frankie's ear. He turned around
and took off his sun glasses and looked
Sammy right in the face.

"I know you," The Voice said slowly,
"don't I?"
Sammy was shaking with excitement.

"Yeah. We—we worked together once."
Frank nodded. "Sure. You look familiar

to me, Charlie. . .
."

"No—my name—my name is Sammy."
Frank shook his head. "I hate the

name Sammy. I'll call you Charlie."
After that, twice a week there were a

pair of tickets at the box office for 'Charlie'.

And after the show there would be a
I phone call from Frank. "How's everything

going? You like the show? You want to

I

come to rehearsal? There are some people
I'd like you to say hi to. . .

."

He never said a word about helping
Sammy get back into show business. He
didn't have to say anything. He saw to it

that he met everybody who might possibly
be interested in a guy who could do
impersonations and dance and sing up a
storm. He took Sammy with him to
Humphrey Bogart's house and Judy Gar-
land's place—everywhere. Through the
lean years he was always there with a good

I word and a big laugh and a sawbuck if a
guy ran a little short of luxuries like food.
And when Sammy lost his eye, Frank

had been there then too, with more than
sympathy—he'd swept Sammy out of the
hospital and off to Palm Springs to re-

I

cuperate. He'd picked up the bill all right

—

that was a kindness for which Sammy had
]

long since paid him back. But the bigger

|

kindnesses—the companionship, the com-
i fort, the hope he held out when life

seemed impossible—those were the debts

iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiim^

HE'S JUST

J

AN AMERICAN, I

! THAT'S ALL

When George Nader went to London to film Nowhere To Go, he j
knew that life there would be quite different from America. He was

prepared for fog, formality, cockney accents, and tea instead of I

coffee. And an English friend had forewarned him, "You may have j
trouble understanding us. If so, just remember that we're a nation

|
of characters, that's all." I

In the huge, spread-out city, the trip from his apartment to the

studio took two hours. "At least it was supposed to take two hours," |
George says, grinning. "But my driver made it every day in just under |
an hour and forty-five minutes. And never once dented a fender."

One late afternoon a real pea-soup fog rolled in. "You'd better

stay out here tonight, George," the studio brass told him. "Can't take |
a chance on your having an accident . . . not when you're in every

scene. We'll make a reservation for you at the local golf club." |
When the car finally got through the fog to the Club there wasn't a

light to be seen. The driver said, "Well, mate
—

'ere we are."

George barely had time to make out a huge heavy door before the

car lights faded away. "I stood wondering for a minute," says he,

"and then I knocked. No answer. I knocked again. Same thing. |
Finally I tried the handle—it worked and the door swung open. |
"There were lofty beamed ceilings, a huge fireplace, a great stair- |

case rising into the gloom, candle-light gleaming softly and reflecting |
in polished brass and copper, and the whole thing crawling with

elaborately carved oak—like an old Boris Karloff movie." j
George looked around and listened. There was no sound. He

cleared his throat and said, "Uh—hello there." But no one answered.

George started hunting for a door. Finally, just as he'd begun

to give up hope, he saw a small brass ring in the oaken paneling.

He grabbed it and pulled. Nothing happened. He pushed. Still

nothing. Then he twisted the brass ring and heaved his shoulder

against it. A door opened suddenly onto a room full of people.

"I was off balance," says George, "and so I went hurtling in. I

landed in a heap. And the conversation stopped abruptly while about

twenty-five well-dressed ladies and gentlemen paused to regard me with

interest as I sat there on the polished floor."

The porter dusted George off. Then a tall woman with high-piled

gray hair said, "Why, it's Mr. Nader! Oh, dear—we'd given you up for

lost. Michael, get Mr. Nader's luggage and show him his rooms."

George mumbled that he didn't have any luggage. There was an

awkward pause. Then the tall lady came to his rescue again.

"But of course not," she said brightly. "And it's perfectly all right."

As George left, an old gentleman by the fire put an ear trumpet to

his ear and said irritably, "I know he's in the cinema, but why does

he have to act like that?"

And his wife leaned forward to shout, "Dear—he's an American!"

"Apparently," George chuckles, "that explained everything."

Look for George in U-I's Appointment With A Shadow.

^j||||||||||||l!IIIIIIIIIH
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a man was proud to owe all his life to his

friend.

No, Frankie couldn't be prejudiced any-
where in his heart. He couldn't.

His pal Tony

There had been Tony Curtis, too. There
was a guy who had to like Sammy all the
way. He had to. Why, Sammy had been
one of the first to hear about Janet when
Tony was dating her. He could still re-

member the look on Tony's face when he
drove up to Sammy's place one night in

the used Buick convertible he was buying
with his first movie checks. He'd babbled
all night in that Bronx accent he hadn't
gotten rid of yet: "Man I've been dating
a chick that is the most wonderful girl in

the world. I've been dating her too
much, because I don't make enough
money to marry, you know? But she is

everything. I'm young, Sammy, and just

starting, and everyone says I shouldn't
marry. So I won't. But man, she is

—

"

And so on, right up to the night he eloped
with Janet despite his age and his money
troubles.

A guy wouldn't talk to you about the
woman he loved unless he really dug you,
would he? He wouldn't confide in you
when all the time in his heart he thought
you were dirt. . . .

But, then—last night . . . Sammy shook
his head miserably. If only there were
some way to know why that had happened
to him. Why, he'd never had anything but
the most courteous, the most generous
treatment in the world before an audience.
Like, for instance, his opening night at

Ciro's—the first time he had stepped into

a spotlight with a patch over his eye and
deathly fear in his heart. Would they hold
still for him, a one-eyed colored man who
had just barely begun to make a name for

himself? Would the patch distract them so

they wouldn't listen, wouldn't give him a
chance? He was trembling with nerves; his

face glistened with sweat as he walked out
on stage.

And then—and then they had cheered.
That whole roomful of people had stood
up and cheered him till their voices were
hoarse and their affection and admiration
had seemed to enfold him in a pair of

loving arms. His cheeks had been wet
with something other than perspiration
when the shouting finally died down and
he began to sing.

His pal Jerry

And that wasn't all, either. When he
began to tire toward the end because of

the excitement and the singing and the
weakness he still had from the long weeks
in the hospital, when his breath began to

run out—Jerry Lewis had come climbing
up over chairs and feet to join him on
stage, to clown like nobody else in the
world could do, to kibitz around to the
delight of the audience till Sammy could
get his wind again. The next day Jerry was
fined $500 for it by the entertainers' union,
AGVA—it was against regulations for an
artist to appear, unpaid, like that. So what
happened? The night after, he came back
again and did it all over. It cost him a

thousand dollars to do a favor for a friend

—and he did it with an open, loving heart.

Oh, there had been so many who had
befriended him. Jack Benny, who used to

buttonhole producers and talk to them
about Sammy. Elvis Presley whom Sammy
scarcely knew—he'd been thoughtful and
interested when Sammy asked him how it

was to work the South. "People are just

people anywhere," Elvis had said. "You've
got good guys and bad guys all over. Me

—

I've got every record you've ever made,
Sammy." He'd invited Sammy over to the
set of King Creole, and Sammy'd brought
his kid sister Sandy along to watch. El

82 had been marvelous. He'd come over to be

introduced and then, worn out as he was
from shooting a hard scene, he'd gone into

his act for ten minutes just to give Sandy
a thrill. And did she swoon! Man, Sammy'd
been wondering how to tell Elvis that
Sandy didn't really dig him so much—she
went for Pat Boone. But when El was
done, he didn't have to. Sandy was stand-
ing there with her mouth open and her
feet glued to the floor. The next day she
went out and bought half a dozen Presley
records.
Yeah, Elvis had been great. And him a

southern boy, too.

Slowly, Sammy got up from his chair
and wandered about. This house—this

wonderful house in a canyon, jutting its

three stories out over the view—no one
had tried to talk him out of buying this

house. No one had told him a colored
man couldn't live in a house Judy Gar-
land and Sid Luft had once owned.
Everyone had helped him find it and
furnish it, and they were all thrilled to

pieces when his father decided to build
right next door.

Anyway, they said they were glad. . . .

Debbie Reynolds had said it with even
more fervor than the rest. "Maybe your

Did you know that

PAT BOONE
has two 'sons'?

u see the actual pictures

read the whole

never-before-revealed

story in the

December issue of

MODERN SCREEN
on sale November 6

dad," she had added, "will be a sobering
influence on you, Sammy. Make you put
an end to those weekly poker games. . .

."

Sammy had shaken his head, laughing.

"Why blame me? I didn't start this jazz."

"No," Debbie had admitted, "but the

games are at your place after all. Eddie
doesn't get home from them till three, four

in the morning. I'm glad he has fun and
all that—but when does a girl get to see

her guy?"

Those poker games

She had had a point, Sammy had to con-
cede. Tony Curtis' wife had objected, too.

And Dean Martin's. He and Frankie were
the only ones who didn't have to fight any-
body over it. But in the end it was Sammy
who called a halt, not because of the ladies,

but because what had started out as a
dollar game had suddenly sky-rocketed
into big money. Sammy himself had
dropped $2,500 one night and won $4,000

another. If anything, it made him feel

worse to take that kind of dough from a

pal than to drop a wad of his own. So the

poker games were no more.

But had it really been because they
just didn't want to play with him at his

place? Had all his friends suddenly re-

membered that he was a Negro? And
that they didn't like Negroes?

It was too late to go to bed now. In
another hour or so he'd have to start

getting ready for his appointment.
Four hours later, a trim secretary

opened a door, and Sammy walked into
j

Mr. Goldwyn's office. What he expected,
he didn't know.
And then, from behind a huge desk, a

man was advancing to greet him. A hand
was thrust into his and a voice was

\\

saying:
"So this is Sammy Davis, Jr. The richest

man in all of Hollywood. . .
."

For a moment he thought he hadn't
heard right. He cleared his throat. "Oh—
no, no, I'm afraid not," he mumbled.
"Most everything I make goes right off to

Uncle Sam for taxes. . . Why, I'm just
buying my first home. . .

."

But Sam Goldwyn only shook his head I

and laughed. "No, Mr. Davis. I didn't I

mean money." He walked away, turned
back. "Mr. Davis, a man like you doesn't !

need money. You have something more
important. You have friends."
He sat down behind his desk. "I've been

in this business a long time. But I have
never known anyone to have as many
friends as you—real friends, people who
cared. From the minute I announced that
I was producing Porgy and Bess, my phone
hasn't stopped ringing. If I haven't had
fifty calls telling me that you are the
greatest talent in the country, the perfect

!

person for Sportin' Life—then I haven't
had one."

The richest man
Sam Goldwyn shook his head. "I never ,

heard anything like it. Frank Sinatra.
Jack Benny. Mary Benny cornering me
at parties. Jeff Chandler. People I hardly
knew, even. Incredible." He sighed. He i

grinned. "If all Hollywood is calling to
j

tell me you should have the part—who am
I to say no?"
And across the desk, into Sammy's hand,

he pressed the contract.
Half an hour later, Sammy Davis, Jr.

walked out into the sunny Los Angeles
day. It was, he told people later, the
happiest moment of his life. They nodded
and clapped him on the back and told i

him how glad they were.
But they didn't know the half of it.

For again, Sammy's head rode high. He
had more than the contract, more than

j

the coveted role.

He had his friends back in his heart.

And it suddenly seemed so plain—and
so foolish, his night of anguish. So his

'friend' the comic had made a crack. All 1

right—the comic was famous for his oc-
casional lapses from good taste. Everyone
knew it—why had he, Sammy, forgotten
it? It didn't mean anything—not a thing. It

didn't even mean anything about his

friend's heart, his true feelings—except
maybe that he considered Sammy a good
enough friend to take it, understand it

—

and forgive.

And he could. Indeed, he could. Out of

the riches of his life, out of the wealth of

love and friendship on which he could
draw, out of the warmth given and re-
turned honestly all these years between
him and his friends—from that deep
source, he could take understanding and
compassion.
Yes, it was so plain. For years he had

told Negro friends, "I have found no
|

discrimination in Hollywood." And they,
out of their many rebuffs and disappoint-
ments, had answered: "Wait and see."

Well, he had waited. He had seen. He
had seen that his friends had come through
for him even when he didn't know he
needed them. He had seen that a fearful

night like last night was never to come
again.
He had seen, indeed, that he was the

richest man in Hollywood. Maybe in the
world.

Sammy xoill be in United Artists' Anna i<

Lucasta.



your touch can tell the difference
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Scratchy, Wash-Hardened Towels

Sta-Pt/f restores fluffy softness

to all wash-hardened fabrics!

Here is dramatic proof of the wonderful surprise in store

for you, when you rinse your wash in Sta-Puf! The two stacks

of towels shown—the same number in each stack—were washed
in the same water. But—the towels on the right were rinsed in

Sta-Puf Rinse. See how they've almost doubled in thickness!

See how much softer and fluffier they are!

With Sta-Puf, ordinary woolen sweaters feel like cashmere.

Baby's diapers, blankets, shirts, lose all their irritating

scratchiness. Much of your flatwork dries wrinkle-free,

requires little or no ironing! Don't forget to add Sta-Puf to

your very next wash. Get Sta-Puf today at your grocer's.

A. E. STALEY MFG. CO., Decatur, III.

Sia-Puf ends scratchy

stiffness , one of the
causes of diaper rash.

All textured fabrics

gain new deep-piled
softness, a luxury feel.
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DREAM SLO FACE
POWDER in color-true,

soft-focus shades, 19c, 35c

DREAM GLO LIQUID
MAKE-UP for a flawless,

natural look, 394, 594

DREAM STUFF COMPACT
MAKE-UP powder and
foundation in one, 39C, 59c

DREAM GLO CREAM
MAKE-UP for a satiny-

smooth complexion, 4-3c

DREAM KISS LIPSTICK
luscious shades,
24-hour cling, 33C, 59c

WOODBURY DREAM MAKE-UP
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"Youl can always tell a HALO girl

Her hair has that look-again look

You can always tell a Halo Girl,

You can tell by the shine of her hair.

The magic glow of a Halo Girl,

Goes with her everywhere.

The magic of Halo shampoo is pure and simple. Halo's modern
cleansing ingredient is the mildest possible . . . the purest possible.

He'll love the satiny shine Halo's rich, rich

brightening-and-smoothing lather brings to your hair.

Get that look-again look, today— with pure, sparkling Halo.

HALO glorifies as it cleans
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I MADE SWEET MUSIC IN MY NEW MAIDENFORM* BRA!
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Loo/s for this package

^sweet music* *

The bra that was born to be worn
with the new "Empire Look"!

Sweetest bra this side of heaven ... new Sweet

Music by Maidenform! Specially stitched

cups with figure-shaping under-cups bring

out curves you never knew you had. Em-

broidered bands outline the cups ... an elas-

tic band under the cups makes this bra fit

like a custom-made. You try it! 2.50

Price slightly higher in Canada

And ask for a matdenfbrm*
girdle, too! OS

COSTUME BY A LA CARTE

#R EG . U.S. PAT. OFF, © 1958 MAIDEN FORM BRASSIERE CO., INC, NEW YORK IG, N .Y,



Color your Hair
IT'S QUICK! IT'S EASY!

NESTLE COLORINSrW
Glorifies your natural hair shade with
glamorous color-highlights and silken
sheen. Removes dulling soap film.

Quickly rinses in — shampoos out!
In 12 exciting shades. 29*

NESTLE COLORTINT
~

Intensifies your natural hair shade
OR adds thrilling NEW color.
Blends-in gray. More than a rinse but
not a permanent dye. Lasts through 3
shampoos! 10 beautiful shades. 35?:

COLORS YOUR HAIR
WITHOUT BLEACHING or DYEING

DECEMBER, 1958 AMERICA'S GREATEST MOVIE MAGAZINE

modern
STORIES

Tab Hunter 13 My Search For Christmas
by Tab Hunter as told to George Christy

Liz-Debbie-Eddie 31 Debbie Pleads: "Don't Hurt Eddie"

34 What My Faith Means To Me

Sophio Loren 36

41

The "Sinners"

Headin' For A Weddin'?

Diane Jergens

—

Peter Brown

Jean Seberg

42

43

The Diane Jergens—Peter Brown Wedding

The Jean Seberg Wedding

Gene Tierney 44 Gene Tierney Comes Home by Doug Brewer

Pat Boone 46 Meet Your New Sons

Brigitte Bardot 50 Bad Girl Finds Love! by Eloise la Nouvelle

Janet Leigh

—

Tony Curtis

Jimtnie Rodgers

54

-56

A Miracle Saved Our Baby by Helen Weller

The Night I Almost Committed Murder
by Jimmie Rodgers

Diane Varsi 58 Who Can I Run To?

FEATURES

Mary Ure

—

Peter Finch

Kirk Douglas

DEPARTMENTS

Louella Parsons

10 The Scene That Wasn't Shot

12 Mrs. Kirk Douglas Reveals

15 Good News From Hollywood

4 The Inside Story

6 New Movies

23 December Birthdays

24 Modern Screen Fashions and Beauty

75 $150 For You
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t's the boisterous production

of the bold, blushing Broadway

play about ! sex i

in the

6*^ suburbs
t

'Hear Doris Day sing:

"Have Lips, Will Kiss

In The Tunnel Of Love"

"Skedaddle, Skidoo"

M-G-M presents A JOSEPH FIELDS PRODUCTION Starring

DORIS DAY • RICHARD WIDMARK
The bride who wanted a little one! The husband who wanted a little fun!

6

co,™ GIG YODNG • GIA SCALA • vwih ELISABETH FRASER • ELIZABETH WILSON • screen piaybv JOSEPH FIELDS

fiom the Stage Play by Joseph Fields and Peter De

felet De Vrfes Pfesented On the Stage by The Theatre Guild In CinemaScope * Directed by GENE KELLY • Produced by JOSEPH FIELDS And

Songs available on Columbia Records



FRESHNESS
yours...from 9 to 5

...and after 5!

Freshness begins with internal

daintiness . . . and internal dainti-

ness begins with new mild "Lysol"

in your douche

!

For "Lysol" brand disinfectant

ends embarrassing odor—by killing

odor-causing germs!

Yet "Lysol" is gentle. Can't harm

you. Leaves you fresh and sweet

inside! Try it.

Does a better job than any home-

style douche including vinegar!

For free booklet on

doctor-approved meth-

ods of douching (sent

in plain envelope),

write to: "Lysol,"

Bloomfield,N.J.,Dept.

DM-1258.

BRAND DISINFECTANT

A Lehn & Fink Product Also available in Canada

Want the real truth? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen,
Box 515, Times Square P.O., N.Y. 36, N.Y. The most interesting

letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies.

Q Is Elvis Presley secretly married?
—S.B., Newark, NJ.

A // he is, it's really a secret.

9 Wasn't Tab Hunter supposed to be
in Darby's Rangers?

—B.A., Louisville, Ky.
A Tab was originally signed for the

role but changed his mind. James Gar-
ner took over instead.

9 What will Clark Gable's next pic-

ture be?
—R.B., Akron, N.Y.

A But Not For Me for Paramount.

9 What is Kathryn Grayson's real

name?
—H.U., Keene, N.H.

A Zelma Hedrik.

9 Does Debbie Reynolds drink?

—G.L., Indianapolis, Ind.

A Coffee and tea, sometimes water.

9 Is Louis Jourdan married?
—S.M., Houston, Texas

A He was married in 1944 to Bertha

Frederique.

9 Is Ray Danton married? Does he

have any children?

—A.S., Malden, Mass.

A Ray married Julie Adams in 1955,

and they have one child.

9 We hear so little of Richard Wid-
mark. What does he do in his spare

time ?

—R.C., Lisbon, Iowa
A He spends most of it with his wife

Jean and their child.

9 Has Richard Long, Susan Ball's

widower, remarried?

—G.L., Waterford, Conn.

A After Susan's death, Richard mar-

ried Mara Corday in 1957.

9 How old is Hugh O'Brian and do

you think he will ever marry Nancy
ijinatra ?

—B.S., New York, N.Y.

A Hugh is 33 years old. He's been dat-

ing Nancy and there's always a possi-

bility of marriage.

9 Did Marilyn Monroe make some

recordings for RCA?
—D.H., Jamaica, Iowa

A She made one recording called There's

No Business Like Show Business.

9 In what years were Ozzie Nelson

and Harriet Hilliard born?

—J.D., Chicago, III.

A They were both bom in 1907, Ozzie

on March 20 and Harriet on July IS.

9 How long have Janet Leigh and
Tony Curtis been married?

—D.C., Tallahassee, Fla.

A Since 1951.

9 What has happened to Valli who
starred in The Miracle Of The Bells?

—L.S., Rome, Georgia
A She lives in Italy and is a popular
star there. Her latest picture is This
Angry Age with Tony Perkins.

9, What is Liz Taylor's real name?
When was she born and where?

—C.Y., Chickasha, Okla.
A Elizabeth Rosemond Taylor. She was
born on February 27, 1932, in England
while her parents were in Europe buy-
ing pictures for their art gallery in New
York.

9 Did Elvis Presley ever make any
movies other than King Creole?

—M.S., New Castle, Delaware
A Loving You, Jailhouse Rock and
Love Me Tender.

9 What movies has Lizbeth Scott

made lately?

—R.A., Philadelphia, Pa.

A Her last film was Loving You in

1957.

9 Which actresses have been married

only once and are still married?
—D.W., Chicago, III.

A Lucille Ball, Marge Champion,
Jeanne Crain, Irene Dunne, Betty

Garrett, Gina Lollobrigida, Virginia

Mayo, Dorothy McGuire, The/ma Hit-

ter, Jane Russell, Rosalind Russell,

Gale Storm—and many others.

9 Has Montgomery Clift ever been

married ?

—F.M.V., Trinidad, Colo.

A No.

9 Could you please tell me if Jerry

Lee Lewis wears a wig or not?

—K.J., St. Petersburg, Fla.

A He doesn't.

9 Is Dick Clark going to make any

movies ?

—L.M., Imperial Beach, Calif.

A Not in the near future.

9 Whatever happened to the once pop-

ular Veronica Lake?
—B.M., Elgin, III.

A She acted in summer stock theater

this summer on the East Coast. There

are no immediate plans for her to make
a movie.



Now the performance and the story that have

made this the most discussed motion picture this year!
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PERIODIC PAIN
Midol acts three ways to bring

relief from menstrual suffering.

It relieves cramps, eases head-

ache and it chases the "blues".

Sally now takes Midol at the j^ first sign of menstrual distress.

r "WHAT WOMEN WANT TO KNOW"
a 24-page book explaining menstruation

is yours, FREE. Write Dep't F128, Box 280,
New York 18, N. Y. (Sent in plain wrapper).

WORTH
SEEING

THIS
MONTH

NEW MOVIES

FOR SPECTACLE
The Barbarian and The Geisha
The Inn of the Sixth Happiness

FOR DRAMA
Separate Tables
In Love and War

FOR MUSIC
Damn Yankees

FOR LAUGHS
The Tunnel of Love

FOR HORSEPLAY
Born Reckless

Ingrid Bergman (right) becomes indispensable to Robert Donat (left), and Curt Jur-
gens, an Eurasian officer in the Chinese army, in The Inn of the Sixth Happiness.

THE INN OF THE SIXTH HAPPINESS
Ingrid Bergman

D 7 . . Curt JurgensBergman plays missionary Robert Donat
Athene Seyler
Michael David

Ingrid is a servant girl who has a burning
desire to work as a missionary in China. Any-
one can tell her she's unqualified. So she hoards
her small salary and buys a ticket on the

Trans-Siberian Railway—and almost winds up
in a labor camp. Finally she arrives at the

remote mountain town of Wancheng. This

'foreign devil' soon becomes indispensable to

the Mandarin (Robert Donat) who has tested

her by making her his Foot Inspector

—

she has to enforce a new law which forbids

the binding of little girls' feet. She also be-

comes indispensable romantically—to Curt

Jurgens, an Eurasian officer in the Chinese

army. Ingrid is no mere do-gooder; she loves

China and its people and becomes a citizen.

Breathtaking mountain scenery, vivid and
shocking scenes of civilian bombing, heart-

warming incidents inspired by Ingrid's in-

domitable courage—go to make The Inn some-
thing to remember.

—

Cinemascope, 20th-Fox.

THE BARBARIAN AND THE GEISHA
John Wayne

T _ Eiko Ando
spectacle in Japan Sam Jaffe

So Yamamura
Kohichi Umino

For sheer spectacle alone this is an outstand-

ing film. The setting is the empire of Japan in

18S6, untouched by Western influence. Here

—

in color and filmed in Japan—the costumes,

the pageantry and the emotional atmosphere

are brilliantly recreated. Townsend Harris

(John Wayne) sails into the small port of

Shimoda as United States Consul General to

Japan, but Governor So Yamamura forbids

him to land ; he does not recognize the treaty

between the countries. John Wayne insists on
recognition and is reluctantly given a house.

But he and his interpreter, Sam Jaffe, are either

harrassed or ignored by the superstitious popu-
lation who hate and fear foreigners. In order

to learn more about his enemy, Yamamura
provides Wayne with a beautiful geisha girl,

Eiko Ando, who is supposed to spy on him
but becomes enchanted instead. Wayne be-

comes a sort of hero to the villagers when he

stops a fierce cholera epidemic, and they escort

him in an elaborate procession to the capital

where he can advance his country's cause to

the shogun. The colorful incidents are unfor-

gettable. More than history, more than a love

story, the film is a gorgeous documentary of

an exotic land.

—

Cinemascope, 20th-Fox.

THE TUNNEL OF LOVE

and baby makes three!

Richard Widmark
Doris Day
Gig Young
Gia Scala

Elizabeth Fraser

There's just no justice in the world. Take
a man like Gig Young ; he plays fast and loose

with the ladies but still manages to keep his

wife happily supplied with offspring. Then
take commercial artist Richard Widmark who
is a model mate. He and his wife Doris Day
want a child. But (Continued on page 8)



Co-starring

MARIE McDONALD -SESSUE HAYAKAWA
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the magic witchery of Paris

everytime you puff

on your powder!

FACE POWDER & EAU DE TOILETTI

regular 2.25 value

Thrill to this fabulous new face powder

that clings and clings every second it tan-

talizes with the lingering fragrance of Eve-

ning in Paris. You never had a face powder

so light, so deliciously fragrant, so long

lasting. Hurry! Get this first-time spe-

cial today and be very special tonight.

CREATED IN PARIS. MADE BY BOURJOIS IN U.S.A.

new movies

{Continued from page 6) when an adoption

agency sends Gia Scala over to see how de-

serving they are, Widmark is discovered

with a bottle of whiskey in one hand

—

he's been mourning his fate—and a towel

wrapped around his midriff—he's been using

his trousers to swat at the mice. Gia is not

impressed. Doris is furious. Widmark is driven

into one mad romantic fling. The results bring

a baby into the house. Whose baby? That's

the question upon which the film revolves.

—MGM.

BORN RECKLESS

Mamie's in the saddle

Mamie Van Doren
Jeff Richards

Arthur Hunnicutt
Carol Ohmart
Nacho Galindo

Mamie Van Doren is a trick rodeo rider but

every time she dismounts some wise guy leers

at her, and every time she sings a song some
wise guy grabs her for a finale. It was awful

until Jeff Richards came along to protect her.

Jeff's an all around rodeo champ and the

women adore him. "Be careful," his buddy
Arthur Hunnicutt warns Mamie, "Jeff loves

'em and leaves 'em." But Mamie thinks

—

Isn't

Jeff dreaming about owning a ranch, and won't

he need a wife and family? Jeff dreams big,

but all his prize money flows through his

fingers. And one day, just before a big rodeo,

a divorcee named Carol Ohmart lures him into

her convertible—and away they go. How does

Mamie solve that problem? See it and find

out.

—

Warners.

SEPARATE TABLES

trouble in a small hotel

Burt Lancaster
Rita Hayworth
Deborah Kerr
David Niven
Wendy Hiller

The scene is one of those English hotels in

a seaside town whose permanent residents have

more or less retired from life. You can pick

them out in the dining room—the former

major (David Niven) who maintains a jaunty

military air; the proud dowager (Gladys

Cooper) and her frightened rabbit of a daugh-

ter (Deborah Kerr) who has never grown up;

the wistful ex-schoolteacher (Felix Aylmer)

;

the typical maiden ladies. A spark of out-

rageous life is supplied by medical student Rod
Taylor and his liberal-minded sweetheart

Audrey Dalton. An undercurrent of excite-

ment is provided by American Burt Lancaster

who is a writer, drinks too much and suffers

from some hurt in his past. Over them all

presides hotelkeeper Wendy Hiller—efficient,

kindly, strong—who's in love with Lancaster.

Scandal strikes the hotel when it is learned

that David Niven had a run-in with the

police for annoying a few women in a

movie theatre, and that he never really was

a major. The scandal's enough to ruin him

and to destroy Deborah who, pathetically,

loves him. And what happens when Rita

Hayworth arrives at the hotel? A worldly,

still stunning ex-model—she's also Burt's ex-

wife, and wants him back. Life gets pretty

lively at this establishment. It is an unusual

drama—mature and exciting.—U.A.

IN LOVE AND WAR
drama of three Marines

Robert Wagner
Dana Wynter

Jeffrey Hunter
Hope Lange

Bradford Dillman

When the Marines land on Japanese-held

islands in the Pacific there are three very dif-

ferent kinds of American heroes among them.

One is Sergeant Jeffrey Hunter who comes

from a family of Greek fishermen and can take

anything life has to offer; that includes war

—

and love. Back home, he loved Hope Lange

and didn't hesitate to marry her even though

she was a little embarrassed at having become

pregnant first. Another is scholarly Bradford

Dillman, whose father is very rich and enraged

at Brad's insistence on being where the fight-

ing is. Dillman's girl, socialite Dana Wynter,

has lots of principles but can't find them be-

cause she's usually drunk at her parties. And
then there's cowardly, frightened Robert Wag-
ner, of a poor Irish family. What war does

to these three buddies makes a very absorbing

film. The big cast includes France Nuyen,

Murvyn Vye and Sheree North.

—

Cinema-

scope, 20th-Fox.

DAMN YANKEES

baseball goes jazzy

Tab Hunter
Gwen Verdon
Ray Walston
Russ Brown
Rae Allen

Half the husbands in America—that's a

modest estimate—are glued to their tv sets

during the baseball season. One middle-aged

husband (Robert Shafer) is so upset by what

he sees that he's willing to sell his soul for a

long ball hitter on the Washington Senators.

No sooner overheard, than the Devil (Ray

Walston) appears to make a deal. He takes

Shafer's soul and turns him into Tab Hunter,

the greatest baseball player in history. The

Devil's such a baseball fan that he foolishly

grants Shafer an escape clause, effective at the

end of the season. Tab Hunter is absolutely

sensational. Because of him it looks as if the

Washington Senators will even win the pen-

nant. But who is Tab Hunter, wonders news-

paper gal Rae Allen. There's something fishy

about him ! She makes enough trouble for Tab

to have him hauled before the Baseball Com-
mission. But he has other worries, too.

Namely Lola. Lola is a 179-year-old hag

whom the Devil has transformed into a siren.

Her orders are to make Tab fall so hard that

he won't want to exercise his escape clause.

As Lola, Gwen Verdon sings and dances the

numbers that made her famous on Broadway.

It's delightful.

—

Technicolor, Warners.

RECOMMENDED MOVIES NOW PLAYING:

THE RELUCTANT DEBUTANT (MGM): Rex
Harrison and Kay Kendall are trying to catch

a husband for their daughter Sandra Dee, who isn't

too happy with their choices. She prefers drummer

John Saxon whose reputation isn't quite what London

society considers acceptable. But Sandra is deter-

mined to get her man—not just any old man—and

the struggle is a fabulously funny one.

ME AND THE COLONEL (Columbia): When the

Germans invade Paris, Danny Kaye wants to flee

—

real quick—because he is a Jew. Curt Jurgens, a

Polish Colonel, wants to leave also. But the problem

is that Danny's got the only car in Paris. So Curt

agrees to drive Danny out of Paris, to safety. But

once in the car and behind the wheel, Curt drives

toward German lines in order to rescue his sweetheart,

Nicole Maury. A mad mixup follows, including a

love triangle and capture by the Nazis.

THE RESTLESS YEARS (U-I) : When a gossipy

town starts spreading vicious rumors, Sandra Dee

finds herself the object. She's got no friends until

John Saxon comes along. He befriends her and

together they land the leads in the school play.

Things are fine until jealous Luana Patten makes up

some nasty rumors about John and Sandra. Johnny's

father comes to their defense and Sandra's mother,

Teresa Wright, has her faith in human nature re-

stored.

WIND ACROSS THE EVERGLADES (Warners):

Teacher Christopher Plummer is given the job of

bird warden in the Everglades to protect the rare

birds which are being killed for their feathers. Burl

Ives and his outlaw group want to cash in on the

bird plumes—at Plummer's expense. Plummer gets

wounded a few times but has lovely Chana Eden
to nurse him, and he finally gets a warrant for Ives'

arrest.



Is it 1
true...

blondes

have more
fun?

'^"AllL ijfflWIffff

One sure way to find out is to be a blonde ... a beau-

tiful, silky-haired Lady Clairol blonde! You'll love

the life in it . . . the sheer blondeness of it! The soft

touch and tone of it. It's all there for you in Lady

Clairol, the fabulous new whipped creme condition-

ing hair lightener. So if your hair is humdrum brown

or dullish blonde, don't waste your days wishing,

dreaming! Do something! Today! Make it silky, irre-

sistible blonde in minutes with Lady Clairol ! Such a

happy way to brighten your locks, your looks, your

whole life! Try Lady Clairol -Whipped Creme or

new Instant Whip*.

Your hairdresser will tell you

a blonde's best friend is Whipped Creme Hair Lightener
T.M. ©1958 Claim] Incorporated, Stamford, Conn.



THE SCENE THAT WASN'T SHOTREACH FOR
THE STARS
& STARDUST

Let Stardust caress you with this heavenly

waltz-length gown and matching peignoir.

Clouds of lace and tricot trim neckline and

puff sleeves. Fashioned of Avisco fibers for—— ^98and blue for a down to earth

Sizes 34-40

For nearest store,

write:

Stardust, Inc.,

Adv. Dept. "D,"
145 Madison Ave.,

New York 16, N.Y.

Stardust

^Phe place was Corsica, in the Mediterranean. The time was
' mid-winter. Lovely, blonde, English Mary Ure and rugged,

handsome, equally-English Peter Finch were filming a beach

scene for the picture Windom's Way.
Their job was to run into the freezing water, swim out, wait

for the director to yell cut and then swim back to shore. They
rehearsed three shivering times. Then the scene was ready to

be shot. On cue, Mary and Peter grabbed hands and made for

the water. They began to swim out. They swam and swam—

a

little farther out than ever before, it seemed—but finally the

director yelled his cut and that should have been that. . . .

But suddenly was no Mary to be seen. "Hello?" he asked, as

Britishers will under such cir-

cumstances. But nobody hel-

loed him back.

Then he heard the shriek.

"Peterrrrr!" It came from

behind, from at least a doz-

en waves behind. "Peterrrrr

. . . help me . . . I'm caught

in the current!"

His first instinct was to

swim back and save his

drowning co-star. First,

however, he thought he'd

signal the crew on

shore, in case they hadn't

noticed. His heart, like

Mary, began to sink—be-

cause the crew on shore

had already begun to set

up the next scene and they

obviously couldn't have cared

less about the two people in

the water, stars or no. Peter

reeled around and swam back
out now. toward Mary, or

toward what he could see of

the top of her shining golden head. . . .

Mary was only half-conscious when they

got to shore, quivering, pale blue. Peter

began to slap gently at her face and say,

"That's all right, everything is going

to be all right."

In her trance, Mary began to cry and

talk about her childhood, in Glasgow,

Scotland, something about a little dog

running down the street and in danger of

being hit by a truck. "Oh," she moaned.

Then Peter looked up and saw a sour-

faced assistant director standing over

them, his eyes meeting Peter's, he shook

his head. "Mr. Finch . . . Miss Ure,"

he said, "this rehearsal is brilliant. But un-

fortunately the scene is not in the picture

—

can we please get back to work . . .
?"

End of story: Mary recovered nicely

—

and a certain sour-faced assistant director

got himself chased way down the beach

by a certain hero-actor, initials P.F.

Watch for Mary and Peter in Windom's
Way for Rank.



AT 20TH CENTURY-FOX, GEORGE STEVENS HAS COMPLETED

the 6ia£y of Anne fpank
IN WHICH A GIRL WHO HAS NEVER APPEARED ON THE SCREEN
IS ALREADY WORLD FAMOUS



Lanolin Plus creates a new kind

of complexion finish

!

COMPLEXION
CONTROL!

LIQUID MAKE UP
by

ontrol

Liquid Make-up with Sunshine Vitamin D
plus Vitamin A. ..gives skin sheer luminous

beauty, even in the glare of the noonday sun

!

Puts other make-ups in the shade! Only new Complexion

Control Liquid Make-up gives your skin precious vitamins A and D plus

the moisturizing miracle of its Lanolin Plus Liquid ingredient.

Complexion Control is so good for your skin, you can leave it on

indefinitely without the inevitable drying, coarsening effects of ordinary

make-up. Smooths and softens, every minute. Goes on evenly. Never

streaks, fades, or changes color. Gives you the moist look that's the

young look. Comes in six flattering complexion tones. Get yours today!

$1 plus tax wherever COSmetiCS are Sold. (Also available in Canada)

COMPLEXION CONTROL Liquid Make-up by lanolin plus, incorporated

MRS. KIRK DOUGLAS
REVEALS . .

.

• In the July 1957 Modern Screen, my
beloved husband Kirk told how I shook

him up at our wedding ceremcny when I

got the unfamiliar English words confused

and repeated, "I, Anne Buydens, take

thee, Kirk Douglas, as my awful wedded
husband!"

Well, since then I've learned about a

few of Kirk's goofs with the English lan-

guage, so here's my revelation about him:

For instance, there was the afternoon,

while he was a part-time waiter at a New
York restaurant, when he called out this

order to the bar: "A daiquiri, a Manhat-
tan, and one bottle of Buppert's Rear!"
As a singing telegram boy in his first

Broadway play, Spring Again, Kirk forgot

his lyrics on opening night and 'la-de-

dahed a Happy-Birthday-to-You greeting!

After he made The Strange Love of

Martha Ivers—his first picture in Holly-

wood, he nervously named it on a radio

interview as The Strange Hives of Martha
Lovers!"
These were all simple, little goofs, good

merely for a laugh, but when Kirk was
in the Navy in World War II. serving in

the Galapagos Islands, he made a goof

that cost him a couple of weeks in the

hospital—and almost cost the Navy a good

subchaser. Kirk was relaying the captain's

orders by telephone to the fantail of the

ship. On maneuvers, the captain calmly

said, "Fire depth charge marker—seventy-

five feet off starboard."

Just as calmly, Kirk repeated over the

phone, "Fire depth charge, seventy-five

feet off starboard."

"Douglas!" The skipper came alive. "I

said depth charge marker!"
But it was too late for the correction.

The big can of tnt circled out and landed

just a little bit past pitcher's mound dis-

tance in baseball. The explosion almost

turned the subchaser over. Luckily there

were no real casualties—except every dish

in the galley—but nevertheless the captain

picked himself up off the deck, turned to

my darling Kirk, and sarcastically prom-

ised, "Douglas, I'm recommending you for

the medal of honor—from the Japanese

Navy!"
No matter how he goofs with the King's

English, though, here's one queen who's

glad she got her awful wedded husband!



My
search

for

Christmas

Sure, love is the spirit of Christ-

mas. But when you're lonely . . .

very, very lonely, where do you go to

find love? On the street? In a skat-

ing rink? That's where I looked,

and I was lucky . . .

The Christmas I was seventeen

started as the loneliest I'd

ever known. I was stationed in

Groton, Connecticut, with the

Coast Guard. On Christmas

morning we awakened in our

clapboard barracks and looked

out to the snow-white landscape

—and all of us guys who didn't

get furloughs moaned. We ached

to be home. Christmas isn't

Christmas away from home. It's

going to church with your loved

ones, spending the afternoon

with your family, basking in the

warm spirit of a holy and heart-

felt holiday, exchanging gifts,

hearing the laughter of young

children and smelling the tanta-

lizing aromas of turkey and muf-

fins and pie in the kitchen.

To tell the truth, the poor

Coast Guard outfit tried to give

us a Christmas feeling, but it

just didn't come off. They put a

tinseled pine tree in the mess

hall with a scene depicting the

Nativity under it. hung ribboned

by
Tab

Hunter
as told to

George Christy

wreaths on the walls, arranged

potted poinsettias on each table

and served us the works—roast

turkey, stuffing, sweet potatoes,

plum pudding, bowls of nuts,

candy and oranges.

But no matter how hard they

tried, there you are with a couple

of hundred long-faced, home-

sick guys, all wishing they were

with their sweethearts, wives or

friends; and although you have

a joy of Christinas somewhere in

your (Continued on page 14) 23



WHEI

FIRS1

WHEI

FIRS!

Starring JOHN SAXON - SANDRA DEE
Co-starring

LUANA PATTEN • MARGARET LINDSAY • VIRGINIA GREY

..thJODY McCREA-ALAN BAXTER-

TERESA WRIGHT JAMES WHITMORE
as "Elizabeth Grant" as "Ed Henderson"

Directed by HELMUT KAUTNER • Screenplay by EDWARD ANHALT

Produced by ROSS HUNTER • A Universal-International Picture ^

(Continued from page 13) heart, you can't
let it out.

True, I didn't have a sweetheart then,
but I wanted to be with my mom and
my brother Walt.

I don't know what made me do it, but
lots of times you feel as if you're going
to burst if you have to stick things out
one minute longer. So on Saturday, the
ni<*ht after Christmas, I went over the
hill. AWOL. I asked for an overnight
pass, and some chicken officer in com-
mand looked at me sourly and said,
"Nothing doing, Gelien."

I wasn't Tab Hunter then. I was Art
Gelien looking to find myself in the
world.
So I slipped out of camp after chow,

soon as the sun went down, and I thumbed
my way into New York in search of
Christmas.

But where to search?

A young couple gave me a lift all the
way into town. They'd been with relatives
in Massachusetts, and they told me Christ-
mas in the country was great. Christmas in
the city, they said, had gotten too com-
mercial.
For a moment I was afraid to go to

New York. But what's a lonely Coast
Guardsman going to do? Sit in the bar-
racks and listen to the radio or read a
book or play cards with the guys. I'd been
doing that for months, and I was tired

of it. It was Christmas, and I wanted to
come to the city and see a part of the
world.
When we arrived in New York, they

dropped me off at Times Square.
There I was, plunk in the center of

this rushing throng of people. Everybody
was with somebody. Like Noah's ark,
it was two-by-two for everyone wherever
you went or wherever you looked. Two-
by-two for everyone excent me.
What to do? I began walking along those

honky-tonk New York streets—Broadway,
Seventh Avenue, Eighth Avenue. The snow
had been trampled to slush by the Christ-
mas crowds. All the shopkeepers were
hawking their wares: wristwatches and
papaya juice, tattoos and candied annles.

I asked a stranger where St. Patrick's

church was, thinking I'd make a novena,
but he told me he was from out of town
and hadn't the vaguest idea. "Anyhow,"
this guy said, looking at me as if I was
a freak, "it's Saturday night, fella. There's
plenty of time to go to church on Sunday."
So I walked along those dirty, slush-

trampled streets and looked at the jazzy

Broadway shopwindows, at the dime-a-
dance tango palaces, at all the hole-in-the-
wall record shops blaring the novelty songs
of Christmas and the corny versions of

the sacred Christmas carols. I stopped in

a pinball gallery, and people were pushing
and shoving to get to the machines.

I'm in hell, I thought. Here it is—hell!

—if anybody's wondering where to find it.

I went out to the windy night. When
you breathed, the air clouded around your
face. I walked along Broadway, my hands
in the pockets of my pea jacket, thinking
I ought to hitchhike back to those desolate

Coast Guard barracks at Groton. This was
a lousy way to spend a Christmas. Better

to be in bed at the barracks dreaming
about home. . . .

Then suddenly I heard the music

—

loud, thumping, hurdy-gurdy music. I

looked up at the blazing, white-lighted
marquee. It read: Gay Blades Skating
Rink.
The music was too inviting to pass by,

and anyway I've always loved skating. This

would take my mind off things. It had
nothing to do with Christmas, but I'd

relax.

I paid the price (Continued on page 27)
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in Hollywood



LOUELLA PARSONS
in Hollywood

I'm on my soapbox:

IF DEBBIE AND EDDIE
WEREN'T IN LOVE
I DON'T KNOW WHO WAS!



I'm on my soapbox to say I'm sick of all

the innuendoes going around, plus Liz Tay-
lor's open charge, that Debbie Reynolds
couldn't lose Eddie Fisher's love "because

she never had it."

What kind of love are they referring to?

As the chaperone of Debbie and Eddie in

|
Las Vegas just two weeks before their mar-

riage at Grossinger's resort in New York, I

can tell you that they were two of the most

love-struck youngsters I've ever known, always
holding hands in the back of our car—or Ed-

die whispering love songs into Debbie's ear

—

all right, let's say it, 'necking' all over the

place.

Let me address a guestion to some of you

girls who may have at one time in your lives

attempted to get an unwilling male to the

marriage license bureau. How much luck did

you have? Except in cases of 'shot-gun argu-

ments,' I bet—none.

And there was nobody dragging Eddie to

Grossinger's when he took Debbie as his bride.

They admit they had their hassles and mis-

understandings in the early days of marriage

"as most couples do."

And yet, Eddie was always openly proud

of Debbie, of her fine charity work—he kid-

dingly called her his "busy little club woman";
of her fine talent as a comedienne and actress

—"and look how she showed me up as a

singer with Tammy." he'd say with pride; and
as a wife and mother. He said to me just a few
weeks before they parted when I visited them

at their home for a Modern Screen interview.

"She's the best."

This isn't love? It's just the kind that makes
for the good family life this country is based

on, that's all. Maybe it isn't the gasping, pant-

ing, you-set-me-on-fire kind of grande passion

that's based on blinding sex-appeal—but it's

love in my book. The best kind.

On page 31 of this edition of Modern Screen

I have a round-up article on the Liz-Eddie-

Debbie tragedy which I hope you'll read.



LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

Nat's happy being Mrs. Wagner, but wishes she were working again.

PARTY of the MONTH
There were S6000 worth of orchids used in

the decorations and over lour hundred guests

were served at the sit-down dinner given in

honor of Cobina Wright, Sr.'s birthday by-

realtor Hal Hayes! How would you like to

get four hundred guests seated at your

chateau for dinner? I think I'd blow a fuse.

The house is one of the most fantastic in

Hollywood anyway. Situated on its own pri-

vate cliff high above the Hollywood hills, it is

built on four levels with enormous trees grow-

ing right through the living room and if one

walked too close to the edge of the second and
third level it would take just a moment of

carelessness to fall off into exotic gardens of

flowers, plants and luxuriant shrubberies.

The whole effect was so tropical and island-

like that Governor William Quinn of Hawaii,

visiting in Hollywood, thought for a minute he

had been transplanted right back home!

Against this setting of lush greenery, the

girls looked very beautiful in their flowing

formal gowns. John Wayne and Pilar

looked like honeymooners again, which they

really were after their recent reconciliation.

Greer Garson's hair looked more red than

ever and Dorothy Lamour, heroine of so

many tropical fload movies with Bing and
Bob Hope, looked as though she might go

into another sarong number any moment.

Thoroughly enjoying themselves and the un-

usual surroundings were Mary and Bob
Cummings, Judy Garland, Georgia

and Red Skelton, the Edgar Bergens
(without Charlie McCarthy), Doris Duke, the

David Hearsts, Jimmy McHugh, Hoagy Car-
michael, Norma Shearer and those 375

others!

That Brynner Rumor
It took a jolt like the report from Europe

that Yul Brynner was leaving his wife,

Virginia, to marry teenage Frances Martin,

to get Yul to drop his rigid rule never to dis-

cuss his married life in print.

The baldheaded charmer was hopping mad
when I talked with him in his dressing room at

20th where he was starting The Sound And
The Fury.

"I have been married fourteen years. Vir-

ginia was with me all the time we were shoot-

ing The Journey in Vienna where this ridic-

ulous story originated.

"The only thing that worries Virginia and

me is that our son Rocky, who is in school,

will hear the nonsense.

"But I suppose it's time the gossip started

up again. Every year someone tries to part

/irginia and me. I can only think that I of-

fended someone in Vienna who chose this

ridiculous way to get even."

Natalie's Battle

Natalie Wood and Bob Wagner
dropped by to see me on their way to their

boat at Balboa. She is an unhappy girl that

her contract troubles with Warner Brothers

have dragged out so long.

I agreed with her that this is very bad for

her career and by the time you read this, I

hope everything has been settled.

Natalie said, "I never made the statement

that I didn't care if I never work again be-

cause I'm so happy being Mrs. Robert Wagner.
Of course, I'm happy with Bob. But I have
worked since I was a child . . . And I love my

Yul Brynner and

his toife Virginia

(below) are a hap-

py couple despite

false reports about

Yul's romance
with act > ess Fran-

ces Martin (rt.).

Yul was upset

about these vi-

cious stories.

work and I'm certainly proud of my career."

Another thing denied by Natalie is that she
has been 'holding out' for $250,000 per pic-

ture. "That's absurd," she scoffed. "I never

made such an unreasonable demand." She
told me that all she is really asking for is the

chance to do outside pictures and collect the

money.

I seldom get into these contract battles be-

cause long experience has taught me that there

are always two sides to the arguments. But I

am sure that if Natalie's agent and her bosses

at Warners (Jack Warner has been critically

ill in a hospital in France following an auto-

mobile crash) could get together and talk out

the problems, they could be settled.



NO BABY!
The fact that Marilyn Monroe had Bev-

erly Hills' famed gynecologist Dr. Leon Krohn

as her doctor when she was rushed from the

set of Some Like It Hot. in San Diego to Cedars

of Lebanon Hospital in Los Angeles, started

those stork rumors all over again.

Marilyn says it isn't true—she wishes it

were.

But she's confident that baby she and Arthur

Miller want so much "will be here in another

year." She really wants a baby.

Marilyn's not pregnant in spite of

the sack dress she's wearing. . . .

Ann and Bill's wedding started off a tremendous round of parties.

Wedding Parties

The wedding of popular Ann Miller and
Bill Moss (Jane Withers' ex) set off a round

of post-nuptial parties ranging from lingerie

showers for Ann to the formal dinner dance

given by Cobina Wright, Sr. and Arthur Cam-
eron at his Beverly Hills estate. (Arthur used

to date Ann!)
We Southern Californians had been enjoy-

ing the most ideal summer-night weather—and
Arthur had set up candle-lit tables on the big

terrace overlooking the swimming pool and

the gardens.- So what happens? A drenching

thunderstorm blew up and sent all the help

scurrying to bring the tables inside. When you

can move a party for a hundred fifty people

from the outside to the inside in five minutes

—

that's some moving.

Jane Powell, who was giving a shower

for Annie the next day, ruefully remarked,

"And 1 hope it isn't this kind of a shower."

She'd no more than finished talking than the

rain stopped—and the moon came out!

One of the most admired guests was Eng-

land's beloved actress, Margaret Leigh-
ton, in Hollywood to make her first American

picture. The Sound and the Fury. She was with

the effervescent Zsa Zsa Gabor.
June Haver MacMurray (Mrs. Fred)

gets prettier every time I see her and looked

like a picture in a shrimp-colored chiffon gown.

But Fred doesn't want her to work. I saw the

Randy Scotts, Pat Brown (candidate for

Governor of California) and his wife, the Ed
Pauleys among other socialites, and had a
long talk with Norman Hartnell, called 'the

Queen's designer' because he creates so many
clothes for Queen Elizabeth and Princess Mar-

garet. He recalled that f had lunched with him

in London several years ago before going on
to the garden party at Buckingham Palace. It

was guite a party.

Marital Rifts

If Sheilah and Guy Madison aren't back
together by the time you read this, it's just a

cryin' shame. Guy admits he still loves Sheilah

and she loves him.

The trouble between them is simply this

—

Guy does a lot of traveling making appear-

ances around the country, loves hunting, fish-

ing and outdoor activities. Before the babies

arrived Sheilah always went with him.

Now that there are three baby Madisons in

the household—in four years of marriage

—

Sheilah doesn't think she should be traipsing

around. Feels the children need her.

This, of course, brings up the age-old prob-

lem: is a woman's first duty to her husband
or to her children? I say—both.

Surely, a compromise can be reached be-

tween Guy and Sheilah. He's a good father

and loves his family. I know because I am the

godmother of the youngest Madison. This is a
good marriage and just can't go on the rocks.

Honors for the shortest marital rift on record

go to John Wayne and Pilar Palette
who broke up for exactly twenty-four hours!

"Sure, we had a battle," Duke told me cheer-

fully. "Then we realized our mistake and right

now I'm helping Pilar move back into our
house which was destroyed by fire.

"We love each other very much," Pilar got

on the phone to add, "and we know now how
silly it was to act on an impulse and separate."

Good for both Waynes. If we only had more
such sensible couples who aren't too proud to

admit a mistake immediately! 19



Self-assurance . . . That's

something these two young
men have plenty of. It came
to Tommy Sands (above)

with his new butch haircut.

And for Jimmie Rodgers
(right) it came with his

marriage to sweet Colleen.

LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

PERSONALOPINIONS
I don't care what anybody says, cropping

Tommy Sands' hair for Mardi Gras has

made a big change in my young friend's per-

sonality. When Tommy had his locks flowing

down practically into his eyes, he may not

have exactly pawed the ground like a juvenile

Gary Cooper, but he was shy and not too

sure of himself. Now with this almost 'butch'

cut, he's quite the dapper young man, confident

and poised. . .

.

Reminds me of Jimmie Rodgers' reply

when Dinah Shore asked him how he man-
aged to acquire so much self-assurance so

young: "I got married," quoth Jimmie. . . .

Surprised me to leam that those cute Len»
non Sisters (singing quartet on Lawrence
Welk's TV show) earn $100,000 annually—but

most of it comes from their merchandising line

(dresses, coats, ribbons a la Lennon') rather

than from recordings or their TV contract! . . .

Speaking of clothes, Audrey Hepburn
spends more than any other star on her private

life wardrobe. Dinah Shore is the biggest

spender for a professional wardrobe. . . .

Kim Novak is outgrowing her lavender

complex. She tells me her new house has a
touch or two of lavender in every room, "but

there are other colors too." . . .

The new style of wearing wigs looks attrac-

tive on some girls, Zsa Zsa Gabor for one.

But Judy Garland confesses she bought a
wig and is scared to wear it. "Someone might

say I showed up in a 'fright' wig," she laughed.

Who else but Lauren Baca 1 1 would have
the honesty to say, "I'm going to Europe be-

cause I'm sick and tired of going out to dinner

and to parties with married couples. Oh, don't

misunderstand me. I love my happily married

friends. Couldn't get along without 'em. And I

envy them their complete lives.

"But I've had it just being the extra woman
they're sweet enough to invite.

"Yep, I hope I run smack, head on, into a
brand new exciting romance in Europe. There's

nothing better for a woman's morale than be-

ing pursued by a gentleman who thinks you
are the most—even if it doesn't last."

Rock Hudson has gone yacht happy. He
is now commander of a 40-foot boat he rented

from agent Milton Bren and every moment he
isn't before the cameras on This Earth Is Mine,

he's out sailing over the bounding main, or

wherever you sail along the California Coast.

The boating bug bit Rock after he spent

several week ends with the Tyrone Powers
aboard their beautiful yacht, or so he says. If

you ask me, I think Rock is getting to be more
and more of a recluse and there's nothing that

discourages dropper-inners like the Pacific

Ocean between you and them.

The nicest thing that has happened to our
town this devastating month is the return of

Gene Tierney, now completely well again
and looking even more beautiful and radiant

than before she suffered a series of nervous
breakdowns.

Here is a girl who loved so deeply—and
futilely—that she was almost destroyed by the

emotion. Let's mention it just this once and then

forget it—Gene's unhappy romance with the

Aly Khan was almost her undoing.

But it's the way a man or woman triumphs

over heartaches and pain that is the measure
of his or her worth—and after many long years

These cute kids—the Lennon Sisters—working so hard on their music here

earn $100,000 a year, I was surprised to learn. But not from their singing!

of suffering Gene is her own woman again!

Her friends are so proud of her.

She called me her first day back in Holly-

wood, her voice sounding so fresh and vibrant,

to say hello and also, "Dr. Carl Menninger

says I am completely cured and I feel now
that all my sickness is behind me." A few days

later I saw Gene, and she is so lovely it's

hard to believe she has had a sick day. She

is eager to return to her career "as soon as

20th Century-Fox can find the right story for

me," she told me happily.

Gene spoke with deep gratitude of her

studio. "They never took me off salary a single

day during my illness. Do you wonder that I

think of 20th as my mother and my father?"

I told her, too, that none of her loyal fans

had forgotten her during her absence. Many
letters came in asking about her and how she

was coming along. "I'm so grateful—and

thankful," she said with sincere feeling. "It's

so wonderful to learn you are still wanted."



Dinah Shore (above) spends more on her professional wardrobe than

any other star. And these tiers of dresses are all up to, date! The

script supervisor and the property master are among the many old

friends at 20th-Fox who welcomed Gene Tierney (above, right)

home. Rock Hudson (right) is having a great time with George Na-

der on the forty-foot yacht Rock's happily commanding these days.
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France Nuyen: She's half-Chinese and half- \

French and her last name is pronounced 'New- §

yen.' And, 'new yen' is just exactly what 20th 1

Century-Fox thinks she will be after you see

her in those love scenes with Bob Wagner in |

In Love and War which followed her Lait in |

Soufh Pacific. 1

Now France is killing them on the stage on f

Broadway as the heroine of the highly spiced

The World of Suzie Wong. \

Pretty good for a girl who just two short |

years ago was selling cookies in a New York

bakery—and eating so many of them to keep |

alive that the boss had to let her go to keep

in business! And, before the bakery job, she |

worked as a housemaid doing the cooking,

marketing and housecleaning for a couple on |

Riverside Drive in the big town. 1

This exotic looking girl, now riding the crest

of sudden fame, is no stranger to sadness, |

hunger or fear. "I have known the agony of

being a stranger in a strange country, unable

to speak the language, and with no job," she

says, now speaking in very good English.

"People say I am lucky. But before I got

lucky I was almost dead!" 1

As a child she barely knew her father, Louis

Nuyen, a Chinese ship's navigator, because

he was always at sea. Born in Marseilles.

France, it was a struggle for her mother to

get enough money to send France to the Pen-

sion school. Neither one of them had enough

to eat during the war years in Paris.

At fifteen. France and her mother, who was
beginning to be very ill, came to New York.

Mrs. Nuyen took in sewing while France sold

cookies or kept house—for other people.

The big break came when the head of a

model agency sent frightened little France to

be interviewed by Josh Logan for South PacHic.

As you know, she got it. And a whole new
world has opened up for France Nuyen.
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LOUELLA PARSONS in Hollywood Continued

I have received so many
bitter letters about Elizabeth

Taylor, more than I have

ever seen on any other star.

With his marriage to Sandra

Drummond, Phillip becomes

the second Crosby to marry a

showgirl. Will Lindsay and

Gary follow suit ? Who knows ?

22 HKHM

Ricky Nelson (left) has been

accused of trying to look and

act like Elvis Presley . . .

Meanwhile, another reader won-

ders about where in the world

Farley Granger has been.

THE LETTER BOX:
I'm still digging myself out of the airmailed

snow storm of letters directed to my desk about

the Liz Taylor - Eddie Fisher - Debbie
Reynolds holocaust. Some are bitter, threat-

ening and abusive. Some are disillusioned

( "I'll never again believe in a Hollywood mar-

riage"); a few are pitying C"Why the sticks

and stones against people who have no re-

ligious training and no code of ethics?").

Elizabeth Taylor is getting the worst blister-

ing ever directed against a star in my history

as a columnist—and that includes the Ingrid
Bergman-Roberto Rossellini scandal.

Debbie Reynolds is the heroine. Eddie

the "mixed-up, infatuation-blinded, erring hus-

band," to put it kindly.

There are many many wishes that Debbie

and Eddie will get back together again. This

is the consensus of opinions in the mail—but to

print it all would take this whole book. So on

to other mail:

Don Dieterle asks: Where in the world is

Farley Granger? Have producers com
pletely forgotten this fine actor who was so

hot just four years ago? I've heard he is 'dif-

ficult'—but is he more difficult than Monty
Clift and other stars now working? When
Farley left Hollywood early in 1957 he said

he wouldn't be back until he found a script he

really liked. So far, nothing.

/ deeply resent all the cracks about the

Crosby boys marrying chorus girls, snaps

Kewpie Cartwright; Brooklyn. What's wrong
with chorus girls? I'm one. Absolutely nothing

wrong with chorus girls, Kewpie. They are a

hard working group and many stars have

come from the 'line.' Good luck to you. . . .

From Maure Lee Talley, St. Louis, comes:

When 1 was a teenager (fifteen years ago)

movies were romantic and we held hands with

our best fellas. Now films are so filled with

suggestive sex, the youngsters are ashamed
to hold hands. Oh come now, there's still a lot

of hand-holding at the movies, my friend. . . .

Don'f you think Rick Nelson is copying

Elvis Presley too much, even to dating

many of the same girls? asks Anne Connors,

Millington, Tenn. Rick's pictures in the fan

magazines show him even trying to pose like

Elvis. Anybody agree?

Lola Rice, New York, is Sick of reading and
looking at those foreign actresses, Brigitte

Bardot, Lollobrigida, Sophia Loren
and all the other busty big bores! Why give

them all the big roles and publicity that should

go to our American girls, Natalie Wood,
Lana Turner, Kim Novak, and Debbie
Reynolds? Can't agree with you that Kim,

Debbie, Lana are suffering from lack of good

roles and publicity—and Natalie is on sus-

pension. . . .

J believe that Andy Griffith is the most

wholesome, likeable star since the late, great

Charles Ray writes Mrs. Verne Maco, Den-

ver. Why don't you suggest that Andy be

starred in some of the old Ray classics? Con-

sider it suggested, Mrs. M. It's a nice idea.

That's all for now. See you next month.



DECEMBER
BIRTHDAYS

If your birthday falls in December, your

birthstone is turquoise, your flower is poin-

settia, and here are some of the stars that

share your birthday with you:

December J— Allyn McLerie

Julie HarrisDecember 2-

December 6-

December 7-

December 8-

December 9-

Agnes Moorehead
Bobby Van

-Rod Cameron

-Dewey Martin

Broderick Crawford
Kirk Douglas

December 10—Dorothy Lamour
Barbara Nichols

December H—Betsy Blair

December 72—Edward G. Robinson
Frank Sinatra

December 13—Van Heflin
Mark Stevens
Don Taylor

December 14-

December 15-

December 17-

December 19-

December 20-

December 23-

December 24-

December 26-

December 27-

December 28-

December 30-

-Dan Dailey
Abbe Lane

-Jeff Chandler

-Richard Long

-Edmond Purdom

-Irene Dunne
Mala Powers
Audrey Totter

-Ruth Roman
Barbara Ruick

-Ava Gardner

-Steve Allen
Richard Widmark

-Jerome Courtland
Marlene Dietrich

-Lew Ayres
Hildegarde Neff

Russ Tamblyn
Jo Van Fleet

Lee J. Cobb

December 9

Marie Windsor

December 11

Betty Grable

December 18

Tony Martin

December 25

A NEW

IN A
DIFFERENT

KIND OF
ROLE!

The Drama . . . the Action
Behind the West's
Strangest Legend!

TECHNICOLOR'M
* SAL JEROME PHILIP RAFAEL

MINEO • COURTLAND - CAREY* CAMPOS

JOY PAGE. BRITT LOMOND • LEWIS R. FOSTER • LEWIS R. FOSTER & LILLiE

Directed by Screenplay by

t

B
he

S

book "COMANCHE" by DAVID APPEL • Produced by JAMES PRATT ""^a

WATCH FOR IT AT YOUR FAVORITE THEATRE!



modern screen fashion and beauty

SHO?

For

H|ollywood stars are now
taking time from their

busy shooting schedules to

do their Christmas shopping

early. Follow their plan and

get your gift-giving selections

behind you, too. Early shop-

ping gives you the best selec-

tion of merchandise, makes
wrapping and tying a treat

instead of a chore—and
best of all, it clears your

schedule so you can enjoy

more dates and parties

during the holidays. As a

major part of your holiday

fun, be sure and see these

wonderful star teams in

their new Metro-Goldwyn-

Mayer film re-

leases: Cyd
Charisse and
Robert Taylor in Party Girl; Doris

Day and Richard Widmark in The

Tunnel of Love; and Elizabeth Tay-

lor and Paul Newman in Cat on

a Hot Tin Roof. All of the star

photos by Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer.
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Get your Christmas shopping off to a wonderful start with these fashion-

able gift selections, too. Beautiful gifts and beautiful prices—from

one dollar up. some even less! I. Evening in Paris fragrance by Bourjois

comes in exciting single units or multiple group sets; Beautiful Bryan stock-

ings hand-jeweled by Ellen Troy; Kleinert's "Beau" boudoir bonnet; Riche-

lieu jewelry; Meyers Make Kidwin leather gloves; bow tree of Bur-Mil

instant bow ribbon. 2. April Showers fragrance by Cheramy; Houbigant's

Chantilly fragrance; golden highlights—Trifari jewelry and Gustave's cro-

cheted scuff; embroidered Kidwin shorties. 3. Parfum Anjou in Heavenly

Twins duet, Celestial and Apropos fragrances, and the Double Dare duet,

Devastating and Side Glance fragrances—also, dusting powder in Celestial

fragrance; Rolfs carry-all handbag of leather and suede; Carlisle cardigan

of Tycora; Harold J. Rubin of New York mink tail beanie. 4. Jergens

collections of dainties, including bath oil, salts and hand lotion; Capri

jewelry and Hanes seamless stockings. 5. Max Factor's Hi-Society new

refillable lipstick case and intriguing Hypnotique fragrance; Meyers Make

Launderleather gloves; Laros lingerie; Hanes seamless stockings; and Vogue

jewelry—dripping from another bow tree made of Bur-Mil insant bow ribbon.

6. A fabulous collection of Revlon lovelies from famous Futurama lipstick

case to exquisite manicure case; Trifari jewelry: Park Lane handbag:

and Smart '59 miniature copies of Kroehler's furniture for "little ladies."

7. Lentheric—Tweed or Dark Brilliance fragrances; King's Men, of course,

for him; Gustave's scuffs of Cone Washcord corduroy; Capri jewelry; and

a Westinghouse portable transistor radio. 8. Jolene shoes for party

going—Fedra pump of silk flake fabric and Bandy Spring-o-Lator of plastic,

with sparkles; Schiaparelli dotted net over silk half slip: Harold .1. Rubin

black fox tail purse; Milot's fashionable Crepe de Chine fragrance; Capri

jewelry; Hanes seamless stockings; and Guerlain"s Madame and Monsieur

set of Shalimar and Veritable. 9. Novel and new Cutex multiple lipstick

bracelet and a smartly decorated Cutex manicure travel set; Bonnie Doon

Streamliner of red Tycora; Capri's topaz dangle pin: and Capezio's fabulous

red fox lounging slippers. 10. Coty's L'Aimant and Emeraude fragrances

all dressed up for Christmas; Trifari's bead and cnslal jewelry; and an-

other of Gustave's scuffs—this one of velvet and -ill with floral trim.

Gift photos by Roger f'rigent more giftsi^



(continued)

I |. Tussy's fragrances of Midnight and

Bright Secret; Playtex turban shower

cap; Adelaar's white blouse of Tycora;

and Dr. Scholl's dual electric foot mas-

sager. 12. For Him, one of Sportsman's

single units or gift package sets; DuBar-

ry's fragrances, Seven Winds and brand

new fragrance Deauville—don't miss

Sportsman's Kool Kat Shaving Lotion or

DuBarry's Queen Bee compact and Royal

lipstick. 13. Dorothy Gray's favorite

fragrances of French Lilac, Figurine,

Voltage and famous Aureate. 14. Cone

wide-wale corduroy slacks by Halpern

and Christenfeld; Carousel package of

Lucien Lelong's top fragrances; Service-

master's quick and easy party clean-

up kit for carpets and upholstery.

Dana Andrews poses exclusively

for Modern Screen aboard Moore-

McCormack's great new ship—

Brasil—just before her holiday

sailing to South America. The lug-

gage is all by Samsonite. The new
latex-backed light-weight, wrinkle-

free "soft-sided" luggage for men
and women (at left) is water-

repellent and zippered for easy

packing—the matching travel bag

(at far right) has over-size pocket

for shoes, books, etc. Grey, brown,

tan, blue or blond. The Silhouette

luggage (at right, near Dana) is

slimmed to natural flowing lines

for jet age travel. It features re-

cessed locks that trigger open with

finger touch—they stay closed in a

pile-up! Grey, white, tan, light

blue or brown. With this luggage

you can travel by boat or plane, bus

or car. You'll love it and, a starter

piece makes a wonderful Christmas

gift. Dana is currently appearing

on the stage in New York in Two
for the Seesaiv. Dana is also star-

ring in a wonderful new film, The
Fearmakers—a current United

Artists release.
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my search for Christmas

(Continued from page 14) of admission
out of the two bucks I had.
Now maybe you won't believe it, but

in the midst of that whoop-de-doo Broad-
way hell I found heaven at the Gay Blades
Skating Rink. . . .

The girl with the bubble gum
Her name was Rita. Rita Romano. She

wasn't pretty the way the models and
actresses look in the magazines. She had
long, black hair that she wore in a soft,

wavy pompadour (it was the hairstyle

then), big, wide-set brown eyes and a
smile that was worth the price of admis-
sion any day in the week.
That wide, open smile—it was what

attracted me to her first. An honest smile.

She wasn't posing or pretending or trying
to put on the dog. Her smile came from
her heart; it was genuine.
She wore a tight red sweater with tight

black skating pants. She wore lots of dark
red lipstick and chewed bubble gum.
Maybe she didn't look like the girl next

door, all delicate and frilly. But she was
friendly, and with that smile. . . . Well, it

made me forget about appearances. After
all, prettiness isn't everything in a girl.

Personality counts, too.

Rita was eighteen—she told me this

later. She had finished school and had a
job as a typist for some blouse manu-
facturer.

We skated for a while, both of us
separately, but we smiled at each other.

In a way we were flirting. Every time we
passed one another on the rink, we'd
flash a big grin. It was like a game, smil-
ing and waiting to see who would speak
first.

I couldn't stand it any longer. After
enough smiles, I went up to her at the
end of a skating session and said, "Hi."

She smiled. "How's the Coast Guard
treating its infants these days?" she
cracked back in a thick, Brooklynese
dialect.

"Lousy," I told her.
"How come?" she said, making a funny

pouting face. Then she blew a bubble
with her gum, and I burst out laughing.
She was a wisecracker, all right, but

her gum—it killed me. She chewed it as
if bubble gum would be banned tomorrow.
She wanted to get every possible bubble
out of it.

"Oh," I said, after her bubble busted,
"when it's Christmas, nobody in his right
mind wants to be in uniform. It's like

being in prison."

She looked at me sadly for a moment.
"Well, you're not in prison now, are you?
You're in New York. The biggest free-
for-all in the whole wide world. So, take it

easy, little one. Relax."
The music started again. The hurdy-

gurdy tempo was lilting.

"Can . . . can I . . . ? I was embarrassed
to come right out and ask her for a
dance.

I guess she knew what I wanted to say.
She said, "You wanna skate with me?"

I breathed a sigh of relief. I was so
glad. I was afraid she thought I was a
green kid from the sticks with soap be-
hind the ears. Well, I guess to tell the
truth, I was.

Advice from Brooklyn

Holding hands, the two of us began
to skate all around the rink, and I remem-
ber I looked up to the blue ceiling and
said a prayer of thanks to God for looking
after me, for not letting me be alone on
this special Saturday night.
We skated merrily, and we talked, all

about ourselves. I told her about my

Perma-lift Bra leads a double life

You'll be leading a fascinating double life this fall, and that calls for

clothes and undergarments that do double duty, like the wonderful

Double Date Two-Way Bra by "Perma.lift"*.

Picture yourself in a regular bra, with contour cups, then just un-

fasten the straps and you have a comfortable, secure strapless with

the Neveride band that keeps your bra in place always.

Completely fashion-right, Double Date plunges down as low as

"Perma«lift" (and you) dare for your chic low-cut frocks. Style No.

74, Nylon lace, $6.95. Sizes: A cup 32-36, B and C cups 32-38.

Write for free booklet, "Facts About Figures," c/o Ruth Stone,

Dept. X, A. Stein & Co., 1143 W. Congress Parkway, Chicago 7, 111.

*Rea. U. S. Pat. Off.
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Coast Guard training, and how anxious
I was to get away from it all—from the

petty officers and the awful details. I

wanted to start working, I told her.
"Don't be so anxious, Artie boy," she

said in her Brooklynese speech. "You're
going to have to' work the rest of your
life, so don't break your back. You're
young, aren't you? It looks like they
robbed the cradle to put you in the
Coast Guard!" She laughed and blew
another bubble and looked at me with her
big brown eyes. "It's a good racket, the
Coast Guard, isn't it? So stick with it.

When you come out into this working
world, Artie boy, it's dog eat dog, and
then look out!"

I liked her. She was frank and down-to-
earth. We skated some more to the music
of the hurdy-gurdy and to those oldtime
gay nineties tunes. I asked her if she
wanted to go for a cup of hot chocolate.
She had her own skates, and I offered to

carry them for her. We went to a dough-
nut shop for hot chocolate with whipped
cream and cinnamon doughnuts. She told

me all about her family. She was Italian.

Her parents came from the island of
Sicily. Her father was a bricklayer. They
had a lot of company at their house for

the holiday, and she had had her fill of
it, wanted to get away from it all for the
night.

"It's too much," she said. "My sister and
her kids and all my aunts and uncles. It's

fun, sure, but I get tired of it, too. Every-
body's saying, "Hey Rita, when you gonna
get married?' and that kind of talk bugs
me. So I figured I'd go skating and get
away from them."

I glanced at my watch. It was almost
eleven o'clock.

"You gotta get back?" she asked, crack-
ing her gum and squirming in the small
booth.

"No," I said. "I was only wondering
about you."

"Well, don't," she said. "Me, I'm Miss
Independence. I come and go as I please.
My mother trusts me—finally! Me, with
my big mouth, I told her off. I said if

she didn't trust me I'd leave home. And
she's never said another word about the
hours I keep or anything. You'd think
I was a stay-out the way I talk. Most of
the time, would you believe it, I'm in
bed by eleven o'clock. But I want to know
I can stay out late if I feel like staying
out. After all, I'm not a kid. I'm a working
girl. I know how to look after myself. I

tell my mother, 'Look, Mom, a girl can get
attacked in broad daylight just as easy.'

Maniacs, they don't know the difference
between night and day."
She made me laugh. She patted her hair

in place and cracked her gum and said,

"I'll bet you think I'm brazen?"
"No," I said. "Just honest."

Christmas on Fifth Avenue
"Hey," she interrupted, "did you see

the Fifth Avenue windows?"
"What?"
"You know. Fifth Avenue. All the de-

partment store windows."
"Nope," I told her.
"Oh gee," she said, "that's terrible. You

gonna be here tomorrow? You oughta
have a look. They're fabulous. That's the
best part of Christmas in New York."

I told her I was headed back for camp
that night.

"Aw," she said with a sad note in her
voice, "that's a shame. I hate for you to

miss them."
The way she said it I knew she meant

it from her heart. We sat for a minute
saying nothing.

"Hey, Artie," she said. "Why are we
sitting here wasting time? Let's get a
move on and I'll show them to you. I'll

show you all of Fifth Avenue if you've"

got the time."
I paid the check and slung her ice

skates over my shoulders, and we walked
into the frosty outdoors. Snow began to

fall, millions of white petals of snow, and
suddenly the tawdry face of Broadway
smiled and winked in the whiteness.

Rita covered her dark hair with a
fringed babushka. We walked along
Broadway and turned at Forty-ninth
Street. She showed me Rockefeller Cen-
ter with its huge Christmas tree, the big-
gest I'd ever seen in my life. Its Christ-
mas lights were the size of basketballs.
We began our tour of the Fifth Avenue

shop windows, each one more fabulous
than the other. The ones we liked the
best, we decided, were Lord & Taylor's:
glittering, garlanded scenes in each win-
dow of the famous Nutcracker Suite—
sugar-plum fairies and gilded swans and
soldiers with silver trumpets.
Deserted and empty, Fifth Avenue was

unlike the razz-ma-tazz streets of Broad-
way. We walked along its dark side-
walks, the snow falling on our faces, and
I reached out and held her hand and she
smiled that big, wide smile of hers.

"When are you heading back to camp?"
she asked.

"Later," I told her. I didn't want to

think of the Coast Guard with its rules
and regulations, of those drafty barracks
with their squadrooms of snoring men. I

wanted to enjoy this night. It was my
Christmas.
Soon we were standing in front of St.

Patrick's Cathedral. The sky was dark, but

St. Patrick's grey spires were outlined
with snow. We climbed up the wide,
snow-carpeted steps and went indoors.

Its interior was awesome: large and
curved and mellow from the loving hand
of age. There were hundreds of dark
wood pews, hundreds of white candles
flickering before the fourteen Stations
of the Cross. Up front, there was an altar
of gold.

Rita and I walked to the fountain of
holy water and crossed ourselves. We
knelt and said prayers in the empty
cathedral. There were only a few other
people—you could count them on your
fingers. Only last night, I thought, this

church was jammed with thousands of

people for Cardinal Spellman's famous
Midnight Mass. I lighted a candle to St.

Jude who's always brought me luck. I

lighted it for the two of us.
Praying with someone is one of the most

personal things in the world. Somehow or
other, if you can kneel with someone be-
side you and get lost in prayer, then the
two of you are sharing in something
spiritual and profound. I'm not saying you
have to be of the same religion, but pray-
ing, in whatever language or faith, is a
deep and personal thing; and if you can
share this with someone, you feel a strange
closeness to them for the moment.

Rita dropped some coins in the poor-box
as we were leaving. I decided I would,
too. I had thirty cents in my pocket, so I

left a dime.
I took Rita home to Brooklyn on the

subway and told her I'd come in next Sat-
urday night, January 2nd, and we'd cele-
brate the New Year. I took her address
and telephone number, and before I said
good-bye, she said, "Hey, Artie?"
"Yeah?" I answered, standing on the

porch outside her house and shivering
from the cold. Either the temperature
had dropped or Brooklyn was colder.

"This is for you," and she leaned over
and gave me a smacking kiss. "Merry
Christmas, kid."

We said good night, and I stomped out
into the blizzardy night. It was after one
o'clock, and I must have walked for miles
before I came to the Brooklyn Bridge,
and I got a lift into New York where I

got another lift to the highway and Groton.
I arrived in Groton at 5:00 a.m. I

sneaked into camp. I got to the barracks
and decided it would be silly to fall

asleep. In half an hour we'd be getting up
for patrol duty. So I lay back on my bunk,
with all my clothes on—pea jacket and
all, thinking of Rita and my happy holida\
and thanking God for my Christmas even
though it came a day late.

But heaven can be a sometime thing.

I saw Rita again that next Saturday,
but our date bombed. I had my paycheck
for the month, and I wanted to take her
to the plush Blue Angel night club, but
she wanted to go to a hillbilly clipjoint

called The Village Barn. I took her there,

and I tried to talk with her but she was
in a blue mood. We hardly said boo to

each other. She was upset over something.
I brought her home, and that was that: the

end of Rita and Artie—a hello-and-good-
bye affair. . . .

But every Christmas I still think of Rita,

and I say to myself, Christmas—you are
the day of the New-Born King, the day of

the Christ Child born in the manger on a

silent night in Bethlehem—but Christmas,
you are a woman, too.

Christmas is the spirit of a kind, loving
woman who looks at a lonely boy and
smiles and gives him a little of the warmth
in her heart. ... END
Tab is currently appearing in Damn

Yankees for Warners, and will soon be
seen in That kind of Woman for Para-
mount.
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Surprise

!

SAMSONITE TRAIN CASE SALE

from Nov. 1 to Nov. 29 only..

.

save $3 on this pre-Christmas Special

$1495
Here's your chance to get a Samsonite Train Case at a big

saving. It's perfect as a gift; ideal as a special treat to your-

self. Roomy inside holds 52 of M 'lady's travel needs. The
removable tray has sections for cosmetics and toiletries.

The lid opens to reveal a full width mirror. "Travel-tested"

finish is sturdy vinyl—washes clean. There are full length

pockets inside, too. Get a Samsonite Train Case at this low

price now! Sale is for a limited time only!

In Crystal Green, Rawhide Finish (shown), ftQ 1TI QrH11"t",P iW/FV^/J TYl ll i~,£*

London Grey, Saddle Tan, Hawaiian Blue. kJ7 CX-ll-LlOV7Ai-LUVy KJUM. XJCMi±lllM.V%J
Shwayder Bros., Inc., Luggage Div., Denver. Makers of Samsonite Folding and Classroom Furniture. Prices plus existing taxes. In Canada through Samsonite of Canada, Ltd. Prices slightly higher.

Regularly $17.95



Color.
A new idea in hair coloring! it's fun,

fast and foolproof. . .washes right out

with your next shampoo!

Color Glo is for you. It's new! Not a

rinse, not a dye, not a color shampoo.

It's a fabulous foam. Just pour it on,

foam it in and that's it. Natural-looking,

silken color that won't rub off

—

will

wash out when you shampoo!

Six sensational shades, 1.50 plus tax.

C 1958 RICHARD HUONUT



19 58 These three photos

of Eddie and Liz

leaving a New
York nightclub
separately , then

driving off togeth-

er, gave Debbie
the first clue that

her marriage
was over. . . .

"It seems
unbelievable
to say that
you can live

happily with
a man and
not know he
doesn't love you,
but that,

as God is my
witness, is

j

the truth. 5'





"J"here is only one key figure in the

Elizabeth Taylor - Eddie Fisher - Deb-

bie Reynolds triangle and that is,

—

Debbie Reynolds!

It doesn't matter what Eddie's rea-

sons are for wanting a divorce from

Debbie so he can marry Liz, the woman
with whom he has fallen madly (and

madly is the word) in love.

No matter how Eddie and Liz want

things to happen, their fate is in the

hands of the girl who made the most

heartbroken and heartbreaking state-

ment ever spoken in the break-up of a

Hollywood marriage. Said Debbie:

"It seems unbelievable to say that you

can live happily with a man and not

know he doesn't love you, but that, as

God is my witness, is the truth.

"We had marital difficulties in the

beginning as most couples do, but for

the past one and a half years I have

truly believed that we had found hap-

piness. I know I had.

"I now realize when you are deeply

in love . . . how blind you can be.

Obviously I was.



8 stars
tell of the

presence

of God in

their lives



EMiiSMaiajaieieiejsiaiajaiajae^

SAL MINEO:

FAITH
AND THE
MIRACLE

Sal Mineo admits it Before that

night a few years ago, he was a re-

ligious boy—to a point. He went to

church whenever he felt like going,

mumbled his prayers quickly, crossed

himself haphazardlywhen the people in

the other pews did, and that was that.

"But then that night came," Sal

says, "when we all thought that Sa-

rina, my kid sister, was going to die.

She was in the hospital with polio,

the worst kind. The doctors had

given up hope. All we could do,

they said, was wait.

"We got a phone call one night,

this particular night. It was a nurse

and she told us to rush down to the

hospital, that Sarina was sinking fast.

When we got to the hospital we were

allowed what everybody thought was

going to be a last look. I noticed,

when I looked at Sarina, that even

though her eyes were closed and her

skin was as white as the sheets around

her, she was smiling and mumbling

something, as if she were talking to

someone . . . After a few minutes, a

doctor came into the room and asked

us to wait outside. We waited for

one hour, two hours, three hours.

"And then the doctor, who'd been

walking in and out of the room all

that time, came up to us all excited

and said that the impossible had just

taken place, that Sarina was pulling

through and getting better all of a

sudden instead of worse.

"A little while later, we were al-

lowed to go back into the room for

a minute. Sarina's eyes were open

now. 'I had a beautiful dream,' she

said, very softly. 'I was lying here in

this bed, asleep, and I felt as if I were

going to die. And then a Saint came

to me and she said, "Sarina, if you

pray hard enough, you will not die."

And I prayed. . .
.'

"Late that night when we got back

home, after the doctor had assured

us that Sarina was really going to be

all right, I went to bed and I thanked

God and His Saint for the miracle

they had performed. I promised, too,

that from that moment on I would

honor my religion with all my might.

Not out of gratitude only, I said.

But, I said, because for the first time

I really felt my religion, and realized

how strong and good a thing it was."

JERRY LEWIS:

THE
BLENDING
OF FAITHS

Mixed marriages are not uncom

mon in Hollywood. Take, at random,

Jerry Lewis, Tony Curtis, Shelley

Winters and Marty Melcher. They are

Jews. They are married, respectively,

to Patti Lewis, Janet Leigh, Tony
Franciosa and Doris Day—all Chris-

tians. Any religious conflicts here?

Jerry Lewis had an answer to that.

"Lots of people ask about conflicts

as if there should be conflicts," he

says. "But why, why should there

be? Just look at it this way. A person

can get to Chicago many ways—by
plane, by bus, by train or car. I—and

lots of people I know out here—feel

the same way about religion. Every-

one is praying to the same place, and

it makes no difference how they do it."

In Jerry's case—and Jerry is a

practicing Jew, he makes a point of

encouraging his wife to remain the

devout Catholic she is. When Parti's

mother died a few years ago, Jerry

went out and bought a life-size marble

statue of the saint that had been a

favorite of hers and her daughter's

—

St. Anthony of the Poor—and had it

placed in the Lewis' garden. Then he

called out Patti and the children and,

together, they all asked 'Dear Tony'

—as Jerry affectionately refers to the

saint—to pray for the repose of the

dead woman's soul.

"That night," Jerry says, "was the

beginning of Chanukah, an important

Jewish holiday. I went to Temple and

Patti came with me. It was wonder-

ful having (Continued on page 62)



Tears come to

their eyes when
they look back...

there is no return-

ing... for one step

into their home-
land means going

to jail. The
charges? Bigamy

and adultery!

Sophia Loren and

Carlo Ponti, a le-

gally married
couple, are
branded love-

criminals by their

own country . .

.

for Italy recog-

nizes no divorce

and Carlo was
married once be-

fore. What kind of

lives do these ex-

iles live? Sophia

and Carlo asked

us to spend the

day with them.

Switzerland, their

present home,is

very far away...

still we wanted to

know and went to

see them ....

THE "SINNERS"
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. . . There were so many happy things to

think of, so many people to invite, so many
newspapers and magazines to be notified . . .

I loved making all the preparations—except

sometimes, when Peter and I were alone,

I'd look at his ring and wonder . . . who's a

wedding for anyhow, for everyone, or for

us ...?

Suddenly, Peter's studioscheduledhimfor

an October personal appearance tour. And
our wedding was set for October 11. What
good were all our big plans now? So we ran

off to Las Vegas to tie the knot quickly, be-

fore anything could separate us ... It

wasn't so quick, however, because we
couldn't prove we were of age, and no one

would perform the ceremony! We sat on

our suitcases and cursed our fate. How
could everything go so wrong? We finally

got the documents we needed, and found
a Justice of the Peace, and he pronounced

us man and wife.

We said our vows in a strange town, in an
empty chapel. But we knew that marriage

is for two people, and the love between them
is what counts. That moment when we whis-

pered our I do's was a private memory Peter

and I will cherish forever.

we eloped

Diane Jergens-rPeter Brown



land we had
the biggest

wedding
the town's

ever seen

!

Thewedding dinnerwasn' t exactly sim-

ple, but it was elegant to look at, and—

I

hear—delicious. I couldn't eat much—all

the excitement was catching up with me.

. . . Francois and I followed an old French

tradition and toasted our life together

with champagne from an ancient silver

wedding cup. I wasn't sorry, after all,

the way my 'intimate' wedding turned

out ... it was beautiful, and I'll always

treasure the memory.

. . . But our small guest list grew and grew. There were too

many people who might be offended if they were left out. And
by the day of the wedding, the picture of my white silk Paris-

designed dress had been in all the newspapers. Reporters and

photographers from Des Moines, Chicago, New York, Hollywood

and France were covering my 'quiet' wedding—plus all the ama-

teur photographers in Marshalltown as well.



GENE TIERNEY
A great actress, a beau-

tiful woman entered a

sanitarium four years ago...

behind her she left:

AHOPELESSBABY

^ A HOPELESS
MARRIAGE

A HOPELESS LOVE

BUT SOMEWHERE,
IN THE DARK
SHADOWS OF HER
MIND,WAS HOPE...

This is a tragic story with a happy ending.

This is the story of Gene Tierney.

It begins on a warm and murky and terrible night in June

of 1943

Gene was twenty-three years old then, a happy girl—one

of the most beautiful and successful girls in Hollywood.

She was married to Oleg Cassini, the fashion designer,

a man she loved. And she was pregnant with his child,

their child, their first child.

Then, on this night, her happiness seemed sud-

denly in danger of ending. Gene, in her fifth month

of pregnancy, felt feverish and was put to bed.

A doctor, summoned to examine her, whispered

something to her husband as they were leaving

the room.

Gene overheard him.

She began to cry.

She remembered a boy she'd known in

Connecticut, during her childhood. His moth-

er had had German measles when she was preg-

nant with him, she remembered, and the boy, she

remembered, had been born sick and for those first

few years of his life people had referred to him as

'that poor little thing'—that poor little thing who

couldn't talk right or walk right or smile right or do any-

thing but sit toppled over in his crib and stare down at his

feet. And then, she remembered, he'd been taken to a hospital

one day, an institution, and nobody but his parents had ever seen

him again.

And Gene cried now, alone in her room, thinking of this boy, and

thinking of the baby inside her, knowing that she, too, had German

measles now and knowing how horribly this simple disease sometimes

affected the helpless, unborn child as it lay in its ailing mother's

womb.

And for the next four months, though (Continued on page 63)
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this
is

and
this is

Nine-year-old Franz Stelzner

thought he had to be the man in

the family, and he tried very
hard. His father was near death
in the hospital, his mother help-

less with a heart attack . . . But
that was before you came into

his life, Pat and Shirley, and took

away his burdens and worries.



Little Giuseppe Marcelli had to eat

grass to keep from starving. His
mama's hands were so crippled she

couldn't use them. Now your love and
your gifts are rebuilding their lives.

Regensburg, Germany-

Dear Pat and Shirley:
I have just come from visiting your

adopted son Franz Stelzner and his
parents, his real parents, here at
their house in Regensburg. And I'd like
to tell you about him, this boy you've
never met, this boy who is your son, not
only in a spiritual sense , but in a very
real sense, more perhaps than you even
realize. . . .

The night you decided to adopt a

child was the night your own child was

born. Laura Gene was your fourth daugh-
ter. You were sitting by your wife Shir-

ley's bedside, a few hours after the

birth and held her hand and talked and

then, just (Continued on page 73)
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BAD
It

was only nine-thirty in

the morning hut to the

newsmen's surprise, Brigitte

Bardot was up. She came to

the door of her villa at St.

Tropez in her usual outfit

—

a bikini so brief as to be

practically useless. But her

lips didn't wear their usual

pout. They smiled.

Her voice smiled, too. She

listened to the questions the

newsmen put at that extraor-

dinary early-morning inter-

view, and then she said, "No,

it is not true that Sacha and

I broke up in Venice. In

fact
—

" her head lifted under

the famous shaggy bangs
—

"in

fact, he is going to marry me."

He is going to marry me.

It {Continued on next page)





continued

was probably the strangest en-

gagement announcement of all

time. Not: We are going to

get married." Not: / have

said yes to Sacha. Instead,

the words of a girl who has

achieved a great victory, a

girl to whom an unexpected

and undeserved gift has been

given. He is going to marry

me. . . .

They were, in fact, the words

of a woman who had for a

long time believed that while

men might desire her, play

with her, might even love her

—no man would ever marry

her again.

It was a hard belief, a ter-

rible belief to have. Her belief

was confirmed by the five men

who had left her since her

marriage ended; it began,

years ago, by the man who

made her what she is, the man

who was the first to leave her

—her husband, Roger Vadim.

When Brigitte met this

man, (Continued on page 66)

[Tropez . . . Soon they will be walking down the aisle.
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MIRACLE
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"JT was a miracle," Janet told me.

"Tony and I are very grateful. We could have

lost each other—we could have lost our expected

baby. We could have had friends hurt. Twice in ten

days I was terribly shaken up in automobile ac-

cidents. The doctor told me, 'You're very lucky,

Janet. So much could have happened.' Thank

heavens, it didn't. Someone must have been watch-

ing over me."

For many months, Janet and Tony had been

eagerly making plans for their second baby, expected

in November. Janet had never felt so well and

happy, and she and Tony had spent many hours in

the yellow nursery, adjoining Kelly Lee's pretty pink

bedroom, which they had prepared for the expected

baby in their beautiful new home. They had even

selected a name—Corey if a girl, Cory if a boy; not

for sentimental reasons but because they had loved

the name from the time Tony made Mr. Cory sev-

eral years ago.

Then suddenly, within a period of only ten days,

two freak automobile (Continued on page 70)
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I at when I was three, or maybe four, my parents gave me a mechanical toy for

ljm^jm Christmas. I remember it well—a small car that could be wound up, and

I; as it sped along the floor, the driver popped up and down from his seat.

I wound it up and watched it run and after it unwound itself I would wind it

again, all morning long.

About noon, something happened to the spring and the toy car wouldn't

move anymore. In a fit of temper, I grabbed it and flung it into a corner across

the room. Little pieces scattered all around where it hit.

I can still hear my mother' swords. "I won't punish you because it's Christ-

mas, and it's your toy you broke, Jimmie . . . but if you can't control your temper,

some day it's going to get you in a lot of trouble . . .
." (Continued on page 69)
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Alone, rejected, de-

serted, Diane Varsi

lived ina nightmare

world, always one

question on her

mind . . .

Anew girl comes to your town.

She's different. She looks a little

different and dresses different and

she's quiet and she acts too shy and

almost sullen—like a single lost sheep

in a lonely yellow meadow—and she

says thank you when you ask her to

come visit you, to join the gang;

but somehow she doesn't join. So

you forget about her, fast. Why

bother? you ask yourself.

Diane Varsi came to Hollywood a

few years ago, a new girl in town.

She was different. She looked and

acted different and she was quiet and

shy and she said no to lots of offers

of friendship, and she made it clear

by Ed DeBlasio

that she preferred to be mostly alone.

But Hollywood can't ignore or for-

get Diane Varsi, no matter what her

attitude.

Because Diane is too vibrant a

talent for that.

So Hollywood can only wonder

about her, this young lost sheep of

theirs, shake its head and wonder. . . .

The following is the story of the

girl they wonder about. It is the story

of six key days in her life. It is the

purpose of the story to help explain

this complex girl by means of those

six days.

It begins in a town near San Fran-

cisco with that day back in 1951 when

Diane was thirteen years old. . . .

Lunch was over and Diane was

just about to enter the convent class-

room when one of her friends, a fat

little girl, called out to her.

"What is it?" Diane asked.

"Here," the fat girl said, pushing

a sheet of paper into her hand. "Fill

this out (Continued on next page)
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(continued) during class and then

give it back to me later." She giggled.

"It's a Purity Test. Most of the other

girls have filled out theirs already.

\ It's fun, Diane. And it's very self-

revealing . . . Just make sure the

Sister doesn't catch you, that's all."

She giggled again and then she

rushed into the classroom, Diane a

few steps behind her.

Diane waited about two minutes

after class (Continued on page 76)
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what my faith means to me

(Continued from page 35) her stand next
to me, to know that each of us respected
the other's faith. It was a good thing. It

was a right thing. I can't listen to people
who say it should be any different."

The Lewis children chose their own
faith. Thirteen-year-old Gary, Jerry's first

born, so like his dad in all ways, claims his

father's religion and calls himself a Jew.
Gary goes to bed with the Star of David
while his younger brother Ronnie goes
to bed with his rosary, and they are blood
brothers. At nine, Ronnie has chosen to
be a Catholic and more often goes to

Mass with his mother than to the Temple
with his dad and Gary.

ALAN LADD
FAITH AND THREE
RELIGIONS
"Whether or not you believe in God

—

that is the important thing. I don't care
what faith a person has as long as he be-
lieves sincerely."

These are not idle words from Alan
Ladd. He and his family live happily
with these precepts.

Of Alan and Sue's four children, one
goes to the Catholic church, two go to

the Episcopalian and one to Christian
Science services. Sue is an Episcopalian.
Alan was formerly a Christian Scientist.

He seldom attends services now, believing
that whether or not a man goes to church
is no test of his religious convictions.
On Christmas Day, this diversified re-

ligious family holds a private religious
service in their home. Without any de-
nominational leanings, they each offer a
prayer to God as they wish. Each of the
children learn one of their own to say

—

a special prayer to God, each in his own
way.

JAYNE MANSFIELD
FAITH AND A HOLLYWOOD
CHILD
The little girl was being tucked into

bed when she asked her mother suddenly,
"Who is God?" The little girl happened to

be named Jayne Marie. Her mother hap-
pens to be Jayne Mansfield.
"Well—" the actress said, answering the

question millions of mothers have been
called on to answer at one time or an-
other, "He is the most important thing in
our lives. He is goodness. He is very
kind. He is very full of love for us. And
if we pray to Him, and if He thinks our
prayers are worthwhile, He will answer
those prayers. Like with me. I prayed
very hard for a long time that I would
be an actress here in Hollywood someday.
God granted me that. When you get older,
Jayne Marie, you will want to be some-
thing—an actress, maybe, or a nurse or a
writer or a painter. And you will pray to
God the way I did. And if He feels it's

right for you, that thing you pray for, He
will grant it . . . Oh, He is very good, God
is. And He is very wise, too. He is always
with us. He knows what we are thinking.
He gets very hurt when we are thinking
bad things, wrong things, and He becomes
very happy when we think of fine things.
Yes, He is always with us, always up
there in Heaven looking down and watch-
ing us."

"Is He watching us right now?" Jayne
Marie asked.
Her mother nodded. Then she smiled as

she watched her little daughter stare out
of the window alongside her bed and up at
the sky and whisper, "Hello, God. I'm so
glad You are taking care of me, too, just
like my mommy does."
Says Jayne of this incident, "I knew

then that my little baby girl was growing
up, now that she had asked the one most
important question of her life ... I was
very proud of her."

DOLORES HART
THE CHOOSING OF A
DIFFERENT FAITH
A handful of Hollywood citizens are

converts. Most of them are quiet on the
subject. "We needed something more
than we had," they say, "and we tried to
find it in a different church. That's all."

One convert, however, who doesn't
mind talking about her decision to change
churches, is Dolores Hart, the pretty Para-
mount starlet.

"I was born a Protestant," Dolores says,

"but, because a Catholic grammar school
was close to our house, I went there. I

was very young but I remember feeling
immediately that there must be something
very beautiful about being a Catholic. I

remember the way all the other children
smiled all the time and how happy they
always seemed. I was not happy at the
time. My parents were divorced and I

was very angry at my father, who had
left my mother. Things were not right
and I was, in fact, a very sad little girl.

"I waited a couple of years before I

asked one of the nuns at the school about
the biggest thing on my mind those couple
of years—whether I could please con-
vert to the Catholic Church. The nun re-
ferred me to a priest, who had a long
talk with me. After that talk and a few
others, the priest said that he was very
impressed with my convictions and that
yes, I could convert. I know there hasn't
ever been a happier day in my whole
life. I got down on my knees, I remember,
and I said aloud all the Catholic prayers
I had memorized—said them aloud for the
first time. I prayed that this new church
I loved so much would fill the terrible
void in my life.

"I'm glad to say that it has."

HUGH O'BRIAN
FAITH IN ACTION
Hugh O'Brian had just returned from

his father's funeral. He sat alone and read
from the Bible, the Book his father had
recited from when Hugh was a boy.
He read some of the old familiar passages,
and then he stopped and looked up. Words
his father had spoken to him once came
back to his mind. ."To have the Bible in
one's heart," the old man had said, "is

more important than having the Bible in
one's hand."
That had been a long time ago, and

much had happened since—and Hugh had
forgotten that conversation. But sitting

there now. years later, this lonely after-
noon, the funeral only a few hours behind
him, he remembered that conversation
again and he made up his mind that he
would always remember it. . . .

The next morning, he phoned a chil-

dren's hospital just outside of Hollywood.
He asked if, on Saturday, he could be
permitted to come over and visit with
the kids.

"Will you wear your Wyatt Earp outfit,

Mr. O'Brian?" he was asked. "They'll
really get a kick out of that."

"I don't usually like to," Hugh started
to say. "But sure, sure I will."

Early that Saturday morning, Hugh
showed up at the hospital. For more than
four hours he played with the sick chil-

dren, talked with them, saw the happy
glow come to their faces and almost blot
out the paleness in those faces.

When it was time to go, he wrote out a
check and donated it to the hospital's toy
fund—in his father's memory. Then he
asked the doctor in charge if it would be

all right with everybody for him to drop
around the following Saturday—and he
has been going back to the hospital prac-
tically every Saturday since.

ANN BLYTH
FAITH AND THE HAPPY
MARRIAGE
Ann Blyth and her husband, Dr. Jim

McNulty, are one of Hollywood's truly
happy couples. Ann is sure she knows
why. "We love each other very much,"
she says, "and, just as important, we
share our love of God."
Recently, Ann and Jim were tired. He

had been working hard at the hospital.
She had been working hard, too, at her
studio and at home. They decided to go
away for a weekend and relax. But where?
A quick, crazy air trip to Hawaii? The
little boat to Catalina? Palm Springs and
that lovely cottage they'd rented there
once? Las Vegas?
They thought of all these places. And

then Jim remembered a place a patient
of his, a priest, had talked about. It was
a monastery, not far from Hollywood,
where the brothers in charge conducted
week-end retreats for young married cou-
ples.

"Would you like that, maybe?" Jim
asked.
Ann nodded. "Yes," she said.

The week-end turned out to be the most
beautiful they had ever spent. They at-
tended Communion and Mass together.
They walked the Stations of the Cross to-
gether. They listened to the brothers'
lectures on their faith together. At night,
they gathered in the big assembly hall
with the other young couples and sang
the simple, sacred songs of their church.
And then after that, holding hands, they
walked alone through the monastery gar-
dens, meditating silently.

"When it was over," Ann says, "Jim and
I knew we had found the real relaxation
—and peace—we had been searching for.

More than that, though, we knew we had
experienced something that had strength-
ened our love for one another. That
something, of course, was God, and our
being with Him, and only with Him, to-
gether, those two short days."

TERRY MOORE
FAITH AND CHARITY
Terry Moore is a Mormon. Terry is also

a very ambitious and lively girl who knew
what she wanted in Hollywood and set
out to get it by all matter of publicity

—

some of it good, some of it not so good.
But beneath that flashy professional ve-
neer, Terry is a strict believer in God and
in her sect. Like the other members of
the sect she gives ten percent of all her
earnings to her church. And. on the first

Sunday of every month, she fasts and do-
nates the money ordinarily spent for food
on that day to the poor.

"This is a custom with us," she says,
"and some people think it very unusual
and hear the news of what we do as if

it were something spectacular. But, truth-
fully, isn't what we do the most natural
way of showing love for God, for your
church, for your fellow man?

"Charity is a key-word in the Bible,

you know. In Corinthians, it reads:

'Though I have all faith, so that I

could remove mountains, and have
not charity, I am nothing.

"And then, again in Corinthians, it

reads:
'And now abideth faith, hope,
charity, these three; but the
greatest of these is charity.

"The meaning of these words is one of

the cornerstones of religion. Without it

—

as the Bible says—there is nothing." END



gene tierney comes home

(Continued jrom 'page 44) she never once
mentioned her great fear to anyone, she
prayed continually that her baby would
be born healthy and well. . . . She was
only half-conscious, but still praying, that

October morning the child was born. She
lay in her bed. "Please," she whispered,
"please . . please . . . please."
Her husband was standing over her.

"Gene," he said, "it's all over. Our
daughter is here. Daria is here."

Gene looked up at him.
"I want to see her," she said.

"You will, in time," her husband told

her.

Gene dug her fists into the bed. "I've

got to see her now," she said.

"The doctor
—

" her husband started to

say.

But Gene began to scream now. "Please,

Oli, please . . . I've got to see my baby!"
When they brought the infant in a few

minutes later, Gene tried to sit up.

"Now now," a nurse said, smiling, easing

her back, "I'll hold the child and you just

look."
Gene, too weak to do otherwise, lay

back. And she looked.
Slowly, she too began to smile.

The child was asleep. But she looked
strong and sturdy and pretty.

"Has she cried yet?" Gene asked the
nurse
"Sure has," the nurse said.

"Normally?" Gene asked.
The nurse shrugged. "Normal as every

other baby," she said.

Gene turned to look at her husband, still

standing at her side.

"Normal," Gene whispered.
Her husband nodded.
"Normal," Gene whispered again, clos-

ing her eyes. . . .

But it wasn't so . . .

It was two years from then, when doc-
tors realized that the child was not nor-
mal and that she be hospitalized.

Gene was heartbroken. She succeeded
in keeping the full extent of her heart-
break from the world—even from her
friends. But the strain within her was
there and it worked on her, hard, for the

days and weeks and years that followed.

It worked especially hard against her
marriage.

Just too hard

Gene had loved Oleg Cassini very much
when she married him. She'd eloped with
him after knowing him only a short while
and for the first few years she would tell

anybody who would listen how crazy
about him she was.
But after her daughter became sick,

things started to go bad between the two
of them.
"Gene seemed to become very nervous

in his presence," as one friend put it. "At
first, after what happened to her daughter,
she seemed more in love with him than
ever, as if she were counting on him to

fill that terrible loneliness she must have
felt. But then, maybe because he reminded
her so much of what had happened, things
changed. And from then on it was ob-
viously only a matter of time before they
got a divorce."

The divorce—preceded by a dozen split-

ups and reconciliations, and by the birth,

in 1949, of the Cassinis' second daughter,
Christina—took five years in coming.
But when it came it came bitterly, with

Gene weeping in court that her husband
had treated her cruelly, had neglected
her, had lived off her.
The divorce was granted. And that, to

most observers, seemed to be that—just
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Q. Do you know there are two

kinds of perspiration?

A. It's true! One is "physical",
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Q. Which perspiration is the
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Q. How can you overcome
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the drain, and nothing more than that.

For a while Gene, in her early thirties

now, went into a kind of social retirement.

She saw few people. She spent most of her
time with her mother and her baby, Tina,

and working, for her career was going
from good to better now and Gene strove

hard to keep it going that way. Occasion-
ally, she dated. But only occasionally.

Mostly, though, she seemed to prefer being
alone. "I'm moody and irritable," she told

her friends frankly when they tried to

snap her out of her blues. "I don't want
to pretend otherwise right now. Can you
all understand that?"
Her friends understood. And there was

no great concern on anybody's part about
Gene at the time. After all, everybody
who knew her thought hard work and the
divorce and her first child still in the
hospital—that was enough to take the

wind out of anybody's sails. And Gene's
sails were basically made of strong stuff,

weren't they? And Gene was just going
through one of those extra-tough periods
now, wasn't she? And what she really

needed was something new, a distraction,

something that would help set her back
on that old familiar path again—wasn't
that it, wasn't it really all that simple?
The 'distraction' Gene's friends had

hoped for turned up not too long after

this—in the person of Aly Khan.
Gene, in France for a picture, met the

playboy Moslem prince and fell wildly in

love with him.
Actually, she had met him a year earlier,

when she was in Argentina on location
work. There had been a big party for her
at a swank Buenos Aires hotel one night
and suddenly in had walked Aly Khan, in

South America for a few days to buy some
horses. He'd spotted Gene immediately,
worked up an introduction and then
asked her to have dinner with him. Gene
had said no. As she explained it later, "I

was married at the time, to Oleg. He was
married at the time to Rita Hayworth.
And, besides, he struck me as a very
dangerous type and I figured I had better
stay away."
But a year had passed now and Gene

was divorced and Aly was in the process
of getting his divorce and when they met
this time, this second time, Gene found
herself saying yes to a dinner date for
the following evening.

"I find him fascinating," she told a friend
the morning after their date. "I hope I

see him again."
"He's marvelous," she told that same

friend a few days later. "He's everything
I hoped for in a man . . . Am I going to

see him tonight? I'm going to see him
tonight and every night!"
Gene, then, had obviously fallen sudden-

ly and madly in love with her new-found
prince. And, looking back, her reasons
for falling for him are obvious—though
few people, if anyone, realized those rea-
sons at the time.

Mad romantic whirl

He had charmed her. He had captivated
her. And in him, she thought, there would
be love and excitement, all spelled out in

capital letters, and a chance to throw
herself into a mad, romantic whirl and
by doing that to try to forget the tragedy
that had been her life for the past eight
years.
Within a month after meeting Aly,

Gene completed her picture, turned down
another picture and followed her man
all over Europe. Together, they lived life

to the hilt. They went to the races in

England, the opera in Italy, skiing in
Switzerland, to nightclubs and parties all

over Paris and the Riviera.
It was, in fact, while they were spend-

ing a weekend at the sumptuous Riviera

reports began circulating about a forth-
coming wedding between the prince and
the beautiful actress.

The reports were neither confirmed nor
denied.

"Can't we tell everybody?" Gene was
overheard asking Aly at a party one night.
"You asked me. I said yes."
"Not yet, my dear," was the smiling

answer she got. "Why not let's keep them
all guessing for a while?"
But Gene, for one, was sure that they

would be confirmed one day soon. "We
love each other, desperately," she told a
friend at the time. "It's just that we
don't want to rush into anything right
now. In a few months, yes—but not right
now."

It's probable that Gene knew as she
said this that Aly's father was not in favor
of the marriage. The Aga felt, it was ru-
mored, that his son had had one marital
fling with a Hollywood actress and that
that was enough. Yes, the rumor went on,
the Aga felt that Aly could have some fun
with another actress, as much fun as he
wanted—but to marry her, no, that would
be out of the question, that would be the
end of Aly's inheritance.

If Gene did know that these were the
Aga's feelings at that time, she didn't seem
to let them bother her. Love, she be-
lieved simply and honestly, had a way of
conquering everything. And her love for
Aly, her passion for him, her wanting him
and needing him and her willingness to
sacrifice everything for him, her career,
her country, everything—this the Aga
would realize, eventually, she was sure,
and this would change the Aga's mind. . . .

It was a year and a half later when
Gene returned to Hollywood. She came
alone. She had come back, she told re-

Oscar Levant says: "I don't like

drinking. It's for ordinary people."
Paul Sann

in the New York Post

porters who met her, to fill a picture com-
mitment. She had come alone, she said,

because Aly was busy in Europe.
Aly showed up one night a few weeks

later. And the next morning he and Gene
drove to Mexico on a weekend-for-two.
Nearly fifty reporters and cameramen

followed them.
At first, Aly refused to speak to any

of the newspaper people. But, finally, Gene
convinced him it would be wise if they
at least posed for a few pictures.

Aly consented, very reluctantly.

For he stood around with a seemingly-
radiant Gene as the photographers clicked

away. Then he put up his hand and indi-

cated that that was enough.
"Say, Prince," one of the photographers

called out. "I've got one little question to

ask. Are you two ever getting married?"
Aly's face flushed. He was about to take

Gene's arm and make a quick getaway
when Gene turned to the photographer
and said, "We're getting married in six

months. In Europe, probably."
She looked over at Aly.
But he didn't look at her.

Instead, he began to walk away.
Gene excused herself and followed him.
A few days later, she and Aly were

back in Hollywood again. Aly stayed for

two more days and then he left. Gene
explained his departure by saying that he
had some important work to do for his

father and that they would meet again in

New York in a month, as soon as she had
completed her picture.

The picture completed, Gene rushed off

They were supposed to go out together that
first night, but Aly phoned Gene shortly
after she arrived and said he wouldn't
be able to make it. "Something urgent has
come up," he said, without bothering to
explain.
The next night, they did go out—to

dinner and the theater. Friends of Gene's
reported later that Gene had looked nerv-
ous but happy, that Aly had looked very
glum.
On the afternoon of the third day, Aly

phoned again with apologies about that
evening. "Tomorrow," he said, "tomorrow
night we will go out. Do not worry."
And it was on the afternoon of that

next day when Gene picked up a copy of

a New York newspaper and, glancing
through a society column, read the follow-
ing item:
Aly Khan, who is the soul of discretion

and a pearl among gentlemen, is dropping
hints among the El Morocco set that he is

through with Gene Tierney and that he
only dates her because, well, you know
the way things are.

Gene lay down the paper and began to

sob violently into the pillow.
And her sickness, long in coming,

came. . . .

Into the hospital—and out

Gene suffered her first nervous break-
down a few days later. It was a bad one.

There were reports in some of the papers
that she'd tried to kill herself one night

by taking an overdose of sleeping pills,

that she'd been caught in time and saved.

The truth of this report was never es-

tablished. But, true or not, Gene entered
a sanitarium in Hartford, Connecticut,
and began to undergo extensive treatment.

That was early in 1955.

At the end of that year, she was re-

leased and she went to her home in

southern Connecticut where she lived

with her mother and Tina, her younger
daughter. She showed up in New York
every once in a while, but not much.

"I think I saw her twice during this

period," one friend remembers, "once at

lunch, once at the theater. Both times she
was quiet and pale. Both times she looked
very much on the verge of a second
breakdown."

This breakdown came soon after, and
again Gene entered a sanitarium.
When she came out this time, the press

reported that she looked beautiful as ever
and fit as a fiddle and that she was com-
pletely well now and on her way to Hol-
lywood to make a comeback movie, The
Wayward Bus.

It all sounded happy.
It all sounded fine.

Everybody who had known Gene cheered

the news.
Especially her old friends in Hollywood.
How good it would be to see her again,

they thought. How good it would be to

get together and have a nice friendly

old-fashioned time of it.

But Gene, they learned, had different

ideas about Hollywood and everybody
there.

From the moment she arrived, she made
it clear that she had come to work and
only to work. As she told one of these

friends who managed to get her on the

phone one morning: "I'm only interested

in getting on with my job again. My studio

has been good to me, wonderful to me.
They've kept me on salary these past few
years. But the money, most of it, has gone
to paying doctor and hospital bills for me
and my daughter. And I need the money
and I need the work and that's the only

reason I'm here."
Later that same morning, Gene drove

out to the studio. She got a warm welcome
from her old bosses. And then they gave
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work on. Read through such-and-such a

scene for the next few days, she was
told, and then come back and get ready
for rehearsals.

Gene went immediately back to her
hotel, and for the next few days she stayed
closeted in her room, just her and her
script, and she tried to memorize the scene.

In the old days, five-six years ago, this

had been easy, a few hours' work at

most.

A desperate try

But now, as Gene sat in that big chair

near the window of her lonely hotel room,
the script in her lap, her fingers clutching

at a cigarette, she found it hard to con-
centrate. She tried. She tried everything.

She had breakfast and lunch and dinner in

her room and she read through the scene,

over and over, through those meals and
through the hours between and at night
when she was in bed, reading through the
one scene again and again, falling asleep
finally and then waking a few hours later,

the script still in her hands, that heavy
lump of paper that gradually made no
sense to her anymore and that she could
not look at anymore without beginning
to feel her hands tremble and then her
head and then her entire body.
But still she tried. Only the more she

tried the less she seemed able to memo-
rize a line. And, finally, on the third day
she knew it was no good.
"I'm sorry," she said to her studio,

"but I can't do it. I'm not feeling well. I

have headaches. I've been trying. But it's

no use I'm still sick. I've got to go. I can't

do the picture. I've got to go. Give the part

to someone else. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry."

Gene didn't give anyone a chance to help
her change her mind. She left Hollywood
a few hours later.

"For a while," a friend has said, "none
of us knew what had happened to Gene,
where she'd gone. Then a few months
later the report leaked out that she'd

suffered another breakdown, the worst of

them all, and that she was in a sanitarium
again, this time in Kansas. It looked like

the end for Gene. How much could one
girl take, we wondered. How much could
one girl suffer? Brokenhearted over her
first child, over her ruined marriage, over
her affair with Aly Khan . . . We won-
dered if we would ever see her again. We
prayed we would. But we doubted it. For
we were praying now, we knew, for a

miracle."
That miracle, thankfully, was to be.

It came a few days after Gene was re-
leased from the Kansas sanitarium.
Just before she left the sanitarium, she

received a phone call from Hollywood.
"I don't want to accept it," Gene told the

operator.
"The lady says she's an old friend," the

operator said. "She's very anxious to speak
to you." She gave the woman's name.
Gene hesitated for a moment. She and

the woman, an actress, had worked to-
gether on a few pictures years ago and
the woman had indeed been a friend, a
very good one.

"I—I'll accept it," Gene told the oper-
ator, finally.

When they were connected, the friend
asked Gene right off if she was planning
to come out to Hollywood.
No, Gene said, she wasn't. She was go-

ing to New York, she said, to be with her
mother and her younger daughter, Tina,
and to rest for a while.
Would she come out for a few days, at

least, the friend asked her.
"No," Gene said, "I'm not planning to do

any work for a while, at least, and—

"

"Who's talking about work?" the friend
asked. "I want you to come to a party."

Gene said no, no, that was very kind,
but that it would be impossible. Why
should she want to go to a party? And who
would really want to see her, she asked,
except a few people who might regard her
as a curiosity piece now that she'd been
through what she'd been through.
Was that what she had thought the last

time she was in Hollywood, the friend

asked her. Was that why she refused to

see anybody that time?
That was partly the reason, Gene ad-

mitted.

Hometown friends

"Look, Gene," the friend said. "Let me
be blunt. I know you've been sick. I know
you've had it tough, very tough. But, if I

may, I'd like to make one point clear. This
is your old hometown I'm calling from,
Gene. And there are lots of people out
here who love you and who'd genuinely
like to see you again, and be with you
again. And if you don't realize that—that

there are still people around, lots of them,
who love you and want you—well, I don't

care how many doctors you see or how
many hospitals you walk in and out of,

you're never really going to get bet-

ter. . .
."

When Gene left the hospital a few days
later, she took a plane for California, not

New York. Quietly, she checked into the
Bel-Air Hotel—for only one night, she
told the desk clerk—and quietly she began
to prepare for the party.

Gene, obviously nervous, arrived at the

party an hour after everyone else had.

But she was not alone for long.

'The room was filled with just about
every and anybody who'd ever known
Gene," someone who was there that night

has said, "and I think that, at first, all of

matter of fact, plastered smiles and loud
hellos and everybody a little bit uncom-
fortable that they might be overdoing it . . .

But then something beautiful happened.
It's nothing I can put my finger on. But
after a while everybody started to relax
and the smiles became the old familiar
ones and the talk got down to lots of old
memories and laughs. Gene began to talk

now, too, really talk and smile. And the
love everybody in that room felt for her
became so thick you would have thought
you could have packaged it and sold it for

a million bucks a box."
The party ended very late that night,

and when it was over Gene decided to

stay in Hollywood, a few more days.
They turned out to be wonderful, happy

days, the most wonderful she'd known in

a long, long time. She visited her old studio
again—really visited it this time—and she
talked to old pals there, producers, actors,

gatemen, make-up people, all the people
she'd known through the years. She visited

her friends, too, and went out to dinner
with some of them one night and to a
movie with others another night. And on
the last night there was another party, a
big and beautiful party, again in Gene's
honor. And at one point, when she was
asked to speak, she had a hard time keep-
ing back the tears and she could only say,

"Thank you, thank you, thank you all for

caring. . .
."

On the morning Gene finally left, a

group of her oldest and best friends drove
her out to the airport.

"You have to leave?" one of them asked
her, just before she boarded the plane.

"Yes," Gene said.

"But you'll be back?" she was asked.

"I will," Gene said. "Without any
hitches this time—I promise."



bad girl finds love

(Continued from page 53) she was an
ordinary sixteen-year-old girl, living with
her parents, going to school. Prettier than
most, perhaps, but shyer than most also.

Vadim was an unimportant errand-boy-
secretary-assistant to a big name in the

French movie industry. A young man
without funds, without fame.
To Brigitte, he was an exciting older

man, sophisticated, worldly, talented, full

of brilliant ideas on how to make a movie
—or a movie star—important. She was
thrilled that such a man would be inter-

ested in her, would be willing to marry
her, because she did not think of herself

as attractive and she knew she had no
brilliant ideas about anything.
Roger Vadim saw in Brigitte his ticket

to fame and to fortune. He said to her,

"One day I will make you the unattain-

able dream of all men."

Brigitte as wife

She tried to be a good wife, to please

her husband, and when his demands
seemed too strange, she would still try

to do what he asked, because after all,

he was the brilliant one, not she. He felt

he couldn't count on his wife's acting

ability, but he knew he could exploit her
as a Sex Symbol.
He taught her to dye her hair blonde,

to wear it uncombed and waist-long, to

suck her thumb, to pout, to leave off her
lipstick.

He felt he couldn't count on his wife's

intelligence, so he taught her to play
dumb. To go around asking questions
like, "How do mice lay their eggs?"
He chose her movie roles carefully.

Roles that would not tax the below-
average mentality he felt she had. Roles
that would instead make use of the one
asset he felt she had. Like the bathtub
scenes. . . .

At first, she rebelled. She just couldn't

do it, she said. She was too embarrassed.
But her husband insisted, and Brigitte

dutifully gave in.

And she was beginning to catch on very
well to his instructions on how to be-
have for the screen. And now she must
try to live up to the same role for the
public.
When her husband, her director, would

arrange interviews with the press, he
would see to it that she wore nothing at

all. When she would meet a new leading
man, he would arrange the introduction
and see to it that everyone knew his wife
wore nothing at all then either.

By 1956, Roger Vadim had established his

wife's reputation the way he had planned
it, and established his own as well. He
was now an important film director and
he no longer needed Brigitte.

He had found a woman who really in-
terested him; in fact, she was carrying

his child. So, with the filming of And
God Created Woman, Vadim exerted his

last diabolical influence on his creation,

Brigitte. He pushed her into the arms
of another man—Jean-Louis Trintignant.

He was the boy playing the love scenes
with Brigitte in And God Created Woman.
Vadim directed the love scenes; Vadim
urged more and more realism.

Vadim got his divorce on December 5,

1957. On December 6, 1957, a baby girl

was born to him and the Danish model,
Anita Stroyberg.

Brigitte, burying her pride, bravely
announced that she would buy the child

a cradle and was "ready to be named god-
mother if they want."

Brigitte knew the world was laughing
at her. There was only one way to stop

the laughter.

She informed everyone who would lis-

ten that she was wildly in love with Jean-
Lou.
And who was to say it wasn't so?
Who, indeed?
Not Jean-Lou, a young unknown, anx-

ious for every drop of publicity he could
wring out of an eager press.
Not Roger Vadim, who was still to

write and direct his ex-wife in the
movies that meant bread and butter to
them both.
Not Brigitte, who needed not the pub-

licity, not the money, but the knowledge
that people thought her desired, loved. . . .

She took an apartment, in which to cook
for Jean-Lou, entertain their friends,

take care of him. She went everywhere
with him, kissed him for every camera
within shooting range, called him her
darling, her sweetheart. She talked of
him to everyone she met: "I know we
are acting like mad people, but I don't
care. Let them talk. Let them say what
they want. What is important to me?
Only love!"

Oddly enough—it turned out to be true.

Or maybe it wasn't so odd after all.

Maybe it was the most natural thing in

the world. Brigitte was very much on the
rebound—and Jean-Lou was young and
handsome and as sweetly gentle as the
boy he had played in their movie. He
treated Brigitte with a sort of little-boy

awe; to him she was always the movie
star on the pedestal, the goddess of sex.

Roger had treated her like a child—Jean-
Lou looked up to her as if she were an
older woman. Gradually, what had been
lies turned into truths for Brigitte, and
the love that had been manufactured for

a purpose became a passion she couldn't
control. She stopped talking to people
about madness and talked of marriage
instead.

"As soon as Jean-Lou gets his divorce,"
she would repeat. "Then we'll get mar-
ried. .

."

Standing next to her, Jean-Lou would
nod miserably. "Yes. Someday. . .

."

But someday was a long time coming.
A draft notice came first.

It came out of the blue and took Jean-
Lou away from Brigitte with a sudden-
ness that left them both gasping. One
day he was in Brigitte's apartment making
not-very-successful efforts to start di-
vorce proceedings—the next, somehow,
he was wearing the uniform of the French
Army and he was on his way to Germany,
with a tightlipped Brigitte, arms stiff

at her sides, trying not to cry in the rail-

way station.

Brigitte was faithful

When the first shock was over. Brigitte

set about getting her life in order. "I

will keep the apartment," she announced,
"so Jean-Lou will have a place to come
home to."

The skeptics laughed. "She will keep
the apartment," they amended, "so she
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will have a place to come home to—after
her dates with other men!"
To their complete amazement, there

were no other men.
"I am sorry," Brigitte told friends who

asked her out. "I have a letter to write. . .

."

A letter to Germany.
A letter that talked of the future with

hope and confidence, of how much she
had learned about being a wife, of how
wonderful their lives would be, together.
They were the only letters Brigitte

wrote—but they weren't the only ones
Jean-Lou received. For in a small town
in France, he had a wife and child.
And whatever he'd done, however much

he had adored Brigitte, Jean-Lou was still

a Frenchman, a man to whom the ideas
of home and family were bound with the
ties of centuries.
His first furlough was set for Christmas.

For a month before Brigitte talked of
nothing else. She bought presents enough
to make even Aly Khan's head swim. She
ordered the largest tree in Paris delivered
to her apartment. She planned a party.
There was only one thing she forgot.

Christmas is a religious holiday. Christ-
mas is a family time.
And on Christmas Day, 1957, Jean-Lou

Trintignant went home to his wife and
his child.

What Brigitte went through on that cold
holiday, nobody ever knew. When she
stopped waiting for Jean-Lou and stopped
telling herself—and everyone else—that
he was coming, surely coming any minute
now, she locked the door of her apart-
ment and refused to come out. Three days
later when she opened it again, she was
a different person.
Her reputation, of course, was long

since gone in the wake of the 'madness.'
Her pride was in shreds; it had happened
for the second time that she had loved
a man and believed he loved her—and had
been deserted. Her fears were confirmed

—

no man who knew her well could want
her. And her future was assured: no man,
even if he wanted her, could marry Bri-
gitte Bardot, bad girl that she was. Not in

respectable, middle-class France.
She had reached the end of hope—and

the beginning of the real madness.

More rejections

The first thing she did, of course, was
call a press conference. Every reporter
in Paris turned up, as they always do
when Brigitte has something to say.

"I am through with Jean-Lou," she
said. "I loved him, yes, but he was too
far away. I need a man near me!"
The gullible even believed it.

The rest she began, diligently, to con-
vince.
She went to Spain to make a movie.

The Night Heaven Fell. Within weeks,
rumors were circulating in Paris: Brigitte

had a new man. His name was Gustave
Rojo, a Spaniard of aristocratic descent
who was now making movies. That was
fine with Brigitte. Let the rumors fly

—

preferably right to Jean-Lou. Let him
know she wasn't carrying a torch.

But she hadn't precisely counted on
Gustave's telling a Spanish newspaper
that he had spent a week end with Bri-
gitte in Torremolinos.
That was going too far; she issued a furi-

ous denial. In answer, Gustave amended
his statement to the paper a little. "We
are just great friends," he said hastily.

"It could not be serious because my
career is in Mexico and Spain; Brigitte's

is in France. But we still continue to see

each other."

He was wrong, but not defeated. Bri-
gitte left Spain without seeing him again,

but on the plane home she read an
item proclaiming that Gustave Rojo had



had any complaints, Brigitte kept them to

herself. All right, he had used her shame-
lessly for publicity.

She knew she had deserved it. She had
used him to strike back at Jean-Lou.
The third man was Gilbert Becaud. She

met him on a TV program, and instantly

there was a spark.
He was different in many ways from

the two before him.
In the first place, he was as famous as

Brigitte—had been so, long before anyone
ever heard of La Bardot, in fact. As a
girl, Brigitte had cut his picture out of

a thousand newspapers to pin on her
wall—for Gilbert Becaud was the Johnnie
Ray of France—with guitar-playing
thrown in for good measure. For the first

time, Brigitte had a man who knew very
well the difference between a real per-
son and the person publicity creates for

a star. For the first time, she thought, it

would be unnecessary to pretend.
It would also be unnecessary to give

Gilbert an allowance to spend on her, the
way she had had to with Jean-Lou. He
had plenty of money of his own and he
knew how to handle it, too. There was so

much she could learn from Gilbert Be-
caud. . . .

And the first thing she learned was
something she should have remembered
from the scrapbooks she had once kept
about him: Gilbert Becaud, like Jean-
Lou, had a wife and child.

And unlike Jean-Lou, he wasn't even
half-heartedly contemplating divorce. He
liked Brigitte, yes—but he liked his home
more. He liked his reputation as a teen-
age idol more. He liked peace and quiet
more.
When the first headline hit the French

newspapers (it read, to be exact: brigitte

BARDOT SEEMS TO BE SMITTEN WITH A BIG

SINGING STAR WHOSE INITIALS ARE G. B.) he
bowed out quickly—and not quietly.

He rejoined his wife. He had himself
photographed with her for a dozen news-
papers. And he gave out statements about
Brigitte: She follows me everywhere.
I've had enough of her

It sounded cruel, but it was true. Like a
tired child, Brigitte had tried to attach
herself to Becaud, to lean on him, to turn
over to him her life to straighten out.

When he left her, she felt not as if her
heart were broken—but as if the floor

had dropped out from under her feet. In
blind panic, she did just what Becaud had
accused her of—she chased him. She flew
to Geneva, where Becaud was singing.

She had no invitation to join him, and
she got no welcome. A day later she was
back in Paris. Workers on the set of her
current movie, In Case Of Emergency,
watched her wander around as if she
were in a trance.
And that night, she took an overdose

of sleeping pills.

An attempt to rescue

Oddly enough, she still had some friends
left. They spirited her out of the hospital
to which she had been rushed, and off on
a holiday. They told the reporters that
the stories about suicide were a lie; Bri-
gitte was happily skiing in the mountains.
It was a stupid story to give out; anyone
who knew Brigitte knew that she hated
nothing more than snow except a pair
of skis.

But if the story was stupid, the attempt
to rescue her was good. Time after time in
those cold mountain days, her friends
begged Brigitte to look at what she was
doing to her life, to herself. "You're
beautiful, successful, the whole world's in

love with you," one girl friend said. "Why
don't you find yourself a man you can
fall in love with and marry—instead of
chasing after married men who aren't
any good for you?"

For an answer, Brigitte pointed to an
article in that morning's newspaper. The
Church had included in a pictorial display,
a photo of Brigitte Bardot, as representa-
tive of evil abroad in the world today.
"You see?" Brigitte said softly. "Who

would marry me?"
Later, telling about it, the girl friend

shook her head. "It's crazy," she said.

"If she really had no morals, like they
say, she wouldn't hate herself the way
she does. And if she didn't hate herself,
she wouldn't behave this way, punishing
herself with this awful, stupid, heart-
breaking business of falling for one wrong
guy after another. The trouble with Brig-
itte is, she's got too much love and no one
to give it to. Including herself. . .

."

The next wrong guy was Raf Vallone.
He was the one who refused to be seen in
public with Brigitte. He too—it was a
pattern by now—had a wife and child and
a reputation to protect. About Brigitte's

own reputation, of course, not a word was
said.

Vallone walked out on her—literally

—

the night she persuaded him to take her
out to dinner. A photographer was in the
restaurant. He recognized Brigitte, and
recognized Vallone, who has made a
number of movies in Italy. When his
camera appeared, Vallone rushed him.
There was a brawl. When it was over,
Vallone was gone. Brigitte never saw him
again.
The fifth one would be scarcely worth

mentioning except for one thing. He was
unknown to anyone except Brigitte who
found him somewhere in St. Tropex and
took him to be introduced to an inter-
viewer "This," she said pointing straight

at the boy, "is my new flirt. He is hand-
some, no? But oh—so stupid."

And her eyes added, "Maybe—stupid
enough to stay with me. . .

."

Maybe he was. Only Brigitte never got
a chance to find out—because something
happened while she was still dating the
blond young man from nowhere.

A nice young man
What happened was a miracle.
What happened was the simplest thing

in the world.
What happened was what happens many

times over to most girls in the course of a
year . . . and what Brigitte Bardot thought
would never happen to her as long as she
lived.

She met a nice young man, and he
liked her.

It was no more—and no less—than that.

It happened on a movie set. There was
a Bardot picture being filmed, and in it

she was to play the guitar. She had al-

ways been musical, and she taught herself

a few chords to strum for the scene. But
when the scene was over, she didn't put
the guitar down. She carried it to a

chair at the side of the set, and her
fingers went on picking at the strings,

making tiny bits of music while she closed
her eyes and listened.

When she opened her eyes, a young
man was standing in front of her.

"You will make your fingers bleed,"

he said.

Brigitte glanced down, shrugged. "I

don't care."

He nodded and pulled up a chair. "You
like music?"
She shut her eyes again. "I do. It makes

everything seem all right—for a minute,
anyway. Until I remember that I can't

play.'

"I'll teach you," he said slowly. "I play
the guitar myself. . .

."

For the first time she looked at him, and
then of course she knew who he was.
Sacha Distel, the nightclub singer—she
had been to hear him herself in Paris.

And he had played like a dream, he had
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dons. Box 41107C, Los Angeles 41, Cal ifornia.

MAKE YOUR TYPEWRITER Earn Money. Send $1.00.

Hughes, 500C, 9 South Clinton, Chicago 6.

MAKE MONEY AT home assembling out items. Experience
unnecessary. Lee Mfg. 466 S. Robe rtson, Los Angeles 48, Cal.

EARN SPARETIME CASH preparing-mailing advertising.

Temple Co., Muncie 16, Indiana.

EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES
COMPLETE HIGH SCHOOL at home in spare time with 61-

year-old school; texts furnished; diploma; no classes; booklet

free. Write American School, Dept. X997, Drexel at 58th,

Chicago_37, 1 1 1 i nois.

LEARN WHILE ASLEEP! Exciting details free. Sleep-Learn-
ing Research Association, Box 24-CW, Olympia, Wash.

AGENTS & HELP WANTED
BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrat-
inq Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For
free samples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 19812C, Glen-
dale , California.

PIECE-LIKE STAY-At-Homework! No Doorbell Ringing!

Securall, Box 1450, Pasadena, Calif.

MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS
POEMS WANTED FOR New Sdn^s and Recording. Imme-
diate Consideration. Send Poems Songcrafters, Box 6145,

Acklen Station, Nashville, Jenn. _

SONG POEMS—LYRICS Wanted! Mail to: Tin Pan Alley,

Inc., 1650 Broadway, New York 19, N.Y.

FOREIGN & U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS

JOBS—HIGH PAY; USA, So. America, The Islands. All

trades. Many companies pay fare. Write Dept. 71 S, National

Employment Information, 1020 Broad, Newark, N.J.

SANTA'S HELPERS
You, too, can help Santa Claus
bring Christmas to children

everywhere. Your Christmas
Seal contribution will help

protect them from tuberculo-

sis. Use Christmas Seals on
all your holiday cards and
packages.

. . . BUY AND USE

CHRISTMAS SEALS



NO SEPARATION FOR THE O'SHEAS
There will be no separation because of careers to upset the tranquil home life of

Virginia Mayo and Michael O'Shea.

The two players have agreed that neither will go away on any show business assign-

ment for any length of time when the other goes along.

"Separation because of work," said Miss Mayo, who re-

cently celebrated her eleventh year of wedded life with

O'Shea, "is at the root of many Hollywood domestic troubles.

"Separate careers can be made to harmonize with married

life, but physical separation, with wife and husband working
far from each other, often leads to difficulties."

The blonde Virginia started discussing separation due to

careers, a familiar arrangement in Hollywood, because O'Shea
had turned down a role in a Broadway show to stay with her

when she was filling a long engagement as Alan Ladd's co-

star in Warner Brothers' The Big Land.

"Mike's background is the stage," explains Virginia. "I

started on the stage as a dancer, but I was under contract to

a film studio when I got married, and realized that most of

my roles would be in pictures. I

"So Mike and I agreed then that we would never separate |
because of work—at least no longer than two or three weeks.
And we've stuck to that agreement. Our longest separation was the two weeks I spent j
at Modesto in Northern California doing scenes for The Big Land. Mike was doing a |
TV show then or he would have come to Modesto with me." 1

Virginia will appear in Westbound for Warners.
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pulled such music out of the guitar. . . .

For the first time, since Roger left her,
she looked at a young, handsome man
and saw not a boy to make her believe
she wasn't lonely, not an escort to show
the world that she was adored—but a
person with something to offer her, a gift

he was willing to share.
"Oh," she said. "I'd like that. . .

."

The lessons began the next week. Sacha
took her out to look for a guitar. As they
hunted through the little St. Tropez shops,
he paid no attention to the stares they
got. As far as Brigitte could tell he never
even noticed that they were watched. His
eyes were all for the guitars, his fingers
touched them lovingly, expertly. "This
one is too masculine for you . . this one
had a shallow sound . . . this little one
here might do. . .

."

They bought one finally, carried it

home. In Brigitte's living room she sat

cross-legged on the floor while Sacha
showed her how to hold it, how to form
chords with unaccustomed fingers. She
learned quickly. Nights, she would sit for
hours, until her fingers were too sore to

go on. It was something she could do
honestly at last—make music on a guitar.

Not something Roger Vadim had plastered
onto her, like her sexy walk, her pouting
stares. That was fake. This—this was as

real as she wanted it to be.

The way Sacha liked her

A week later, she was playing little

songs with Sacha, she doing the basic
chords while he played the more difficult

parts. One evening he began to hum along
with the music, a minute later to sing.

After a few bars, Brigitte joined him. Her
voice was husky and sweet—and for the
first time in so long, relaxed. An hour
passed—they ran through all the songs
they knew—then Sacha began a rhythmic,
sensuous ballad. Brigitte put her guitar

behind her head, she began to dance.
It was the sort of dance on which her

reputation was based—the climax of her
every movie—the dance which was sup-
posed to bring her male audience back to
the theatre for a third and fourth time.
It was the sexiest thing in her repertoire.
When she finally sat down, Sacha

glanced at her. "Very nice," he said. "But
I like you better when you sing. . .

."

For once, love grew slowly. It wasn't
forced, it wasn't faked. It began with
liking and turned to affection; it was not
demanding but warm, satisfying, right.

It grew out of little things, like singing

—

and out of big things also.

It grew out of the day Brigitte asked
Sacha to come with her to St. Tropez.
"I always go there now after a movie," she
told him. "It's quiet, the people are nice,
I have a house. You could stay with me."

Sacha's eyebrows went up quizzically.
"Alone?"

Brigitte actually blushed. "No," she
said, "not alone. I have there my maid
and my secretary, who is my companion.
But when you read stories about my
having a guest, they never mention the
chaperones."
Sacha nodded gravely. "In that case, let

us make sure they do mention them this

time. I will invite a few people if it is all

right with you."
"Of course," Brigitte said. "Who?"
"Oh, a nice older couple I know. My

mother and my father. . .
." He took

Brigitte's arm. "It is time they met you
anyhow. . .

."

And neither of them so much as remem-
bered that Brigitte Bardot was not sup-
posed to be the sort of girl a man took
home to meet his mother.
Out of such things, a very great love

can grow.
It grew in the long summer days at

St. Tropez. It grew while Brigitte and

through the tiny town, shopping for fruit
and meat, invariably ending up with arm
loads of bottled olives because Brigitte
would rather eat them than anything
else in the world. It grew while she pre-
pared huge French farm-style meals for
the Distels, not because she wanted to
show off, not even because she wanted to
prove herself to them—but simply be-
cause she loved to cook, and suddenly she
felt right doing the things she loved.
When summer ended, they took the

Distels to Venice for the film festival.

Life magazine reported that Brigitte and
Sacha were together constantly, that when
she said his name, it came out a song.
And in Venice, they had their first fight.

What it was about, no one knows. How
it ended, everyone knows. Sacha slammed
a door. Brigitte heard his footsteps strid-
ing furiously away from her. Then there
was silence—and there were tears.

She wept as she had never wept in her
life. Not the tortured tears she had shed
when Jean-Lou went back to his wife,

not the tears of fury when other men
left her behind—not even the tears of

anguish when she had first come to be-
lieve that no man would ever really love
her again. These were the tears of a wom-
an from whom all hope is gone—who had
taken the biggest chance, had opened her
heart again—and had been utterly de-
stroyed. Sacha was gone, and with him,
her whole life.

The next day she was back in St. Tro-
pez, looking like a ghost. The papers
headlined: b.b. a five-time loser.

So it was quite a shock when the phone
rang that night and Sacha's voice said,

"Hi. You forgot two suitcases and a coat."

For a long moment she couldn't find her
voice. Then she said, "What do you
want?"

"Well, first I want to tell you we'll

be back in forty-eight hours. Then I

wanted to ask you to pick up some music
for me—you know, the stuff I ordered,
so we can get to work on it. And the song
I'm writing for you—I wanted to tell you,
I've got two more bars done but they're

—

"

"Sacha," she said, "what are you talking

about? We had a fight. You walked out.

It's over. I know it. I'm sorry. Now good-
bye."

His voice stopped her hand half way
down, as she was replacing the receiver.

"Brigitte!" he said. "Listen to me. I

wouldn't have believed it, but it's true.

You, the—the sex-kitten, the love goddess
—you don't know a damn thing about
love. Brigitte darling, all lovers fight.

Lots of them walk out. But if they—if

they're serious about each other, if they're
not just playing games—they come back.
They make up. Honey, you don't think
I'd leave you over a fight, do you? If

anyone's walking out on us, it's you."
He waited for an answer. He got none.

Brigitte was crying again.

Out of such tears, too, love grows. Out
of love, wisdom grows. By the time there
was a diamond on her finger—tangible
proof of her engagement, of her love

—

Brigitte was no longer saying, "He is

going to marry me." Instead:
"We will be married in the spring. I

don't know where we will go for a honey-
moon. It doesn't matter. Being married
will be enough. . .

."

She said it like a woman who knows
at last what does matter, and what does
not. She said it like a woman who no
longer depends on the world's opinion—be-
cause only two people's belief in her will

suffice: her lover's—and her own.
She said it as if at last Brigitte Bardot

had come home. END

Brigitte will appear in Paris By Night
for Columbia, and The Woman and the

m



the night I almost committed murder

(Continued from page 56) How prophetic
were her words! How close did I come to

ruining my life during another Christmas
season, about fifteen years later.

At that point in my life I had not yet
learned to control my temper and more
likely than not I would let my fists fly

first and ask questions later. But I was
now in the U.S. Air Force, and I had
little chance to grow hot tempered. No
officer or non-com would have stood for

any bull-headed nonsense from me. Be-
sides, nothing happened during basic train-

ing and my subsequent duty in Korea that

made me flare up—that is, till I was as-
signed to the Stewart Air Force Base,
near Nashville, Tennessee. . . .

On a pleasant afternoon a few days
before Christmas, I had finished duty and
took off for Nashville with two other
airmen. We hitched a ride to town, had
some hamburgers at a downtown restau-
rant, saw a double feature and finished

with a couple of beers at a local service

club.

Shortly before midnight we tried to get

a ride back since we didn't want to wait
for the base bus. A big sedan stopped but
the driver insisted he could take only two
of us—he was a traveling salesman and
had the whole back seat of his car filled

with his samples. After a short hassle we
agreed that the other two would accept
the ride because they were on KP the
following morning and had to get up
earlier than I did. I was sure I wouldn't
have any trouble getting another ride.

I waited under the street-light for an-
other car. But not one car approached
and it got later and later.

I glanced at my watch. It showed almost
1:00 a.m. I grew impatient as I walked
back and forth under the light. After a
while I looked at my watch again, and it

still only showed 1:00 a.m. I lifted it to

my ear and listened. It had stopped.

Footsteps in the night

A few minutes later I heard steps

—

ominous, heavy, uncertain—coming up
the sidewalk. Another couple of minutes
went by and then a man came in sight—

a

big, burly giant of a man with hands like

an ape. He must have been in his mid-
thirties. The stubble on his face showed
he hadn't shaved for at least a day. He
was unsteady on his feet, but he still

managed to walk fairly erect, and didn't
seem belligerent as he came closer.

When he was within about five feet of

me, I walked over. "Excuse me," I started
out, "would you mind telling me what
time it is?"

He stared at me, bleary-eyed.
"My watch stopped," I explained, and

stretched my wrist toward him, to show
him what I meant. "I have to be back
at camp before reveille. . .

."

"Where' you from?" he growled.
I didn't know what this had to do with

what I asked, and I was getting annoyed.
"What do you mean—where am I from?"
I shot back.
"Don't gimme that stuff, soljer boy," he

exclaimed. "I says where' you from and I

want an answer. . .
."

The man was obviously drunk. I didn't

want to get into a fight—and both of us
were close to starting it. "Never mind," I

said, and walked away, down the street

past a vacant lot and along a stone wall.

He came after me, faster than I thought
he could move in his condition. "Listen,
soljer . .

." he said. "I don't like the way
you comb your hair!"

That did it. I swung around and stared
at him angrily. "I've combed my hair this

whether you like it or not!" I shouted.
"Tough guy, eh?" he yelled.
"Forget it!" I shouted.
Before I knew what happened, he had

me pinned against the wall, his left arm
squeezing my neck against the cold stones,

his right hand gripping a frog knife. He
swung the blade threateningly in front
of my eyes.
"You think I dunno how to use a knife,

soljer boy?"
I was too angry to realize the danger.

Yet, if I hadn't acted instantly, and vio-
lently, I may have been stabbed to death.

I raised my knees and kicked him in

the stomach. His knife shot past my
face within a fraction of an inch and *.ie

fell to the ground. I lurched forward,
and wung my fist to his chin. Instead
of knocking him out, I only made him
more furious.
What followed next was a vicious scram-

ble of fists and kicks and scratches—till

I suddenly found my left hand gripping his

throat, and my right one swinging at his

face with a dirty red brick I had somehow
picked up from the sidewalk, as we tum-
bled down the street. Had I hit him with
all the force of my anger, I'm sure I would
have killed him!
Something held me back. I struggled

with myself, my muscles tensed, my teeth
gritted in maddening anger—I couldn't
move my arm an inch. It was as if I were
paralyzed!
Then suddenly I felt as if I were waking

up from a bad dream.
The drunk was cold sober now, his

bleary eyes pleading for mercy—fright-

ened because he knew that he had come
within an inch of his life.

I let go of his neck. Slowly I got up, and
let the brick drop heavily to the ground.
And then something curious happened.

Something I wouldn't have expected in a

million years. Just as if a miracle had
happened.
He rose to his feet and brushed the

dust off his clothes. He wasn't angry
any more, not even frightened. After a
few steps he halted and turned around.
His cheeks were wet with tears. "Merry
Christmas," he said simply as he wiped
his face with the cuff of his sleeve. . . .

And then he walked away, calm and
erect, a different man from what he had
been just ten minutes earlier.

I was a different person, too. I looked
up and saw the stars I hadn't noticed
before. I felt the clean brisk air of the
December night.

I had only one explanation for what kept
us from killing one another—that somehow
God had intervened. I closed my eyes and
said a silent prayer.
And then I saw the convertible approach

and without my waving at the driver, he
stopped. He was an old man, on his way
to work. He had gray hair, and a tired

look on his face. "Want a ride, soldier?"

he asked.
"You bet I do—if you are going to the

base."
He hesitated a moment. "I wasn't really

going close to it, but what's a couple of

miles? Hop in—I'll take you there. . .
."

When he let me out half an hour later,

I turned to him and said, "Thanks—and
Merry Christmas."
He looked up in surprise. "But Christ-

mas is still two days away, son. . .
."

"Not for me," I smiled, as I walked
toward the gate. "I got my present
early. . .

."

This was the very last time I ever lost

my temper. END

You can see Jimmie in The Mating
Oawtf for MGM

PERMANENT DARKENER

FOR LASHES AND BROWS^
• NOT AN ANALINE DYE!

• I APPLICATION LASTS 4 to S WEEKS!

Takes just seconds to apply ... stays on 4 to

5 weeksl "Dark-Eyes" is the perfect way to

make eyelashes and brows completely natural

looking .. .and it will not harden or break

theml "Dark-Eyes" is NOT A MASCARAI

Will not stick to eyelash curler. Eliminates

"7 the bother of daily eye make-up.
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POEMS WANTED
For musical setting . . . send
Poems today. Any subject.

Immediate Consideration. Phonograph records made.
CROWN MUSIC C0..49W. 32 St., Studio 340, New York 1

..With all your Friends,
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I Super-speed service

Money Back Guaranteed!
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WALLET PHOTO CO.

Box D-4S, Hillside, N. J.



a miracle saved our baby

(Continued from page 54) accidents had
occurred so swiftly, so unexpectedly and
with such force that for a time it seemed
that Janet's and Tony's dreams for their

baby might be shattered.

The first threat to Janet and the baby
came on a rainy day in August when
Janet was on her way to see her mother,
Helen Morrison. She had paused on the

bottom of an incline and was about to

turn into her mother's driveway when,
horrified, she felt the impact of another
car ramming into the back of her black
Cadillac. So great was the force of the
other car, that the entire rear of her car

was smashed.
The driver jumped out of his car, and

noticing that the pretty girl trembling at

the wheel was pregnant, turned pale. Janet
was severely shaken up. Later she was to

discover that she had suffered a whiplash
injury to her neck, but so great was her
shock at the moment that she felt no pain
then, was unaware of her own physical
suffering. Her first thought was, "My baby.
My baby."
Her mother drove her to the home of a

friend who lived nearby and called Janet's
doctor, Dr. Leon Krohn.
"How do you feel?" asked the doctor.
"Dizzy and frightened," replied Janet

shakily.
"Go home and get into bed and I'll be

right over," he advised.
At the time of this accident, Tony was

on the set of his picture, Some Like It Hot.
Janet didn't want to notify him, knowing
that Tony would get so upset he would
want to leave in the middle of the picture
to be with her. She was determined to say
nothing to him till he got home.
But the police had recorded the acci-

dent, and it was broadcast in a radio news
bulletin. A close friend immediately called
Janet. "How are you, Janet? I just heard
about the accident."
Then Janet realized that Tony might

hear it at any moment. She didn't want
him to hear it from anyone but her. She
tried to call the studio, but the phones had
been shut off on the set. By this time, she
was trembling. Wanting desperately to
reach Tony, she finally resorted to calling
the head of the studio to get a line through
to Tony.

"I'll be right over," Tony blurted when
Janet told him what had happened.
Although frightened, Janet decided, I

must calm Tony down. There's nothing he
can do right now.
Tony was filled with rage against the

other driver, who had so jeopardized
Janet and their unborn baby. Immediately,
Janet started to defend him. "It wasn't his
fault. His brakes didn't hold out because
of the rain."

"I want to be with you," Tony said.

"Darling, it isn't necessary. The doctor's
here, and so is my mother. I'm under the
doctor's care. Everything is being done
for me." Finally, she managed to soothe
Tony to the point where he agreed to re-
main on the set.

After she had talked to Tony, Janet lay
on the bed shaking.
"Thank God, the baby is all right," was

her only thought—but she wondered. The
impact had thrust her forward so hard
that she had been pushed against the
wheel of the car.

She found it hard to follow the doctor's
advice to relax. She kept praying that
she'd keep her baby. Tony was on the
phone every five minutes, his voice reveal-
ing the strain, even though he tried to

cheer her.

When Tony finally got home, all he cared
about and asked about was: "Are you

All that evening, Janet remained quiet-
ly in bed—unusual for her because even
with help in the house she's always doing
something. She lay there quietly, recalling
the happy summer. The summer had been
a gay cascade of informal poolside par-
ties, with friends dropping in every Sun-
day. The week-end swim parties had been
such a regular feature with their crowd
that Tony had named their home Camp
Curtis and had bought a load of T-shirts
and beanies with Camp Curtis stamped on
them which their guests—like Eddie and
Debbie, Dean and Jeanne Martin and
Lauren Bacall—had playfully donned. She
recalled, too, the birthday party Tony had
given her in July—her very first birthday
party. When she was young, her parents
hadn't been able to afford to give her one.
This time, Tony had taken over La Scala,
an intimate Italian restaurant, for the eve-
ning and all her friends had come. There
was a large cake and on it a design of
Tony and Janet in a pink car racing to
the hospital with a wobbly, frosted stork
hovering over it all.

And now—her mind pulled back to the
present—this accident. She began to think:
Will this interfere with the stork's mis-
sion?
She could feel the baby kicking inside

her, and never had the movements of the
child meant so much to her.
He's alive, she thought, and her heart

swelled with gratitude.
For the next week Janet was still very

nervous.
But Lauren Bacall, Debbie and Eddie

and other close friends came to visit her
and comfort her.
Janet nerved herself to sit behind the

wheel and start driving again. She knew
that if she didn't, she might never again
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get the courage to get behind the wheel.
There was a full moon overhead on the

balmy Saturday night ten days after her
accident when Janet began to feel relaxed
and secure again. She and Tony, along
with Dean and Jeanne Martin and their
good friends, Sammy and Gloria Cahn,
were driving home from a dinner party
at Peter Lawford's house at the beach.

Sitting in front next to Tony who was
at the wheel, Janet was feeling like her
old self for the first time since the acci-
dent. With the pleasantries of the party
behind them, Janet's tensions had begun
to subside. In less than two months Cory
would be born—the baby for whose exist-
ence she had feared only a short while be-
fore when she had been so shaken up in
the automobile collision. She looked at

Tony tenderly, his profile etched in the
reflection of the moon, and thought with
a full heart, How lucky I am. God has been
so good to us.

She and Tony became aware of the fact

that the car behind them was weaving in

and out of traffic, occasionally bumping
their own car. Tony was a careful driver,

even more cautious since Janet had been
shaken up. If there had been anything
possible to do to avoid the weaving car,

Tony would have done it. Without warn-
ing, the car rushed ahead and rammed
into the side of their car, where Tony was
sitting There was an awful crash, and
their car shook violently.

Janet screamed, "Tony, are you all

right?" Then everything became hazy.
Hands helped her to a nearby bus bench.
She sat there shaking and sobbing.
"When the second collision happened,"

Janet told me, "my first thought was, Is

my husband dead? I saw the car coming
right at us, and I thought T«ny must sure-
ly be killed.

"I was in such a state of shock, I couldn't
think clearly. I screamed, 'Darling, are you
all right?' not sure whether I was talking
to warm, human flesh or to a man who
had been killed. The other car had smashed
right into the side where Tony was sitting.

Tony was trying to soothe me, but I didn't

hear what he said. My head felt as if all

kinds of things were exploding inside it.

"Tony, worried about me, was beside
himself. He got me out of the car; I re-
member hanging on to him. I couldn't be-
lieve he was alive. I wanted to touch him
to see that he was there beside me."
Frank Sinatra, who'd been the guest of

honor at Peter Lawford's party, had been
driving the same route home and within
a few minutes was behind them. When he
saw what had happened, he called an am-
bulance from the phone in his car.

In the midst of all this hysteria, one of

the bystanders came up to Tony and said,

"I liked you in The Vikings. Did they
really cut off your arm in it?"

It was the worst timed question a fan
ever asked. Tony looked numbly at the
fan, then turned silently and put his arm
around Janet, still trembling violently
from shock.

"I started to worry about the baby," said

Janet. "I was incoherent. Tony kept ask-
ing me, 'Are you sure you're all right?'

Instead of answering, I begged, 'Are you
all right?'

"By this time I knew I wasn't physical-
ly hurt—but how could we tell about the
baby? I was so nervous, my stomach hurt
from the strain and tension.

"I was lifted into the ambulance, and
Tony got in and sat beside me. I was
crying and sobbing. In the middle of all

this, I looked up at Tony, and saw that

he was trying to control his own fears

for my sake. I said, 'Darling, this just

wasn't my week, was it?' and we both
laughed kind of shakily. But the fear was
still there.



pital, Tony was right with me. The doc-
tors there examined me and I was given
a shot to quiet me. My doctor was called

again and he told them to send me home in

an ambulance, and he'd see me at home.
Tony rode with me in the ambulance."
When the ambulance pulled up in the

circular driveway and stopped in front

of their home, and the attendants had
carried Janet out on the stretcher, Tony
and Janet discovered they didn't have
their housekeys. Tony's keys were still in

the car which he'd left behind, and Jan-
et's bag with her housekey in it was miss-
ing. (Jeanne Martin had taken it for safe-

keeping.) Tony rang the bell and finally

their housekeeper, May, came down.
"When she saw the ambulance, she was

so terribly alarmed," smiled Janet, "that

we had to comfort her.

"Dr. Krohn came and examined me. It

seemed like such a long examination be-
cause I couldn't wait to hear what he'd
find. Finally he said, 'The baby's kick-
ing. Its heartbeat is normal. But your
stomach is tight because of the strain and
shock. This could start contractions.' He

A Suzy Parker says: "I can't take 4
f§ the fashion world seriously. It's g
II all run by women." jl
f/A Paul Sann W
ft in the New York Post ft
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gave me a shot to calm me. Although the

shots from the hospital doctor and Dr.

Krohn should have knocked me out, I still

couldn't fall asleep. We sat up—Tony, the

doctor and I—and talked until 5:00 a.m.
" 'You are very lucky,' said my doctor.

'So much could have happened.'
"Tony and I began to feel: How lucky

indeed we have been. Nothing could have
been worse than what could have hap-
pened that night. Tony could have been
easily killed, the baby lost, our friends

hurt. It was completely beyond Tony's
power or that of any other driver in his

place to have prevented the accident."

The other driver, according to news
reports, had mistakenly thought his wife
was a passenger in another car that was
ahead of Tony's, and had tried to chase
that car. In his eagerness to get to that

car, he had woven in and out of traffic,

and finally rammed into the car in which
Tony and Janet were riding.

The day after Janet's second accident
was a Sunday and several of their Camp
Curtis friends came to see her. This time
they didn't go swimming or play the kid
games Tony used to set up. It was a quiet,

somewhat frightened gathering.
"Everything's going to be all right," they

told Janet. And hoped it would.
"Tony was in such a state of tension,"

Janet said, "that he hadn't slept at all.

Then he was busy with all the phone calls

and our friends. His tension kept him go-
ing all day and night. Then, around seven
o'clock, with all our friends around, he
plopped into a chair and collapsed, fall-

ing asleep from utter exhaustion."
Janet paused, and then went on. "You

remember, Helen, how heartbroken I was
several years ago when I went through a
miscarriage, before Kelly Lee was born. At
least that time there was the consolation of
knowing that such a miscarriage is often
God's way of getting rid of a bad preg-
nancy. But this time, my pregnancy was
progressing well. If anything had hap-
pened to this baby, it would have been a
real unnecessary loss—and thus more dif-

ficult to adjust to.

"But God has been good to us. Our whole
world could have been shattered that
^igfaj. Tt m av sn.ind frit, fn cay it. but for

a woman who has known the blessedness
of a happy marriage and the joy of be-
ginning to raise a family . . . fame, with
all these blessings, is an empty mansion.
"For many years, Tony and I have

dreamed of raising a large family. We'd
like to have four children. Tony is a
natural-born father. He loves children. He
came from a small family and always
missed the fun of having many sisters and
brothers. His younger brother was killed

by a truck when Tony was a small boy,
and Tony never quite got over that trag-
edy. When he was fifteen, his brother
Bobby was born. Tony had been like a
father to Bobby. Most men don't usually
become paternal till their own children
are born, but Tony felt like a father long
before little Kelly Lee was born.
"As for me, before Kelly Lee was born,

I used to say, 'Maybe there are people
who envy movie stars, and I agree it's a
wonderful life. But every time I see a
mother wheeling her baby down the street,

I always wish I were in her shoes.'

"After Kelly was born, Tony and I

talked of the large family we would raise."

One day last spring Janet, feeling queazy
after many mornings like that, decided it

was time to see her doctor. He confirmed
her happy suspicions and she told Tony
that night, but they kept their secret for
a month Then at a party at a friend's
house, Janet said, "Guess what? We're
going to have another baby."
And from that moment on, she and Tony

sailed through the months, actively plan-
ning everything wonderful they could for

the future Cory.
From the beginning, Tony was very

fussy about Janet. Janet's never happy un-
less she's doing ten things at once, and
this time she became so involved in

decorating the beautiful new home they
had moved into that Tony had to grab
chairs and tables out of her hands, as she

tried to move them from one end of the

room to the other. Tony used to en-
courage the Camp Curtis fun parties be-
cause that was the only way Janet would
relax while enjoying her friends; stretch-

ing out on a lounge near the pool, lazily

floating or laughing as she watched the

crowd play kickball or Blind Man's Buff.

Actually, Camp Curtis is their nickname
for the most beautiful home they've ever
owned. An eighteen-room house on two
acres of rolling lawn and pool, a wrought
iron balcony circling the upper story and
emphasizing its gracious New Orleans
charm, the house is across the street from
famed Pickfair. Tony, raised in New
York's tenaments, and Janet, whose child-

hood had been too pinched to provide her
with a birthday party, revelled in their

magnificent new home. Tony beamed and
said, "I heard a lot about Pickfair when
I was a kid. Now I live across the way."

And then the appalling accidents! Twice
Janet had been on the brink of losing

their child—and twice the baby had been
saved by what seemed like Divine Inter-

vention. Two frightened young people

realized more than ever that their blessed

happiness was not based on living in a
gorgeous home, not based on their fame
and success. The things that really made
them happy were the things that any
young couple may be blessed with—love

and a family, children to raise and laugh-
ter to share.

"We have no way of turning back the

clock," said Janet slowly. "What hap-
pened, happened. But now we keep telling

ourselves how lucky we were. We're lucky
that no one was killed.

"Tony and I have a feeling of extreme
gratitude toward God. Only He could have
saved our baby." END

Look for Tony and Janet in The Perfect
Furlough for 17-/.
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For the first time science has found a

new healing' substance with the astonishing-
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve
pain — without surgery.
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pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place.

Most amazing of all — results were so
thorough that sufferers made astonishing
statements like "Piles have ceased to be a
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"

The secret is a new healing substance
(Bio-Dyne*) — discovery of a world-famous
research institute.

This substance is now available in sup-
pository or ointment form under the name
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count-
ers, I to '



"don't hurt eddie"

(Continued from page 33) survive and
understand for the benefit of my two chil-

dren."
And, I repeat, it is on this inner strength

and understanding on Debbie's part that

the future of Liz, 'the most beautiful

woman in the world,' and Eddie, the cap-
tivated one, will stand or fall.

Will Debbie hold off her divorce and let

Eddie and Elizabeth dangle in the throes

of an unsanctioned love affair?

Or, in her deep, deep hurt—will Debbie
cut the agony short and leave Liz and
Eddie free to find out for themselves if

the world is well lost for their love—or

only that they have lost the love of the

world.
I have talked to Debbie practically

every day during this tragedy in her life.

I have talked with her when she was
choked with emotion. I have talked with
her when she was shocked, sick, worried,
bewildered, aghast, unbelieving, defeated,

and (before Eddie's incredible statement
that he would have left his wife and
children even if he had never known
Elizabeth Taylor) in a fighting mood to

hold her marriage together.

But I have never once talked with Deb-
bie when she was bitter against—Eddie!
Liz, yes. But not Eddie.

"Don't say anything to hurt him," she
has begged me time after time. "Don't
let anyone do anything to hurt Eddie.

More than anyone else except his family
and me—you, Louella, know what a really

fundamentally sweet person he is." Debbie
said this at the beginning and she has con-
tinued to say it through all the shocking
developments since.

At the start of this shattering triangle

which shocked the world and rocked Hol-
lywood, close friends of all three princi-

pals tried their hardest to influence the

course of the outcome and hold back the
holocaust.
Friends of Eddie's, who had his best

interests at heart and hated to see him at-

tempt to 'whitewash' Liz Taylor at the ex-
pense of his wife and children, begged
him not to release his statement:

"In answer to many questions I feel 1

should say this—Debbie and I tried very
hard to make our marriage work. We have
been having problems for a long time.

Debbie especially has done everything pos-
sible to make our marriage succeed. I

alone accept full responsibility for its

failure.

"Our marriage would have come to an
end even if I had not known Elizabeth

Taylor. The break-up was inevitable.

"Although I have moved out of my
home, I hope to see my children as often

as possible. I have confidence that Debbie
understands and that our friendly re-

lationship will continue.

"My personal plans for the future are

to concentrate on my work and to solve

my personal problems with the deepest

consideration for all concerned."

I was one who tried to stop this state-

ment. But it was too late. It had gone to

the newspapers before I could reach Eddie
and tell him that he should never have
said this. It wasn't necessary for him to

say anything at that time. There was
nothing he could say that wouldn't hurt

someone, including himself—particularly

coming on top of Elizabeth's very callous

quotes (at least attributed to her)

:

"I don't feel I have taken anything away
from Debbie Reynolds because Eddie was
never in love with her. What am I sup-

posed to do—beg him to go back to Jher?
They would only destroy each other."

And when she was asked about this

happening so soon after the death of Mike
72 Todd, her husband and Eddie's closest

friend, Liz is said to have snapped: "He's
dead. I'm alive."

As for her romance with Arthur Loew,
Jr , the devoted escort of months, who is

known to be deeply in love with Liz and
hoping" to marry her, she (again quoted)
said: "I can't help it how he feels."

So for Eddie to side with Liz after this

was a terrible blow to Debbie and could
only be construed as the remarks of a
man blindly, madly in love beyond all

reason.
All Hades broke loose against Liz, and

I can truthfully say in all my years as a
columnist I've never read such bitter and
condemning mail—not even in la affaire
Ingrid Bergman and Roberto Rossellini.

Fan clubs were canceling out in all direc-
tions. Eddie was said to have been can-
celed off a guest appearance on a nation-
al TV show after an audience hissed at the
mention of his name.
As for Elizabeth—I have no words to

express the avalanche of blistering criti-

cism she seemed to have set off!

Their friends became desperate—and by
friends, I mean those who still felt for
Liz and Eddie as well as Debbie.

I happen to know that a famous motion
picture couple, heartsick over what had

Danny Kaye and Ray Bolger were
both starring on Broadway simul-
taneously some years ago—and
were asked to perform at an ac-
tors' Fund benefit and decided

—

since they were such big stars—to

do The H allroom Boys sketch

—

about a pair of would-be actors
trying to get a chance.
A few days after the perform-

ance, the Actors' Fund got a letter

from a sweet lady who'd seen the
show.

"It's only fair," she wrote, "that
those two young actors, trying so

hard to get a break, be given a
chance on Broadway. Why don't

you help them get an audition?'

in the Nt
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happened to all three of their friends, had
quiet talks with all in the hope of at least

getting them to stall for time—to see ex-
actly what their true emotions were.
One of the stars suggested that Elizabeth

go to New York, go anywhere, until the

great hue and cry died down. If what
existed between her and Eddie was as

strong as they believed, they would have
the chance to test their emotions in the

cool of reason, not in the heat of 'perse-

cution' raging around them, welding them
together 'against the world' as they
thought of it.

For one split second, Liz was listening

to the New York suggestion. Eddie was
the one who stopped her cold. He said if

the 'mess' meant his being separated from
Liz—he'd give up everything, his career,

his future, everything. He wouldn't let

her go!

Even Debbie, who had heartbrokenly
given up trying to reason with Eddie, ad-
mits she tried twice, unsuccessfully, to

contact Elizabeth on the phone. She was
going to make a fight of it until that

crushing "I-would-have-left-home-any-
way" statement of Eddie's.

Then there was nothing for Debbie to

do but consult a lawyer—no other step

was open to her if she was still to main-
tain her dignity and self-respect.

While I know in her heart she was
hoping, is still hoping, the official break
seemed to give her courage and fortitude.

No longer was she the miserable little

girl, crying her heart out to me over the 1

telephone, "What can I do against the
most beautiful woman in the world?"

|

One thing she could do and had to do
was to pick up the pieces, pull herself to- '

gether, not only for herself but for Carrie
Frances and baby Todd.
Although Debbie had been battling with

MGM over stories, she immediately ac-
cepted a script sent her, ironically titled,

The Mating Game. Daytimes she spent at
the studio on wardrobe fittings and in

\

conferences.
Evenings, she had long talks with her

lawyer, or went to picture shows. Or
visited with her close, close friends,

dancers Marge and Gower Champion.
And, she told me bravely, her eyes—and

I guess her heart—dry again, "Don't wor-
ry about me. I'm all right. Except for re-
turning to work, right now I'm doing
nothing. I mean about Eddie and me."
Her lawyer Frank Belcher said nothing

can be done in a hurry anyway. There are
many legal aspects which can't be handled
in a rush. It can be months before any
kind of a property settlement can be
reached because all of Eddie's business
affairs are taken care of in the East. All
this will take time.
The other day, Mr. Belcher said some-

thing to Debbie that has helped her a lot.

He said a very wise man had once said,

"When there is nothing to do—do noth-
ing." I guess another way of saying the
same thing is—let Fate take its course.
That is what Debbie is going to do. And
since she has made up her mind it is the
wise course, she is more at peace."

Well, that's more than can be said for

Eddie—and I am sure, Liz.

From the very start of this tempest, he
has been a sick boy physically. Pounds
of weight have dropped off him. He has
had a severe attack of mononucleosis. His
doctor forbade him appearing at the All-
Star charity event that closed the Holly-
wood Bowl season. (Debbie, too, had to
cancel out of this at the last moment on
doctor's orders.)
But Eddie canceled himself off Steve

Allen's tv show (introducing NBC's star

line-up for '58) after the mention of his
name had brought on hisses from the
audience the week previous.

I know this boy well. He calls me
Mom. And you can take my word for

it, no matter what kind of a front he's

putting up, he's taking this hard!
But he won't listen—and he won't

think!

And now we come to Elizabeth, beauti-
ful, luscious Liz—what of her?

She's been in hiding and on a chase
from the press, ever since she returned
from New York where her storm with
Eddie blew up and crashed onto the front

pages. Outside of that incredible and cal-

lous 'interview' she gave to a columnist
she thought was her friend—and you can
bet all the wine in France she didn't

expect it to be printed!—she had said
nothing.

Liz has been staying at the home of her
agent, Kurt Frings. She has also had a

'secret suite' she can retire to at the
Beverly Hills Hotel where she has installed

her three children in the care of a nurse.
She was unable to move herself and her
family into the new home she recently

leased from Tyrone Power because of
renovations and interior decorating work
she had ordered before the holocaust.

And, of course, she has been seeing Ed-
die.

I've heard gossip which is almost im-
possible for me to believe that the grande
passion between Liz and Eddie started up
before that fatal, for both, trip to New
York.
Whether it did or it didn't, I agree with



husband and a devoted family man before
his blatantly « pen dating of Elizabeth in

the East, in New York and at Grossingers,
the very same famed resort where Debbie
and Eddie were married!

I have been asked if I think that entire
jaunt to New York was a deliberately
planned rendezvous between Liz and
Eddie. Did Liz go through all that hocus-
pocus of making reservations to Europe,
even to engaging suites at hotels in Lon-
don and Paris, just as a cover up for a
short, and I suppose, intended 'quiet'

fling with Fisher in New York?
I don't believe it. She also had made

plans to meet Arthur Loew, Jr., in Eu-
rope, such definite plans that this much
smitten (with Liz) millionaire had told a
girl friend that he hoped and expected to
marry Elizabeth toward the end of the
year in Europe!

This more than interesting bit of news
came out when the girl who had once
been so much in love with Loew she's
never gotten over it—had hysterics in a
nightclub, crying her eyes out and sob-
bing, "He's going to marry her, he's going
to marry her" over and over again.
Just as much as this girl was in love

with young Arthur, he was and probably
is. in love with Liz. This movie-million-
aire son of a great film veteran has been
chased by women who hoped to marry
him ever since he was a kid. He's person-
able, he's handsome, he's a very likeable
boy—and he's enormously rich.

But someone close to him tells me, "Ar-
thur never wanted any girl but Liz. She
worked for his father's company as a great
star. She was constantly involved in ro-
mances with other men. Artie didn't think
he had a chance with her. But she was
always in the back of his heart.
"And then came the tragedy of Mike

Todd's death—and Liz's world came
crashing in around her. Arthur was there,
helping her, sheltering her. Loving her.
For six happy (for him) months, it looked
as though that love might be returned. At
least, he gave up all his time and attention
to that end."
Young Loew took Liz to rest and visit

at the beautiful ranch of his sister in Ari-
zona. He taught the luxury-loving Liz the
fun of riding horseback in the sun, the
solace of space, the healing qualities of
the 'quiet life.' He taught her so well
that she rashly signed a lease on a ranch
herself—and then before she moved in,

decided, "It wasn't for me. Too many
tourists. They aren't used to film stars
outside Beverly Hills."

So she came back to the town of glitter
where she reigns as a Queen, the devoted
Arthur in attendance. If this was the kind

of life she wanted, he was game. He gave
a huge party for her—an affair so costly
that many surmised he expected Liz to

agree to announce their marriage plans
during the festivities. But as developed

—

all that was announced was dinner.
Arthur was her constant and solicitous

escort. Anything Liz wanted to do, he did.

Any place she wanted to go—he went.
They were so inseparable that at the big
party at Romanoff's that followed the
premiere of The Big Country, people
watching them dance cheek to cheek,
murmured: "It looks as though Arthur
has finally won her."
And now they call the Liz-Eddie-Debbie

storm a triangle! What about Arthur
Loew, Jr.? If you ask me, it's more of a
tragic quadrangle, although for all the at-
tention he's been getting, Arthur Loew,
Jr., is really the forgotten man.
But his understanding and love for

the 'world's most beautiful woman' hasn't
waned in spite of considerable hell and
high water! All the time Elizabeth and
Eddie were making those big, big head-
lines out of New York and then out of
Hollywood, Liz's children were living at

Arthur Loew's home in Beverly Hills!

Until she moved them.
What has he had to say? Just a simple

little statement, almost overlooked in the
bigger fireworks:

"I guess I won't be seeing so much of

Elizabeth in the future. She's coming out
of her grief—seeing other friends." (This
should go on record as the all-time never-
to-be beaten understatement of mankind!)

Yes, Arthur admitted gently, he had
been in New York at the same time Liz
was before she changed her mind and
decided to return to Hollywood instead
of going to Europe. When asked why he
had also changed his mind about his desti-

nation and returned to Hollywood alone,
he merely shrugged. There were news-
papers all over his room which answered
that question in big black headlines far

better than anything he could say.

A great many people in this town think
Elizabeth Taylor missed out on something
really good and fine in her life if her
friendship and love affair with Arthur
Loew, Jr., is really finished.

And there are even more people who
wish Arthur had had a happy ending to

his love story—not only because of him
—but because of Debbie Reynolds and a
boy I'm still hoping will see the light

—

Eddie Fisher. end

Liz can be seen currently in Cat on a
Hot Tin Roof for MGM.
Debbie will appear in The Mating Game

for Warners.

meet your new sons

(Continued from page 49) before you
were about to leave, you remembered
something and told Shirley about it.

There had been something in the mail
that morning, you said, from an organi-
zation known as the Foster Parents' Plan.
The FPP, you'd learned from reading the
pamphlet they'd sent, was designed to pro-
vide, by means of donating a certain
amount of money every month, for the
"care, maintenance, education, training and
well-being of overseas children orphaned
and distressed and otherwise made desti-
tute."

"I've been thinking about doing some-
thing like this for a long time," you told
Shirley that night. "What do you think,
honey? How does it sound to you?"
"Sounds wonderful," Shirley said.

"I've been thinking, too," you said, "that

instead of just one. What do you think?"
"Good," Shirley said. "Now you can

have a couple of sons," she added, laugh-
ing.

"What?" you asked her—remember?

—

pretending to be a little confused.
"Come on now, Pat," Shirley told you.

"After four girls of your own, don't tell

me you're not going to want to become
a kind -of daddy to a couple of little boys
this time."

Now you started to laugh, too. It's always
struck you as rather fantastic the way your
wife can read your mind, and this night
in the hospital was no exception. So you
laughed with her now and then you kissed
her good night and went home to send off

your check to help two children some-
where who could use a little help.
You didn't know who they would be yet.

As long as they would be made a little

happier by this gift of yours—that was all

you wanted.

All quiet on the
teething front . .

.
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Lotion to baby's gums for quick, safe relief
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Famous Mercolized Wax Cream
7 NIGHT PLAN Lightens,
Clears Skin While You Sleep . .

.

[Follow this simple 7 NIGHT PLAN for
"whiter, clearer skin. Use medicated Merco-
lized Wax Cream each night ^—-—-^

• fori week—then see how/asi
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jCream works under skin surface
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High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

Go as rapidly B9 your time and abilities permit. Course
equivalent to resident Bchool work— prepares for college
entrance exams. Standard H. S. texts supplied. Diploma.
Credit for H. S. subjects already completed. Single subjects if

desired. High school education is very important for advancement
in business and industry and socially. Don't be handicapped all
your life. Be a High School graduate. Start your training now.
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BACKACHE
SECONDARY TO KIDNEY IRRITATION
If worried by "Bladder "Weakness" (Getting TTp
Nights or Bed Wetting, too frequent, burning or
itching urination), Secondary Backache and Ner-
vousness, or Strong Smelling, Cloudy Urine, due to
common Kidney and Bladder Irritations, try CYS-
TEX for quick help. Safe for young and old. Ask
druggist for CYSTEX. See how fast you improve.

LEARN
AT

HOME!.Music
,uickly, right at

liome, to play piano, guitar, accordion, any instrument.
Our famous pictured lessons make it easy. No boring oxer*
ciscs. Start playing simple pieces right away. Low cost.
l.OUO.000 students, including Lawrence Welk. Write for
FREE book. No obligation. No salesman will call- U. S.
School of Music, Studio 1612, Port Washington, N. Y.

EPILEPSY!
Learn about treatment for epileptic spells!
Write today for free information.

Lakewood Neurophen Co.
Station A, Dept. MM-3, Cleveland 2, Ohio

YOUR
BOOK
CAN BE
piiri iciirni

Our high royally—low subsidy
complete program can help you
join Comet's list of widely
recognized and successful
authors. Send for WEE copy of

How To Publish Your Book.

COMET PRESS BOOKS
Dept.DM-12,200VarickSt.,N.Y.14



I want to tell you about the happiness you
brought to these two boys. . . .

Franz

It was freezing cold in the little attic

apartment in Regensburg, Germany, that

day last January, that day everything
terrible seemed to happen to nine-year-
old Franz Josef Stelzner and his family.

It was freezing cold because there was
no money to buy any fuel. The small
government pension Franz's bedridden
papa got and the small amount of money
his mama made now and then at odd jobs

was just not enough to buy fuel to heat
their apartment.

It was hard, living like this.

"But still," Mrs. Stelzner would console
her little boy, "many people are much
worse off than we are, and we have a lot

to be thankful for. We have at least enough
to pay the rent, and sometimes I think
Papa is beginning to get better."

On this particular morning, however,
Franz's papa was not getting better. He had
been injured long ago in the war, and
then he had come down with tuberculosis,

and he hadn't been able to work at all for

years.
And on this particular morning, Mr.

Stelzner had awakened with a violent fit

of coughing and with blood rushing from
his mouth. Mrs. Stelzner knew that her
husband was near death and she'd run out
of the house to a telephone to ask the
hospital to send an ambulance and take her
husband and save him.
Then, a few minutes after the hospital

people had come with a stretcher to carry
her husband away, Mrs. Stelzner had be-
come suddenly dizzy and she screamed
and fell to the floor.

Franz and his little sister Gertraud were
in the room with her at the time. Franz
rushed over to her and tried to lift her
from the floor. He thought at first that

she had fainted, the way he'd seen her
faint before when she'd been working
too hard and had gone without enough
sleep for many nights in a row.
But always before, he had been able to

rouse her.
And this time, he saw, he could not

rouse her. And this time, too, he saw that

her face was beginning to change to. a
strange blue color and that her breathing
was very hard and gasping and irregular.

He ran from the house to the street

outside.
The ambulance with his father in it

was still there, just about to leave. Franz
banged on the back door.

"Doctor," he shouted to the man in

white, "please come back inside. Some-
thing is wrong with my mother."
The doctor took one look at the boy's

face, opened the door and jumped out of

the ambulance. "Go ahead," he told the

driver as he did, "I will see this patient

at the hospital in a little while."

Inside the house, the doctor spent a long
time examining Mrs. Stelzner.

When he was finished, he explained to

Franz and Gertraud that their mother had
just had what is known as a mild heart
attack, that her condition was not exactly
good, that she would have to remain in bed
for a long time, that he, the doctor, would
stop by to look after her as much as he
could.

Franz takes the responsibility

Gertraud began to cry when she heard
this.

Franz did not cry, however. Things were
too serious to cry now. He looked up at the
doctor and nodded, as if he understood.
And then he asked, "But they will not

die, my mother and my father, will they?"
"Not if we take good care of them,

74 wh^^^^^^wll." the doctor said. "Now."

he went on, "I imagine, young man, that
you have some relatives, some aunts or
uncles, who can come help take care of
your mother and the house while she is

sick?"
"I have an aunt," Franz said, not adding

that his aunt was a widowed woman with
children and without too much time to

leave her own house and family.
"And I imagine," the doctor said, "that

she will bring over provisions, foodstuffs,
and help take care of the eating?"

"Yes," Franz said, not mentioning to
the doctor that his aunt was as poor as
they were and that there would be little

chance of her being able to bring them
more than a loaf of bread and some wurst
occasionally.
The doctor reached into his pocket and

put four marks into Franz's hand. "Mean-
while," he said, "use this to buy some meat
for soup or some oranges. Just until

tonight, until your aunt comes by with
something else. . .

."

On the way to the store, Franz stopped
at his aunt's house to tell her what had
happened. When she met him at the door,
she was holding her youngest child, who
was crying weakly.
"Oh I am so sorry, dear little Franz,"

she said sadly when she heard the terrible
news, "there is nothing I can do to help
you. The baby is sick and I cannot leave
him to come to your house. And I cannot
even give you any money, because there
isn't any to give. But here, I can give you
some of this soup I made. It will nourish
your mama."
The baby in her arms moaned.
The aunt brushed a tear from her cheek

and sighed, "Ach, these are hard times. I

wish there was something I could do for
you—

"

"Aunt," Franz said, "there is something
I can do. I have four marks to buy food,
and you must take two. Something will

work out . . . The good Lord will not forget
us. . .

."

And as Franz walked home carrying the
few groceries that two marks bought,
home to the small cold apartment where
his sick mother lay, he hoped, hoped very
hard, that he could really believe that

—

that something good would happen. . . .

About this same time, Pat and Shirley,

there was another hungry, frightened little

boy who would soon be rescued from terror
because you had become his foster par-
ents. . . .

Giuseppe

Giuseppe Marcelli, the Italian boy, had
just turned six. He was a small, round-
faced boy with straight brown hair and
big brown eyes. He lived in a makeshift
hut in Carchitti, a suburb of Rome, a town
of makeshift huts, new-built for the people
of that area after the war but cheap-built,
too, and already old with dirt and bugs and
damp walls and floors. He lived in the
hut with his baby brother, Domenico, and
his mother and father.

His father, a poor farm laborer, got sick
early in January. The sickness began with
a lot of sneezing one night. Then a fever
came. And then the man, normally so
strong and hearty, discovered the next
morning that he could not get out of bed
because his legs would not hold him.
"We will get a doctor," his wife said to

him.
"We cannot afford that," the sick man

said.

"We have saved 1800 lire and we will use
it to pay the doctor," his wife said.

She walked to the other side of the
room where her two sons lay sleeping.

"Giuseppe," she said, rousing the older
one. "Please, go to the vase where we keep
the money and take it all and go ask the
doctor to come, cmickly."

Giuseppe jumped out of bed. He rushed
to the vase and got out the money, about
three dollars in American money. He knew
that his mother could not perform this
task because she had been crippled for
so long with a sickness of the hands, a
rheumatism, they called it, a very bad
rheumatism. So he got the money now and
then he rushed out of the house and ran
all the way to the neighboring town of
Labico to fetch the doctor.
When Giuseppe returned home with the

doctor a little while later, his father was
dead.
"The Asiatic flu," the doctor said, turning

to Mrs. Marcelli, "it has taken this good
young man away. I am sorry. . .

."

Because Mrs. Marcelli couldn't afford to
have her husband embalmed and have
him laid out for the traditional three days
of respect, the funeral took place the
next morning.
After the funeral, little Giuseppe had

a talk with his mother.
"Now 7 must go to work," the six-year-

old boy said.

His mother bent to kiss him, She shook
her head. "You are good, my baby," she
said, "but what can you do?"
"Yow cannot work," Giuseppe said, steal-

ing a look at her lame hands, "so then I

must find something to do, no?"
He didn't wait for an answer. Instead,

he ran out of the hut and to the big
tomato field not far away, where his father
had worked until he'd gotten sick.

He walked straight up to the padrone,
the bossman.

"I am Giuseppe Marcelli," he said. "My
father is dead. Now I shall work in his

place."
The padrone laughed. "Children," he

said. "That is all I need. Go away, little

boy. Go home."
Giuseppe begged. He showed his little

arm to the padrone and he pointed proudly
to the small muscle there. "See?" he asked.
"See how strong I am?"
The padrone didn't bother to look. Still

laughing, he walked away.

Like the horses and mules . . .

When Giuseppe got home that afternoon
he told his mother that he had had no
luck yet, but he told her not to worry. He
would think of something, he said.

"I know that Poppa is gone and I have
got to help," he said.

His mother nodded, sadly.

"To help now—" she started to say.

"What, Mama, what can I do?" Giuseppe
asked.
"To help now," his mother said, "you

could—you could go and pick some grass
from the field. We do not eat tonight other-
wise, Giuseppe. Tomorrow the woman
who lives near the church said she will

bring some macaroni and tomorrow we
will have that. But tonight, Giuseppe, there
is nothing in the house. So maybe if you
pick some grass in that field outside the
town where it grows tall and very green I

can clean it in the water and cook it and—

"

Mrs. Marcelli had begun to cry as she
talked, and Giuseppe began to cry with
her.

"Like the horses and the mules we must
eat tonight," Mrs. Marcelli said, sobbing.

"That is all right, Mama," Guiseppe said,

wiping away his own tears. "The grass, I

bet it will not taste so bad."

A little while later, he left the house.
He was walking past the tomato field

where he had tried to get work that after-

noon and was on his way to the field his

mother had talked about when he met a
friend of his, a boy named Beppe.
"Where are you going, Giuseppe?" Beppe

asked.

Giuseppe told him.



Giuseppe told him why he was going.

"You fool," Beppe said- "Why go pick
grass when you can take some of these
tomatoes and really fill your stomach with
food tonight? Look—everyone has left and
gone home, even the padrone. See? There
is no one here. And look, look at those
tomatoes."

It was as he talked that Giuseppe felt

the wind suddenly blow past him and he
heard someone call out his name.
"Giuseppe!" he thought he heard the

voice call out.

He looked around.
There was no one there.

"Poppa?" Giuseppe whispered. It had
sounded, he knew, like his dead father's

voice. "Poppa?"
Then he remembered something his dead

father, buried only that morning, had told

him a few months ago.
"Stealing is wrong," his father had said.

"God does not look as kindly on thieves
as he does on honest people. God asks
only that you pray to Him when you need
Him, and then He will help you."

"No," Giuseppe told Beppe, "it is wrong
what you tell me to do. I cannot take the
tomatoes. They are not mine."
And then he walked away from the boy,

continuing on his way to the grassfield

way outside the town.
As he walked he looked not at the

road ahead, but up at the big gray sky
above and he asked, "Was my poppa
right, God? Will You do something to

help us the way he said to me You would,
if I pray to You the way I am praying
now . .

.?"

And now to live again . . .

Well, Pat, you know how the stories end.
You have received some letters from Franz
and Giuseppe and some snapshots. And
when I visited the boys, I asked them if

they'd like to send a message with me.
This is what Giuseppe said:

"I love my Signor Boone," he said. "I
have no poppa anymore and one day I find
out from the postman who brings a big
package and some money that I have a
new poppa far away. The people here in
Carchitti tell me that Signor Boone makes
records and moving pictures and sings. I

do not know, because here in Carchitti
we have no theater and no victrola and I

cannot hear for myself. But I know that
he is a good man and that since his pack-
ages and his money have been coming my
mother does not worry so much anymore
and her lame hands are getting well and
we are able to eat all the time. I thank
Signor Boone for the other things he has
sent me, too. He has sent me shoes. And
he has sent me a rubber ball. I never had
a rubber ball before. Also, one of the
people in my village tells me that Signor
Boone has a beautiful wife and beautiful
children. I want to tell them all hello from
Giuseppe Marcelli in Carchitti and to send
them a basket of my kisses. I want to tell

them when I get big I will be a mechanic,
I have decided. And I want them to know
that I will save money from my work
so that if they ever need me to fix any-
thing they own, if they ever need a good
mechanic, I will take the ship and go to
America and fix it for them. When I tell

this to my friends they laugh. But I tell

them it will be a way of saying thank you."
Franz wanted to send a letter back to

you. Here it is; I've had it translated:

Dear Foster Uncle, Aunt and Girls,

Your Franz Josef is wishing to all

of you good health and God's blessings.

How are you? I hope you are hale and
well and I wish this to you with all my
heart. I am also well, only my dear
parents are still sick. My mother suf-
fers from the heart, but she is a little

better since your help has come and
she can already cook, clean and take
care of us again. The money you have
sent for the medicines has caused that.

My father is still suffering and though
he is out of the hospital he must
stay in bed all the time. But he now
is able to smile when he thinks of all

the cares you are taking off us. Now
we can get fruits, and some clothes I

also bought with your money already.
You have made things very different

for us. You have sent us money when
we needed it so much and you have
sent me so many things. 1 want to

thank you for the winter coat, for the
nice jacket, the pants, and shorts,

T-shirt, sport shirt, the hankies, the
tie and the socks. 1 also want you to

know that you are famous here in

Germany, too, and I am very proud of
you. God bless you.

Your Franz
. . . There's very little left for me to say,

Pat. The boys have spoken simply and well.

I would, however, like to add my own
thanks to you.

I'd like you to know, Pat, that you are
clearly the kind of guy who makes Holly-
wood a better place to write about, the
world a better place in which to live.

Thanks, then, from all of us at Modern
Screen, for that.

Sincerely,

Editor

The headquarters of the Foster Parents'
Plan, Inc. is at 352 Fourth Avenue, New
York 10, N. Y.
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Promptness counts. Three $10 winners will be chosen from each of the following areas—on a basis of the date and time on your postmark:

Eastern states; Southern states; Midwestern states; Rocky Mountain and Pacific states; Canada. And even if you don't earn $10, you'll

be glad you sent it in—because you're helping us pick the stories you'll really love. MAIL TO: MODERN SCREEN POLL, BOX 2291, GRAND
CENTRAL STATION, N. Y. 17, N. Y.

Please circle the box to the left of the one phrase which best answers each question:

1. I LIKE LIZ TAYLOR:

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

Ham not very familiar with her

I LIKE DEBBIE REYNOLDS:

more than almost any star a lot

[3] fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her

I LIKE EDDIE FISHER:

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him

1 READ: UJ all of their story [2] part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: UJ super-completely

UJ completely fairly well UJ very little

U) not at all

2. I LIKE SOPHIA L0REN:

UJ more than almost any star [2] a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her

1 READ: all of her story part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-completely

completely fairly well very little

not at all

3. I LIKE DIANE JERGENS:

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her

I LIKE PETER BROWN:

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him

1 READ: all of their story part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-completely

completely fairly well very little

not at all

4. I LIKE JEAN SEBERG:

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her

I READ: all of her story part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-completely

completely fairly well very little

not at all

5. I LIKE GENE TIERNEY:

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her

1 READ: all of her story part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-completely

completely fairly well very little

0not at all

6. I LIKE PAT BOONE:

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him

1 READ: all of his story part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-completely

completely fairly well very little

not at all

(see other side)



who can I run to?

(Continued from page 60) had started and
the young nun had begun lecturing before
she looked down at the hand-printed
questionnaire.
She scanned the questions quickly.
Have you ever been alone with a boy?

was the first.

What was the first thing he said? was
the second.
What was the first thing he did? was

the third.

She had barely started answering them
when she heard the voice shout out:

"Diane!"
Her head jerked up.
She saw the nun hurrying up the aisle,

toward her, asking, "What are you writ-
ing?"
There was no time for Diane to hide

the paper.
The nun grabbed it and began to read it.

As she did, Diane stared at the small
silver crucifix that lay sad and shining
against the deep black habit.
"Diane!" the nun said, shocked, a mo-

ment later.

Again, Diane's head jerked up.
"Yes?" she asked. She was scared. But

she tried her best not to look it. "Yes?"
"Come with me," the young nun said,

tugging at her hand. "I want to have a
little talk with you."
The talk, in a small bare room down the

hall, lasted only a few minutes.
"Why," the nun asked, "why do you

sit in class with an unholy piece of paper
such as this in front of you and honor it

and make yourself evil and bad by honor-
ing it?"

"But most of the other girls have filled

theirs out," Diane said, remembering
what the fat girl had told her in the cor-

ridor a little while earlier. "I just
—

"

"Who gave it to you?" the young nun
demanded. "Tell me, Diane, or I warn you,
I'll have to take you to Mother Supe-
rior and she'll take some drastic action,

I'm sure of that . . . Now tell me. Who
gave it to you?"

"I can't say," Diane answered. . . .

"I can't say," she answered the Mother
Superior a few minutes later. "It wouldn't
be right. She's a friend of mine. I can't

say."
.

';

It was a few minutes after that when
Diane followed the Mother Superior and
the young nun back into the classroom.
The three of them walked to the front of

the room. The Mother Superior spoke.
She told the girls that Diane Varsi had

been caught with a shameful piece of

paper in her possession, that Diane Varsi
claimed someone in this classroom had
given it to her but that she had refused to

name the person.
"If that person does not confess im-

mediately," the Mother Superior con-
cluded, "Diane Varsi will be expelled
from this convent as of right now. For
we will then have to assume that no one
gave it to her.
The room was very quiet.

For a full minute it remained quiet.

During that minute Diane looked
around, from girl's face to girl's face.

When her eyes finally met the eyes of the
fat girl, the friend who'd given her the
paper—she stared pleadingly at those eyes
and those eyes stared back hard—at hers.

"Well," she heard the Mother Superior
say, suddenly, when the minute was over,
"I'm afraid that I shall have to call your
parents and tell them that you can no
longer attend this school. . .

."

She led the way to the office where the
call was made—to her ill mother.
Mrs. Varsi's reaction was a surprise to

Diane. "No, do not call a cab to bring her
home. I will come for her myself."

Carefully shunned, Diane had no choice
but to sit there in silence and wait.
Her mother finally came. She heard, in

detail, the reason for the expulsion. She
listened with a calm that amazed Diane.
Even more amazing was what she said

at the finish of the story. "My dear Mother
Superior, my daughter has always been
taught to be loyal. I think she did right."

With that, she stood up and nodded to

Diane that they could leave now.
She had never felt so close to her mother

as she did on that ride home. But, once
there, her mother had to go to bed with
another of her migraine headaches. And
Diane was alone to think her thoughts.
So what that I got kicked out of that

place and they don't want me anymore?
Diane thought. I have my family. And
they'll understand. Even though we're not
a - close family like some of the others
around here, always hugging and kissing

and making all that kind of fuss; even
though my mother and father are nervous
and always fighting and don't seem to

have too much time for me—they'll still

understand about this, my family, they'll

understand."
Gail, her sister, two years younger,

came in from school. Diane told her
about the expulsion. "Now what'll you
do?" Gail asked, her tone implying that
she would never get in such a fix, herself,

and she went off to a girlfriend's house.

When Mr. Varsi came home that night
he listened to Diane and sighed deeply.
"I've said it before and I'll say it again

—

Trouble should be your middle name," he
said. And he walked away.

Upstairs, her mother was asleep—ob-
livious to the turmoil Diane was in.

It was then, at that moment, that Diane
made her vow.

7. I LIKE BRIGITTE BARDOT:

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her

1 READ: all of her story part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: UJ super-completely

UJ completely UJ fairly well UJ very little

UJ not at all

8. I LIKE JANET LEIGH:

UJ more than almost any star a lot

UJ fairly well very little UJ not at all

UJam not very familiar with her

I LIKE TONY CURTIS:

UJ more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him

1 READ: all of their story part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-completely

completely fairly well very little

not at all

9. I LIKE JIMMIE RODGERS.

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him

1 READ: all of his story part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-completely

completely fairly well very little

not at all

10. I LIKE DIANE VARSI:

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with her

1 READ: all of her story part none

13. The stars I most want to read about are:

(!)____ MALE

(2) MALE

(3) ^

(1).

(2)

(3).

IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-completely

completely fairly well very little

not at all

11. I LIKE TAB HUNTER:

more than almost any star a lot

fairly well very little not at all

am not very familiar with him

1 READ: all of his story part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: super-completely

completely fairly well very little

not at all

12. I READ all of WHAT MY FAITH MEANS

TO ME part none

IT HELD MY INTEREST: completely

fairly well very little not at all

AGE. NAME .

ADDRESS STREET

CITY ZONE STATE



She clenched her fists and held them
tight against her sides.

"1 don't know what I want to do when
I grow up," she told herself. "But I know
this. There's one thing I'll always be able
to do. I'll always be able to do what isn't

easy to do."

Two
It was a little more than a year later

and Diane was sitting in the drugstore,
nibbling away at a sundae, talking to her
girlfriend, and trying very hard to be
honest and different, and sophisticated,

too, for she was fifteen now and it was
quite an important thing to be sophisti-

cated at that age.
"I got kissed last night," Diane said.

She waited for the other girl to react.

The girl smiled.
"Honest," Diane said, "I got real honest

kissed.

"Last night I went out with this

fellow. You don't know him. He's out
of school already. He's five years older
than I am, in fact. He's just about twenty.
And after we went driving around for a
while he parked the car and he started
to kiss me. It was so strange, at first. He
kissed me on the lips and then on my
neck and then all over my face. And it

felt so nice, I just let him keep doing it

for a while. And when he was through
I said, 'Why did you kiss me like that, all

over my face?' and he said, 'I don't
know.'

"

Diane laughed. Then she noticed that

her friend made a face.

"You . . . you don't think I did bad, do
you?" she asked suddenly, dropping her
sophistication and most of her smile.

"Oh no, of course not," the other girl

said. "I think it's really something. And
I'm glad you told me. After all, that's

what girlfriends are for, isn't it? To talk
and tell each other their secrets and
everything?"
Diane nodded.
She felt lots better.

"That's right," she said. . . .

It was just before gym class in school
the next day when Diane heard the girls

behind the long file of lockers talking
away.
"And then, I hear," one of the girls was

saying, "he began to kiss her all over the
face and neck and she let him keep on
doing it—because it felt so nice, our little

Miss Varsi said."

There was a roar of laughter.
"She said it was so terribly exciting,"

the girl went on.
"I'll bet," another girl joined in.

"Did she say what happened after
that?" a third girl asked.
"Did she have to?" the first girl asked

back.
Again there was laughter.
"How trampy can you get?" one of the

girls asked them.
"How trampy is right," another girl

said.

"I bet
—

" still another girl started to
say, "I mean, when you really begin to
wonder why she was kicked out of that
other school

—

"

Diane didn't stick around long enough
to hear the rest of it. For she ran down
the corridor to the girls' room now and
she locked herself inside one of the
booths. And, standing against the tin
partition, she closed her eyes, closed them
tight, so her tears wouldn't get through
and go streaming down her cheeks, as if

she were some silly stupid kid, just like
the rest of these silly stupid kids she
knew—and didn't ever want to have any-
thing to do with again—ever. . . .

Three

It was one night a few weeks later now.

home between Diane and her parents. It

had ended up with her father shouting her
down and sending her up to her room.

It was a little after midnight when
Diane decided to run away. She got out
of bed, got dressed and walked over to
the window, ready to climb out of it and
lose herself in the big world down below.

Gail awoke from the noise of the open-
ing window.
"Where you going, Diane?" she asked,

rubbing the sleep from her eyes.
Diane tiptoed back to her sister's bed.

She opened the little purse she was car-
rying. "Gail," she said, "I want you to
promise not to tell Mama and Poppa that
I've gone."
"But where you going?" Gail asked.
Diane didn't answer. "Here," she said,

reaching into the purse. "Here's all the
money I've got. Look." She took it out,
one bill and some change, and counted.
"A dollar-forty," she said. "This is all

yours if you don't say anything."
Gail was obviously impressed by the

sum, and much too tired to ask any fur-
ther questions.
"Okay," she said, turning over in her

bed and going back to sleep, not bother-
ing to watch her sister tiptoe back to the
window and slip out of the room. . . .

Diane walked the streets of town,
headed for nowhere—but away, just away.
She hadn't walked far, though, when

the cold night air began to seep through
her skin and she started to shiver.
She kept on walking. But after a while

her legs began to feel numb and she won-
dered why she hadn't worn her heavy
coat and why she'd picked a night such
as this to run away.
She tried walking just a little more. But

it was too cold, much too cold.

And so she turned and went back home
and climbed back up to her room and
got undressed and went back to bed.
Tomorrow, she thought again, tomor-

row I'll decide what to do.
And then she fell asleep. . . .

At breakfast the next morning, Gail
smiled a knowing smile and turned to

their mother. "Mama," she said, "I have
a dollar-forty."

"Really?" Mrs. Varsi asked. "And where
did you get it?"

Gail told about what had happened the
night before and, ending it dramatically,
handed the money back to her sister.

Diane jumped up from her chair.

"You promised you wouldn't tell," she
said.

She turned to look at her mother now.
She was really going to get it from her
mother now, she knew.
"You were wrong, Gail," Mrs. Varsi

said after a long moment. "You broke a
promise to your sister."

The younger girl shrugged and got on
with her breakfast.
"And you," Mrs. Varsi asked, turning

to Diane, "aren't you planning to eat this

morning?"
Diane nodded and sat down. She'd

wanted to talk up right now. She'd
wanted to rush over to her mother and
throw her arms around her and thank
her for being good and for being fair.

But her mother had turned around al-

ready and was back at the stove.

So Diane—though she couldn't get her-
self to say the things she wanted to say
now, to do the thing she wanted to do
now—nodded and sat down. And for the
first time in a long time she felt that

there was good in this lonely, mixed-up
world of hers—goodness and fairness and
love.

She loved her mother very much that
morning. She continued loving her for

the rest of that day and the next and the
next.

But then, less than a week later, there
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was another fight, again with both her
parents. There were hot words and she
got shouted at again and was sent up to

her room.
And that night, when she ran away, she

made sure to wear her heavy coat and to

pack some clothes into a valise and not to

give away what little money she had, and
she swore that this time she was running
away for good.

Four

It was a year later. Diane was nearly
seventeen. A lot had happened to her
since that day she'd left home. She'd come
to Los Angeles. She'd met a boy, married
him, fought incessantly with him and had
the marriage annulled. Then she'd become
interested in acting. Suddenly, acting

meant everything to her. Acting, she de-
cided, would be her life from now on. She
sacrificed a lot for it. She got a little money
from her grandfather, her father's father,

and she used that money to pay the rent

and finance the acting lessons. But there

was little money left for food, and so she
didn't eat properly. And after a while, she
noticed that she was becoming more and
more sick to her stomach. But still, she
had a dream and what did it matter if

she had to get sick to realize that dream.
And then the day came when the pain

in her stomach was too great. She woke
up one morning and fainted. Her land-
lady found her lying on the floor near the

bed and called the doctor.
"You realize you are pregnant?" the

doctor asked her when he was finished

with his examination.
Diane shook her head.
The doctor looked around the room,

then back at Diane and the narrow bed
on which she lay.

"You're a sick girl," the doctor said.

"And you obviously have no money. Don't
you think you could go back to your
husband, now that this has happened?"

"No," Diane said. "I can't go back. I

won't go back."
"How will you take care of yourself?"

the doctor asked. "You're too weak to

work, you know."
"I don't know what I'm going to do,"

Diane said. "I—I only know one thing,

Doctor. That I must study. I want to be
an actress. . . .

The doctor told her that this was a bad
thing she was doing, that she would en-
danger her life and the life of her child.

"But I can't do anything else," Diane
said.

"Then you don't really care what hap-
pens," the doctor said, rising.

"I do," Diane said. Won't you under-
stand that? I do care. But—

"

The doctor glanced at his watch. He
was late for his next appointment, he said.

He had to go.

"But—" Diane called out again as he
walked away and toward the door and
closed the door behind him, "but you
don't understand!"
She shook her head again and then she

brought her hands up to her stomach.
Slowly, she lifted her head from her pil-

low and she looked down at her hands
and, as if she were looking through those
hands now—through that portion of her
body she covered with them—deep inside
her womb and at the growing seed there
—she whispered:
"You understand, don't you, my baby?

You understand. . . .
!"

Five

The day of the nervous breakdown be-
gan quietly. Diane got up at six o'clock,

wsahed, dressed, kissed her sleeping boy,
Shawn—nearly sixteen months old now

—

good-bye, left a few instructions with the
housekeeper and drove to Twentieth Cen-

Diane was a movie star and production
on her third and latest picture, Ten North
Frederick, was nearing an end.
She had a tough scene to do that morn-

ing. She had to stand and listen to the
actress who was playing her mother shout
at her for something she had done and
then slap her furiously across the face.

They shot the scene once. And then
they shot it again. And again. And again.

In the middle of the fourth shooting
Diane began to feel her legs go weak.
Then she felt the perspiration break out
under her make-up, then through it, so
that her face was hot now, feverishly hot.

Then she found it hard to keep her eyes
open, they were so suddenly heavy. And
then her head began to spin, swiftly, as if

it had been caught in a whirlwind of

warm, twirling air.

And then she blacked out. . . .

At the hospital, a doctor said that she
was suffering from nervous exhaustion,
that she must rest for a while.

"She won't tell me much, she's very si-

lent," he said to another doctor later;

"but her condition is obviously the result

of all the pressures that have been build-
ing up inside her over the years."

Diane recovered quickly. She was told

she could leave the hospital a week after

she'd checked in.

"My," a nurse said to her the night be-
fore she left, "you'll be going home first

thing in the morning and won't that be
nice?"

"Yes," Diane said, "I can't wait."

"And won't it be nice to see your little

boy?" the nurse asked.

"Yes," Diane said.

"It's important to have someone to

love," the nurse said. "And—and it's im-
portant to have some one to love you,
too."

The nurse stared at her wisely.

"I don't mean to say what it's not my
place to say," she said, "but it's true, you
know. It is important to have someone to

love you, too."

Six

Diane was about to leave the hospital.

It was the next morning and she sat in

her room, all dressed, watching the rain
fall heavily outside the open window, and
waiting for an attendant to come tell her
her cab was ready.
As she sat, she thought of those words

she'd been thinking about ever since the
night before—the nurse's words:

It is important to have someone to love
you, too.
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Diane knew they were true words.
But who? she kept asking herself,

over and over. A man? A husband? A
family?
Mama, she thought now. The word

had come suddenly from out of nowhere,
it seemed to go straight to her brain, and
it wouldn't go away now.
Mama? she wondered. It is my mother

I want now? Is it? Is it?

Diane shook her head again.
The word wouldn't let go.
But why? Diane asked herself.

She tried remembering back to the
years, so long ago it seemed now, the
years when she was a girl and lived at

home, those years of confusion and heart-
ache and of arguments all the time.
She tried to remember that, and she

hoped that by remembering it she could
get the word that was clinging to her
brain now to let go.

She tried. But, still, the word was
there.
She thought next, unable to help think-

ing about it now, to a time once when she
was thirteen or fourteen years old and
she'd had some words with her mother.

"I'm not well," her mother had said
afterwards. "I've been ill for a time now,
in bed and with medicines and every-
thing. I hope that sometimes you under-
stand that, Diane. Do you?"
Diane wondered what she had said in

answer to this. She wondered whether
she, the girl who'd always felt so misun-
derstood, had understood that particular
question.
And as she wondered, another time

came back to her mind now, a morning at

breakfast when her sister had tattled on
her—something about a dollar-forty and
an escape through the window, wasn't it?

—and her mother had told her sister that
she was wrong for tattling, not Diane for

having done whatever she'd done, and
Diane remembered now how she'd loved
her mother for that at the time, how fair

she thought her mother had been, and
how good.
Diane remembered too, how she'd

wanted to embrace her mother then, to tell

her how much she'd loved her for that.

"But I didn't," she told herself now.
"whatever the reason was, I didn't. And
maybe if I had—

"

Again, she shook her head.
"It's so late now," she thought.

She sat back in the chair.

And then her eyes caught sight of the
phone that sat on a little table on the
other side of the room.
She stared at the phone for one, two,

three minutes.
Then she got up and rushed over to it.

She picked up the receiver.

"Hello," she said, "Operator? I'd like to

place a long-distance call. . .
."

It had stopped raining when Diane left

the hospital a little while later. The
sun was shining, in fact, as she got into

the cab that had been ordered for her.

"Where to, Miss?" the cabbie asked.

To the little house, Diane wanted to

say, where my little boy is waiting for me
and where my mother is coming to stay

for a while—yes, I just spoke to her and
she's coming.'

—

and where everything is

going to be so nice and wonderful between
the three of us. To that little house, please.

But instead Diane simply gave the ad-
dress, and the cabbie muttered a quick
okay, completely oblivious to the fact that

he was about to drive this pretty young
passenger of his from the lowest point in

her life to what she prayed would be the
beginning of that happiness she had never
known before. . . . END

Diane can soon be seen in Compulsion
r_2£l
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